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Monster Horror at Its Best.

“There's nothing scarier than a monster that has no limits on where it can go, no discrimination with what it eats, and no easy way to kill it. Hands down, Dinosaur Lake is probably one of my favorite monster horror books that I've read thus far.”  

5 STARS

~
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A Good Mystery Full of Suspense.

“The author caught my attention maybe it’s the Jurassic fan, but a good solid dino read and goes in depth on the scenery. great write! A much recommended read for anyone that enjoys a good mystery full of suspense, great storyline with a touch of realism.” 5 STARS- Robin at Romancing the Book

~
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“This book would make an astounding movie. It is one hell of a great read. It is the next best thing to Jurassic Park. Any movie directors out there, please make a movie of this book.” 5 stars – Terry Witherspoon

~
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“I read this book just after reading Meg Origins, Meg terror of the Depp, and SHARC and I really loved Dinosaur Lake. I loved Kathryn Meyer Griffith so much that I am now reading another of her novels.” 5 STARS - L. Zuker

~
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A Rousing Good Read.

“There are good monster books and there are bad monster books. Most of them are bad. This, however, is one of the good ones. The story is plausible. A creature lives under the lake in Crater Lake National Park. The characters are well developed and you actually begin to sympathize and later care about what happens to them. Mrs. Griffith's characters have a refreshing opinion of what should be done with certain kinds of criminals.

The monster scenes are exciting and well written. Edge of the seat excitement. I kept wanting to go to bed but decided to read "just one more chapter." At 2 AM I finished the book.” 5 STARS-J.K. Stecker

~
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Prehistoric Thriller.

“This book had my interest from the very beginning and never let up. The on edge action continued and was a family story as well as a monster thriller. Anyone interested in prehistoric creatures will thoroughly enjoy this novel.” 4 STARS-Connee Davidson
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And REVIEWS 

for Dinosaur Lake II: Dinosaurs Arising
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Hey Look Up!

It’s hard to say which part and or book I liked the best. In a way you could compare this to "Jurassic Park" but without the scientist doing his genetic maneuverings. The dinosaurs here are of the flying variety and they are different sizes and ages. For whatever reason they have been able to hide for the last five years with no one discovering them. Yes, they are still trying to take over the national park but again these dinosaurs are different. This time around they are seen and attack outside the park. The main characters are the same and like "Dinosaur Lake", you just have to keep reading to see who survives and what the dinosaurs are up to. I loved it!!!! 5 STARS-Marcia Kidwell

~
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Great Sequel

I love dinosaurs so almost any story with them will WOW me but this sequel was GREAT!! I love the characters and can't wait for the next book. She's a truly imaginative writer and although Dinosaur Lake was the first book of hers that I read I'll be looking for others! This is a definite read!! 5 STARS-Joan E. Randolph

~
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Nightmare at Crater Lake

Once again, terror has arrived at Crater Lake in the form of horrible flying dinosaurs that seem to have appeared out of the stuff of Native American legends. And once again it is up to the Chief Ranger, his staff, members of the Army, and the Chief's paleontologist son-in-law to seek out and destroy this menace. We also get a peek into the personal and private lives of those people, and the effect this danger has on their family members and friends, as well as themselves. This is an action filled story, and there is one event after another that prevents the extermination of these creatures. Like the prequel to this book, we are drawn into this terrifying tale, and are anxious to see its outcome. Of course we all know dinosaurs don't exist in our world of today....do they? 

5 STARS- Connee Davidson

~
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I Loved it

This novel and the original Dinosaur Lake, inspired me to book a trip to Crater Lake this coming Fall! The places named are real and the thrills never stop coming!!! I hope there is a third one!

5 STARS- Pattazy

~
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High action, Likable characters, Really loved this book! 

I bought the audio version first and went through it in two days. I bought the kindle version because I thought it was so good. The book is very believable and very exciting! Also, she has some clever twists in here that I wished they had done in Jurassic Park! I won't spoil it for you, but it involves the biology of the dinosaurs. Another aspect of her story was that her characters were very likeable people. It felt like I knew them. Which made it even more terrifying when they were in danger! I've bought several of her books, in fact, and I've never been disappointed.

5 STARS-CL Oregon
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Chapter 1
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Henry

“SO CHIEF RANGER...HAVE you seen any of those flying dinosaurs lately?” The person asking the question, hand shading his eyes from the blindingly bright August sun, was a healthy looking man perhaps in his mid-forties, dressed in one of those expensive sporty shirts and matching walking shorts. A pricey camera hung around his neck. His glance was astute and the glint in his eyes inquisitive. He had that air of self-assurance and wealth about him. Except the guy should have been wearing a hat and a pair of shades because his skin was already the hue of a ripe cherry.

Chief Park Ranger Henry Shore had turned away from studying the wall of dinosaur fossils, the amazing discovery he and his son-in-law paleontologist, Dr. Justin Maltin, had stumbled upon almost six years ago. The activity at the paleontological dig had slowed a great deal since those first days, most of the fossils had been unearthed and shipped to eager museums all over the country, but there was still a scientist or two hacking away at some part of the area most days. Not today. The site was abandoned. Silent.

“Not lately,” Henry replied, feeling a sinking in his stomach. It’d only been a few months since he and his men had freed the park from the latest prehistoric threats, the winged monsters he’d satirically labeled gargoyles, and he was still a bit uneasy. His eyes on the skies more than normal. “How did you hear about that?”

The man snickered. “My aunt and uncle were here in May. You know, when you cleared everyone out of the park? But, they are getting up in years, so I don’t always believe every whimsical tale they tell me of their travels. They like to embellish a lot. You know how old people can be? Always trying to get attention.”

Great. A non-believer, Henry thought. This should be easy.

“We did have a problem here in the park back then, but we handled it. The park’s safe now, if you’re worried.”

“No, I’m not worried.” Another snicker. Man, was the guy’s face sunburned. He’d feel it tonight for sure. “Flying dinosaurs don’t frighten me. No matter what I read or see on the Internet. The stories, by the way, and the photos were sure scary. So real looking they were almost credible. Isn’t Photoshop great? But I don’t believe in monsters.”

Henry wanted to deck the guy, but smiled instead. He had to be nice to the visitors. It was his job, after all. And after the tumultuous spring he’d had it was just nice to go back to normal. Visitors bugging him.

“This, on the other hand,” the man waved at the wall of fossils, “is a wonderful discovery. Actually monumental. This is real. I’ve been reading about the specimens the scientists have been removing from this place for years. The paleontologists have dug out some quite unique remains of species never recognized or seen before. Especially in the lower levels of the rock.

“Absolutely astonishing.”

Henry nodded. Yeah, he thought, the lower levels had proved to contain the most bizarre fossils of all. Except he wanted to tell the man, unfortunately, he’d seen some of them in the flesh and hadn’t thought they were that amazing...when they were trying to maul or devour him, his rangers or his friends.

“It is.” Henry’s eyes beneath the brim of his park ranger cap returned to the wall. He and Justin were both proud of what had come out of the fossil site they’d stumbled on. Though he would have liked to tell the disbeliever with the expensive camera they were prouder of the way they’d dealt with the live creatures that had off and on haunted the park in the last half decade; prouder still of the real flesh-covered specimens they’d tracked down, captured and had been able to study and learn from or the lives they’d saved by killing them. But he knew it’d do no good to say any of that to the man in front of him. The man would think it was all a publicity grabbing joke.

“Well, thank you, Chief Ranger, for the informal chat about this place and all the interesting tidbits about the park. It was very informative.”

“You’re more than welcome.” He hadn’t meant to entertain the small crowd of six people he’d found at the fossil wall with a park lecture, but old habits died hard. He’d always enjoyed speaking on the park’s history. Once the visitors hanging around had started asking him questions, he couldn’t stop.

“I’m Doctor Richard Clements.” The gentleman held out his hand for Henry to shake. “My family’s been here visiting the last few days and we’ve really enjoyed the accommodations at the lodge, which is so rustic; the lake and the view. We love this place.”

“Thank you. So do I.” Henry finally smiled. “How long are you here for?”

“We leave tomorrow, but first thing in the morning we’re taking one last boat ride to Wizard Island. We’re going to spend a few hours exploring it.”

“You and your family will enjoy that. Be sure to take snacks and water. Jackets, because sometimes the weather can change on a dime. You’ll be there for a couple hours before the second boat picks you up.”

“Thanks for the tips. We’ll do that.

“Nice meeting you Chief Ranger. I’m sure I’ll see you again. We only live about three hundred miles away in southern Oregon and my family has already begged me to bring them back here next summer.”

“I hope you do that.” Another ranger smile.

“Goodbye for now.”

“Good bye.”

Henry watched the man wander away with the rest of the crowd. His eyes went to the sky, then returned to the wall of dirt. He tried not to think about what had happened in May. Flying monsters attacking park trolleys and stalking visitors. A huge nest of the critters they had had to obliterate. Nightmares he didn’t like returning to or dwelling on during the summer days. It was hard. It was still too fresh.

He was turning away, ready to hike down to ranger headquarters when a short, muscular fellow in blue work pants and a gray T-shirt appeared at his side.

“Hi Henry. You got a minute?” The man, someone Henry recognized as one of the tour boat captains, took off a dirty blue ball cap and wiped the sweat off his forehead with the back of his arm. His face was tanned a light brown and his longish gray hair was a halo of frizz around his head. He looked more like a mad professor than a boat captain.

“Captain Willie Sander. As I live and breathe.” Henry shook the man’s hand and his face broke into a welcoming grin. “I haven’t seen you for a while. Where you been hiding yourself?” Willie and Henry went way back. Willie had been working at Crater Lake when Henry had accepted his chief ranger’s job thirteen years past and he’d been the last one to see and hear from Sam Cutler, another boat captain who’d been one of the earliest fatalities of the first park dinosaur. Godzilla, as Henry had dubbed the original monster at the beginning of its terror reign, had smashed up Cutler’s boat in Crater Lake and gobbled up the man.

“Not hiding, just been kind of busy puttering my boat all around the lake for the visitors. Got to make a living, you know?”

“Don’t we all.

“So did we just happen to meet this fine morning by accident or were you looking for me?”

“I was looking for you. I spoke to Ranger Stanton down at your headquarters and she said you were up here gawking at the dead bones. I heard your lecture, too. I was lurking behind those bushes there eavesdropping. Ha, even learned a few things I’d forgotten.”

Willie fell in stride beside Henry as he walked along the trail. 

“Well, what’s wrong?” Henry queried. “I assume there is or you wouldn’t be off your precious boat in the middle of the morning on a working week day bothering me.” He glanced at his wristwatch. “You should be casting off for your eleven o’clock trip in about ten minutes.”

Willie came to a dead stop and looked directly at him. “There’s something in the lake again. Like six years ago? I saw them this morning right after dawn. Near Wizard Island. They were swimming around, pretty as you please. Moving faster than sharks and much bigger.”

Oh no, echoed in Henry’s head. Not again. It’d only been three months since the last prehistoric assault. Was he and his park cursed or what? “Them?”

“Yep. I counted at least five of the beasties scooting right below the water line. I couldn’t see them too clearly because they were moving lickety-split but they were...big...all right. Startled the bejesus out of me. I got off the lake as quick as I could. And, after our last couple of run-ins with monsters in this park, my boat and I won’t be going on the lake again until I know those things are gone and it’s safe. I haven’t forgotten my poor friend Sam. I don’t want that to happen to me.”

“Did the creatures threaten or attack you in any way?”

Willie seemed to think about that for a moment. Scratching the side of his head, he replaced his ball cap, shoving it down over his wild hair. “Nah, can’t say they did. Might have been a different story if they had; I wouldn’t be here chatting with you. Most likely I’d be fish food. They swam alongside my boat for a bit, though, like they were playing with or were curious about me, but they never rammed me or nothing.”

“And you can’t describe them any better than ‘they was big and they was fast’?”

“Sorry. They pretty much stayed below the surface. I only saw swells and scaly green skin breaking the water. Jagged fins. Whatever was below the waterline, though, had to be huge by the way the ripples seemed to go on forever. The fins were different sizes, too. All in all, the strangest thing I ever experienced. And frightening.”

Oh, Henry knew well enough how scary being on the lake in a boat was when there were unidentified giant creatures swimming around you. Been there, done that.

“What are you going to do about this?” Willie demanded, planting his feet firmly on the sloped ground, his mouth a taut thin line. His eyes were an old man’s eyes. They’d seen too much. His body, bent from arthritis and age, an old man’s body. But it took a lot to scare the old guy and he was scared. If the situation kept him off the water and making a living, it was bad.

“I’ll look into it. Don’t worry, Willie, we’ll take care of it.” So those eerie animal calls he’d heard months ago in the rear fringes of his yard could have been those primeval leviathans. For Henry had no doubt that’s what was plaguing his lake, his park, again. No, still. As he and Justin had feared, they’d never left. He, his rangers and Captain Sherman McDowell’s soldiers hadn’t killed all of them. The live monsters and the nest they’d destroyed hadn’t been all there’d been. That was the dilemma.

There were more.

The two men walked along a little farther together, discussing the present and the past, and when Willie veered off towards Cleetwood Cove and his moored boat, Henry continued on to park headquarters. His thoughts as heavy as his footsteps.

Above him brilliant feathered birds reeled in the blue sky and the breeze had the sweetest of summer flavors wafting on it. The smell of summer heat, sun and leaves. Yet all his earlier optimism and happiness had ebbed away and worry had replaced it. He’d thought they were finally in the clear. The park was safe. All the rogue dinosaurs had been taken care of. No such luck.

Shoot. Now what was he going to do? The previous battles had exhausted him. He couldn’t face the thought it wasn’t really over.

He was still vexing over that question when he strode into park headquarters and made his way to his office. He needed a strong cup of coffee and a few minutes to himself to think. The office was quiet. It was in between shifts and his rangers were out in the park doing their jobs or at home off-duty. Only Ranger Kiley was at his desk in the far corner on the phone yakking to someone. Kiley waved at him as he passed by and Henry motioned with his hand that Kiley needed to end his phone call and follow him into his office. Now.

With a sigh Henry settled into the chair behind his desk and a minute later Ranger Matthew Kiley strolled through the door.

“What do you need Chief?”

All Henry had to say was, “They’re back.”

“Good Lord, not again?” Ranger Kiley didn’t sit down, but stood before Henry, as his glum expression reflected his concern. “What’s happened?”

Henry told him.

“We’re going to close the lake again, aren’t we?” Ranger Kiley, an older man with short white hair, a stocky build, and a calming way about him, was the only ranger who’d worked in the park longer than Henry. He’d been a ranger going on twenty years. And he’d been with Henry through all the dinosaur adventures of the last six.

Henry exhaled and leaned back against his chair, rubbed his eyes with his fingers. “I don’t see a way out of it. We can’t take the chance these new Loch Nessies are hostile. Just because they didn’t ram Captain Sander’s boat doesn’t mean they’re peace loving.”

“What excuse do we use this time?”

Henry groaned. It hadn’t been that long since the last forced closure. The tourists and visitors always needed a reason when their park was kept from them. “We’ll just say we’re doing purity tests on the lake’s water. We don’t want any boats on it; and, of course, divers and swimmers have been prohibited for a couple of years now. That’s convenient.”

Ranger Kiley shook his head. Unlike Henry, he still wore his Smokey-the-Bear style of hat all summer, while the other rangers, including Henry, preferred the ball cap style when it was hot. He took it off and, placing it in his lap, sat down across from his boss. “Seriously, shouldn’t we shut down the whole park as well? I mean, until we’re sure the creatures aren’t roaming the land and woods, being all destructive and stuff?”

“Let me think about that and I’ll let you know tomorrow.” Henry trusted Kiley and valued his opinion so he’d have to seriously consider what he proposed. The ranger was smart, calm in a crisis, and had been a widower for a decade. His only daughter, Gabrielle or Gabby for short, at twenty years of age, had spread her wings five years before and moved to Chicago to follow a modeling career. But Gabby had vanished four years ago and no one, including her father, had heard from her since. Her disappearance was Kiley’s greatest sorrow. It was a good thing that finally after years of looking for her, grieving, he and Ranger Ellie Stanton were now a couple. It had stabilized him. Ranger Kiley, at last, had found some peace, some happiness. Henry was happy for him.

The men spoke a little longer about the lake closing, preparations, and what they could do about locating and containing the creatures in the lake. Henry, as the times before, still couldn’t believe it was happening again. Then Kiley rose from his chair and headed out to start the process.

Henry mulled over calling his paleontologist son-in-law, Dr. Justin Maltin, and letting him know the bad news, but decided to make the call that night from home. It was only five hours away. In the meantime he needed to think about what they were going to do.

Unlike the first time an unwanted American Nessie had appeared in their lake and they’d gone after it in a submersible, that option was no longer available. They didn’t have a friend who had a friend who could loan them a Deep Rover. And renting one was too expensive and too invasive to the lake’s ecosystem. Since they’d done that the park’s regulations had changed drastically. No submarines or divers were allowed in the lake. Ever.

He didn’t feel like looking for the things on an exposed boat, as he’d done the times before, yet knew there was really no other alternative. Someone–and of course it’d have to be him–had to find the creatures. Assess the danger. He’d ask one of his rangers and Justin to accompany him in the morning. At dawn. They’d bring binoculars and a lot of high-powered weapons. The standard operating procedure.

Damn those dinosaurs. Because, of course, that’s what the lake creatures were. That’s what they always were.

*****
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THE SUN WAS STILL BRIGHT above when he called it a day and drove his jeep into the driveway in front of his and Ann’s cabin. He was tired and worried over the day’s disclosures so he was happy to see Ann’s car in the driveway. She was home early, too. Since she’d finished her first round of chemo a month ago, facing death the way she’d had to do with the cancer, she had made a decision to spend more time at home and with him. She’d spend more time taking better care of herself. Her doctor had informed them the lung cancer appeared to be gone. Remission. For now. But Ann hadn’t believed it and was gradually changing her life accordingly.

“I’m not going to wait any longer to do what I want to do. To spend time with you. To smell the roses and lilacs. Play with my sweet Sasha.” Sasha was their new kitten. “Enjoy every minute of my time here. To be happy. Work isn’t the end and be all for me anymore. The news was here before me and it’ll be here after I’m gone. Like the world. But I only have one life, one piece of eternity to call my own and experience. I’m not going to work all my hours away anymore. I’m going to delegate my responsibilities.”

And she’d been true to her word. Since the cancer diagnosis and treatment, she’d shortened her hours at the Klamath Falls Journal, the newspaper in town she owned, and spent more time just...living. Henry liked the change. Suddenly the thought of retiring, for him, didn’t sound so bad. Which was strange because for years he’d dreaded the mandatory retirement the National Park Service levied on their rangers. Now he actually looked forward to it.

When they retired, he and Ann talked about getting a mid-sized camper and traveling around the country; seeing the sights. She’d always wanted to see Maine and he wanted to visit Yellow Stone. She could keep the newspaper, but leave it in the hands of a capable manager. They’d live a simple, inexpensive life. Together.

In about five years he could take early retirement and would. No longer was he afraid of it. In fact, since Ann’s illness, he craved it. The sooner the better. He just prayed God would give them the time to enjoy it together. Even though Ann’s cancer was in remission, that could change and he was aware of that. It was the one thing that scared him more than dinosaurs.

Getting out of the jeep and walking up to the partially rebuilt porch, it reminded him of the flying dinosaur, one of the gargoyles as he’d called them, that had attacked his home a few months before; the one that had almost killed Ann. She’d escaped, but the porch hadn’t. The monster had destroyed it, ripping it from the front of the house and smashing it into the middle of the yard. Henry had been spending his days off the last three months rebuilding it. The basic foundation was done and he was planning to nail together the porch overhang that weekend.

He was making the new porch better than the old one. Bigger. Longer. Fancier. He and Ann loved sitting on the porch swing in the evenings and watching the night. He had to get it done soon. They missed their porch therapy, as Ann called it. And now, he had the sneaking suspicion, they were going to need it even more.

Once inside the cabin, he smelled the cooking ham and beans right off. Cornbread. It was one of his favorite meals and Ann hadn’t made it in a long time. Chemotherapy had stolen her appetite and her desire to cook, but in the last few weeks it had returned with a vengeance. Lucky for him. He was oh so tired of frozen dinners.

Stirring the pot on the low flames, Ann was smiling when he moseyed into the kitchen. As he watched her before she knew he was there, he felt the love he had for her, the years of love he’d had for her. The image of her, pale and frightened, as she sat in that chair in the clinic with all those tubes and bags of poisonous liquid flowing into her veins haunted him suddenly...then was replaced with the smiling woman he beheld before him. The doctors thought she’d beaten the cancer. It was gone. Henry was so thankful to God for making her well. Of course she’d have to have check-ups every six months from now on and indefinitely but the prognosis was hopeful. She looked so healthy, so happy now. He smiled. The earlier reports of mysterious sightings of lake creatures forgotten.

Ann looked over her shoulder and her face broke into a welcoming grin. “Henry, you’re home early. Good. Supper is about ready.” She paused. “Why are you home so early?”

He tried not keep anything from her, so he told her what Captain Sander had claimed he’d seen in the lake.

“Oh, no, not again,” she grumbled, turning off the flame beneath the pot, putting the spoon down on the counter and wiping her hands off on a kitchen towel. “Are we safe here?” Her gray eyes held unease, as she shoved a strand of blond hair away from her sweaty forehead. Her memory of the monster attacking the cabin and her was apparently still vivid.

“I think so. Sander has been the only one to say he’s seen anything and it was in the lake. And it wasn’t aggressive, according to him. I can’t panic until I know more.

“Tomorrow I’m going out on the water and see for myself,”

Ann was placing bowls and silverware on the table. She looked up. 

“If Sander is telling the truth couldn’t that be dangerous?”

“Could be, but I’ll be careful. I promise.”

She gave him a sharp look. “You better be. I remember the last lake creature you went chasing after in the dark with Justin. Night after night. I was worried sick about both of you. And you know how that ended.”

“I remember, too.” Inwardly he shivered, recalling the foggy nights patrolling the lake years ago. The cold. The endless searching. The terror when what they were looking for found them.

Then he said, “It looks like we’re about to eat?”

“We are.”

“I’ll go clean up and be right back. Smelling that ham and beans is making me hungry.”

“Go ahead, but make it quick. No dawdling. I’ll finish putting everything out.”

Henry laughed softly. “No, mother, I won’t dawdle.”

When they were sitting at the table, enjoying their meal, they ran down what their days had been like. They did that every evening. Shared their experiences as much as they could. Henry often laid a hand over his wife’s and gently stroked it. Like tonight.

Outside the day merged with shadows. The temperature fell. The frogs and crickets began to sing. A normal summer evening.

“By the way, where’s the little fur ball?” Henry asked as they were eating the chocolate cake Ann had brought from the bakery. He sipped his coffee, slid back in the chair, full and happy. The meal, as everything Ann cooked, had been delicious. “I haven’t seen her yet. Usually she’s all over me.”

“Sasha? Last I saw, she was sitting in our bedroom window staring at the birds outside and making those weird funny little throat noises.”

“Bird talk.” Henry laughed.

“Yeah, translated she’s probably saying, Come inside, birdies, and let me tear out all your feathers and eat you.” Ann got up from the table and started clearing it off. 

Henry rose and helped her. “Probably. Though she is a little young, still a kitten really, to be doing that yet.”

“You would think.”

Sasha, the black-and-white kitten Ranger Ellie Stanton had gotten from a friend for them was four months old and a bouncing ball of energy, curiosity and affection. The animal had helped Ann get through her chemo, never failing to lift her spirits. Though she was Ann’s cat, the feline had imprinted on Henry and followed him everywhere when he was home. Ann didn’t mind. So what if the kitten loved Henry more, she also loved Ann. And both humans had grown very fond of the cat. It’d been a long time since they’d had a pet and they were both going overboard doting on the little thing. She already had more cat toys than was normal, was given special canned cat food, and had a fluffy cat bed.

“Speaking of the devil.” Ann chuckled, looking down. “Here’s the queen herself.”

A tiny bit of black-and-white fluff ran up to Henry, meowing plaintively as if she were trying to talk. It climbed up his pants leg and planted itself on his shoulder.

“Whoa!” Henry yelped good-naturedly. “Take it easy, cat, those claws are sharp.” He grabbed the kitten in his hands and cuddled her against his chest. Purring could be heard all over the kitchen. “This cat,” Henry shook his head, sitting back down so the animal could snuggle in his lap, “has the loudest purr I’ve ever heard. Sounds like a motor or something.”

“She does have an unusually loud purr, doesn’t she?” Ann agreed. “And, you know what? I swear she tries to talk to us. Her meows are so strange. It’s like she’s trying to mimic our speech.”

Henry smiled at the creature in his lap. Cute little thing. He stood up and put it into Ann’s arms. “Here, you hold the baby. Don’t let her follow me. I’m heading out to the porch to check some things. I need to measure, calculate how much wood I’m going to need this weekend to finish. I want to do it before it gets dark.”

“Okay, honey.” Ann took the cat and settling on the couch with it next to her, she switched on a side table lamp, grabbed her Kindle and clicked it on. “I’m just going to read while you’re out doing that. Got a great ghost story I want to finish.”

“After I get done measuring why don’t you come out, I’ll grab a couple of chairs, and we’ll porch sit for a bit...watch the night come in like we used to?”

“Oh, you mean before that flying gargoyle snatched the porch and the porch swing away?”

“It is a beautiful evening,” he coaxed. “It’s cooled off.”

“You talked me into it. Just holler when you’re done.”

“I will.”

Henry pawed through their junk drawer and found a measuring tape, a scrap of paper and a pencil and headed towards the front of the house and the unfinished porch.

The sun was low on the horizon, sitting on top of the tree line; the sky was a rainbow of sunset colors, gold, pink, white and touches of amethyst. A cool breeze rustled his hair. It was going to be a beautiful night, he thought, as he shut the door behind him. He didn’t realize he hadn’t closed it all the way. He walked out onto the porch and the smell of fresh lumber hit him.

A little later, he’d finished measuring and just happened to glance up to see Sasha sitting in the front window watching him. She wasn’t allowed outside. There were too many perils in the park for a tiny kitten. Too many larger predators. She’d be a nice quick appetizer.

He wobbled his fingers at her and behind the glass the cat opened her mouth and began meowing frantically. Jumping up against the window, her paws flailed at the glass as if she was trying to get out. Her eyes wide. Henry couldn’t hear her, but thought it odd the cat was behaving so erratically. She never acted like that.

The night had hushed. Even the wind.

He heard something near the tree line of the surrounding woods. A click-click-snarl sound. Click-click-growl. Bushes and leaves were being thrashed aside. And his skin prickled. He didn’t want to look, but he couldn’t help himself.

He turned around slowly and three things happened at once. He saw he’d left the front door slightly open, the cat came bounding out onto the porch heading for the edge of it, and he caught something moving out of the corner of his eyes at the end of the yard. Something that shouldn’t have been there.

He reached down to snatch up the escaped kitten, but it slipped through his grasp and raced across the yard towards the mistiness lurking among the trees.

Almost without thinking, Henry dashed into the house, grabbed his .40 caliber SigSauer from his gun belt where he’d left it on the couch, and ran back out in the direction the kitten had gone. Yelling, “Stay inside, Ann! Stay inside!”

“What’s wrong?” She cried behind him as he slammed the door shut and took off after the cat down the yard. He didn’t have time to answer. Not if he wanted Sasha to live. The feline was going after what he’d heard, glimpsed, at the edge of the woods. Whatever it was.

The kitten had entered the trees and Henry was right behind her, gun raised and ready. “Sasha! Sasha!” he called out. “Come back here, you little runaway! It’s not safe out here for you.”

He plunged through the perimeter of the forest and into instant night. The woods was like that at twilight. One step beneath the canopy of limbs and leaves and it was utter darkness.

“Sasha!” He yelled again when he saw her. Crouched against a tree base, back up, hissing like a big cat at something poised above her. Swooping her up with his hand, he swung around and stared at what she’d been hissing at. A shadowy form about twenty feet away hiding behind a tree.

“Gosh darn, I should have grabbed a flashlight, too.” But he hadn’t had time.

The shadow moved. Crept closer. It was about four feet tall, slender, erect on two thin, but lengthy, legs; with an overlong neck and a compact angular head. Large claws at the end of upper arms held out, curved, in front of it. It had triangular stripes across its back and up along its head. Huge eyes that glittered in the faint light when the creature tilted its head at him. It saw him. It saw the kitten crying in his grasp and its tongue flicked in and out in hungry anticipation. Henry knew if he would have been a child or if the creature would have been bigger, he might have been the intended target and not the feline.

It wasn’t a natural park animal. Not the way it moved, stood, glared at him, with a stumpy tail snapping back and forth. Another low growl echoed in its skinny throat.

Good lord, another dinosaur. What the hell...was the park infested with them now? A whole Jurassic Park right where he lived? Well, why not? What had begun years ago could be finally reaching its full and frightening potential. Dinosaurs, of different species, roaming the woods. Good God.

Henry, clutching the struggling, crazed kitten tightly against his chest as it dug its claws into him, stared at the creature. It was hard to see it in detail but what he saw was bad enough. He knew what he was looking at. Trouble.

The miniature dinosaur released a shrill wail that reverberated into the night, a war cry, and lunged at the kitten in Henry’s arms. The dinosaur butted up against Henry and its mouth, now all razor-sharp teeth, gaped open as it attempted to wrestle away and swallow the small cat. It almost got her.

Henry thrust the kitten above his head to keep it from the hungry maw and with his free hand he brought his duty weapon up and shot the little monster and somehow–as close as he was–missed it. The explosion of the gunshot seemed to aggravate it.

Really pissed off now, instead of scuttling away in fright, the monster hissed at Henry, barred its wicked-looking fangs and slashed at him with its claws. Its saucer eyes flashing with malevolent intent.

Henry jumped back just in time and the claws barely ripped through his shirt and raked across his flesh. Pain made him realize they’d gotten some skin, but the wounds weren’t deep. They’d skimmed flesh, not dug in. Still hurt like hell, though.

This time when he shot at the creature, at least one of his bullets hit dinosaur flesh. Got it! The little monster shrieked in pain, knocked Henry and the kitten to the ground, and scuttled away into the woods.

Sprawled in the grass and stunned, clutching the meowing kitten with one hand and his gun with the other, Henry watched the dark forest close around the fleeing dinosaur.

Only when it was gone did Sasha cease meowing, squirming, and digging her claws into him. Between the dinosaur and the cat, man, was he going to be scratched up.

He shuddered and came to his feet. “Let’s go home, Sasha, before that thing returns and maybe...brings a bunch of its little monster friends with it. Wouldn’t put it past it, either. It looks like the type of vermin that runs in packs. I know. I’ve seen Jurassic Park. All three of them.”

Sending quick looks behind him every second or so in case he was being followed, he wasted no time reentering the cabin and getting inside. Nothing followed, or nothing he could see. That creature hadn’t been afraid of him. Ha, what was next, invisible dinosaurs? Wouldn’t put it past them. Talk about adapting.

“What happened!” Ann, with anxious eyes, was at the door waiting for them, and her hands eagerly gathered in the kitten. She snuggled her, soothing the animal with gentle caresses. Danger and its close call already forgotten, it began purring. Though not as loud as usual.

Breathless from his getaway, Henry blurted out, “Dinosaur...little body, big teeth and claws...mean little sucker...out at the edge of the tree line. It wanted Sasha for an hors d’oeuvre. The cat slipped out the front door somehow and ran into the woods and practically into the creature’s jaws. I almost didn’t get to her in time.”

“Poor little kitty,” Ann was murmuring endearments, nuzzling the feline. “Poor Sasha. You’ve had quite a scare, little one, haven’t you? That mean old monster tried to eat you. Bad monster! But daddy saved you.” Ann looked up at Henry and bestowed on him a hero’s smile. “Daddy’s so brave.”

“Daddy was so lucky, is what daddy was,” Henry huffed, peeking out the front window through a slit in the curtains. But it was too dark outside and he couldn’t see anything. A sudden blade of black, night had descended. If the creature had returned and brought friends, he couldn’t see them. But the thought made him uncomfortable.

There could be more of them out there. Oh boy.

“So there’s another one, huh?” Ann said.

“There’s another one.” Henry slumped down on the couch and laid his gun carefully on the nearby coffee table.

“This changes everything again, doesn’t it?”

Henry nodded, rubbing his eyes and reclining against the couch cushions. After a second or two he added, “None of us can go outside any longer without keeping our eyes open and having protection. Weapons.”

“You going to shut down the park again now?”

“I don’t see where I have a choice. There are possible Nessies in the lake and now a dinosaur kangaroo with big teeth and a nasty attitude bopping around in the woods looking for snacks. Oh crap,” he muttered, shaking his head. “I can’t believe the nightmare continues.”

It was at that moment Henry’s cell phone, attached to his belt, rang. He put it to his ear and answered. It was his son-in-law Justin.

“Wow, you must be psychic, son. I was just about to call you.” Henry glanced up at Ann, whose expression alerted him she knew who he was talking to.

She sat down beside him and the kitten jumped from her arms to his lap. Settled there, promptly curled up and fell asleep. The cat had already forgotten her recent close call or was too exhausted to keep her eyes open. Oh, the blithe sleep of innocent tiny animals.

“I beat you to it,” Justin responded and plugged onwards without taking a breath or giving Henry a chance to say anything else. “We’ve got another dinosaur problem. A big one, too. You won’t believe what I’ve recently discovered. I waited to call you until I was absolutely sure. Now I am. I know you’re sick to death of dinosaurs encroaching in your life but this is going to blow your mind. I know it did mine.”

Henry’s expression became distressed and his eyelids lowered. He sighed. “Well, you give me your bad news and then I’ll give you mine.”

“Oh, you have news, as well?”

“Yep. But you go first.”

“Remember when we smashed their eggs and exterminated all those dinosaurs in the nest a couple of months ago and I thought some or all of them were sick?”

“Yes?”

“Well, remember when I said that, ill or not, diseased or not, I suspected there might be more...infestations...of the creatures in other national parks similar to ours–in the future if not already? You know, parks along the volcanic ridge that travels up the western North American coast all the way to Washington state? Areas and wilderness reserves with the same environmental conditions as we’ve had? Locations, like us, that have been experiencing deep subterranean earthquakes which could be regurgitating eggs, of various unknown species, that could be birthing more prehistoric creatures?” A heavy pause.

“Yes?” Now Henry was getting nervous. Ann, sensing his disquiet, was watching him. Waiting. Outside the night was silent. No kangaroo dinosaur noises. No noises of any kind. Eerie quiet highlighting the moment.

“Unfortunately, I’m afraid I might have been correct.”

Oh no. No, no, no.

Justin was forging on. “I’ve made contact, telephone inquiries and emails, with a number of chief park rangers or superintendents in Redwood, Yosemite, Death Valley, Sequoia National Park in California, Great Basin, Spring Mountain Ranch State and Horseman’s Park in Nevada and grilled them on any strange animal sightings they might have been having recently. They’ve all had recent powerful earthquakes or a history of them in the last decade.”

“And they actually told you if they had seen something suspicious?” Henry was surprised.

“Well, not all of them and not in so many words exactly....”

“What do you mean?” Henry only wanted Justin to spit it out now and stop drawing out the suspense.

“Some of them got really odd sounding when they were answering my questions. One or two cut me off quickly accusing me of being a crackpot or an out-and-out nut. Some hung up on me the minute I mentioned prehistoric beasts or dinosaurs.

“But two of them I somehow got through to and they admitted, yes, some strange creatures were prowling their forests.

“One, Chief Ranger Witter from Redwood National Park, finally broke down after I’d talked to him three times, sent him digital pictures of our Hugo, and other irrefutable proof of our dinosaur experiences, and admitted he and his men had hunted and actually bagged two bizarre looking specimens in the last six months that could have been young dinosaurs. Two. When he described them to me one of them sounded an awful lot like a young Hugo before his wings had grown out but the other one didn’t sound like anything we’ve come across yet. It was larger, had spines on its back and liked the water. They disposed of the corpses but he took a couple of photos first. He’s emailing me them later tonight.

“So...more species of dinosaurs are sprouting up. In more locations. Just what I had hypothesized and feared. Sorry.”

Henry was in shock and had to remind himself to breathe. This was his worst nightmare. A plague of dinosaurs all along the American western seaboard. Birthing, breeding, growing. Spreading destruction. Gobbling up all other creatures in sight. Damn, damn, damn.

“Henry, you still there? Henry?” Justin was insisting on the other end, his voice sounding worried.

“I’m still here. Justin, what’s the worst case scenario that we’re looking at? Be truthful.”

“I hate sounding like Chicken Little but the worst consequence is that these creatures keep multiplying in many places and keep spreading. Heaven knows where it would stop.”

“Heaven knows. A dinosaur apocalypse?” Henry was now looking at Ann. Her face was wan, her eyes locked on his. She’d figured out what he and Justin were talking about. Her reporter’s sixth sense. She picked up the kitten and hugged her closer as if to protect her.

Henry knew dinosaurs brought back horrifying and haunting memories to his wife. She’d lost friends in the dinosaur encounters. They both had. And now there were more, suddenly appearing in different places. Not a good thing at all.

“I wouldn’t dare say that, Henry. I don’t want to jinx the peaceful world we have now.”

“Best to not think about it or speak of the worst results,” Henry said to Justin. “Only how to fix it, right?”

“Right. For now. And so far it’s only been a couple sightings. Small numbers. We have time. I think. I have more people and places to call and more information to collect.” Justin’s weariness was obvious in the way he spoke his words. Hesitant. Slowly. “Okay, we can discuss what we can or will do when I see you next. Let’s make it soon. But I’m just too tired tonight to discuss it or even think about it anymore. It hurts my brain.

“Well, that’s what I essentially had to tell you. Sorry I’ve monopolized the conversation so far. So...what news did you have for me, Chief Ranger?” Justin used the term he sometimes still affectionately called his father-in-law. “I hope it’s better news than what I gave you.”

“It’s not.” And Henry told him about the unidentified creatures spied in the lake and the feisty kangaroo dinosaur in the woods.

“Oh, my, then it’s already begun.”

“Or something has begun. I already closed the lake down to visitors earlier today. Going to shut down the whole park again as well. Can’t take any chances this time. But I’m going out on the lake first thing tomorrow morning to see what I can see and I thought you might want to come with me?”

“Going to take a boat tour for yourself? See if any unidentified aquatic beasties show up, huh? See if there’s really something there?”

“Something like that. You want to come?”

“I’ll be there,” Justin said. “Ah, here we go again. Lake maneuvers.”

“Meet you at Crater Lake Lodge’s dining room at seven a.m. then? We’ll have breakfast first and take a little time to discuss our strategy.” Henry finished and after saying goodbye hung up.

He didn’t need to tell Ann much. She already had guessed most of it by his end of the phone conversation and he quickly filled her in on the rest.

Twice, during his explanation, Henry stole looks out the window into the night searching for movement or glittering ruby eyes among the trees and leaves. But he saw no signs their earlier visitor had returned–or, if he had any, his friends.

Soon after, he and Ann retired to bed. He made sure the windows and doors were securely locked and he kept his duty weapon nearby. He gave Ann a weapon, a large caliber revolver, of her own and insisted she take it with her everywhere she went. Promising to also provide her with a rifle when he could get to headquarters and retrieve one.

Henry had accepted, as Ann had, that from that night on living in the park was going to be a little different. Just like those poor human survivor wretches in The Walking Dead television show...they would have to be forever vigilant, armed and prepared. Always. Because, if Justin was right, a new age had just begun.
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Chapter 2
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Henry

WHEN HENRY LEFT HIS house the following morning, the sun still hadn’t lifted from the horizon and it was that glowing dark right before sunrise, but already warm. It was supposed to be an extremely hot day and he’d dressed for it. His summer uniform and ball cap. A water bottle attached to his belt and plenty in his jeep. His duty weapon snug in the holster at his waist.

His eyes were peeled for any of the little cat-hungry critters like the one he’d run into the night before. His nerves were on edge, watching for them, but none showed up. He didn’t know if he should be relieved or suspicious. If the one that had attacked him wasn’t lurking around their cabin, it had to be somewhere else and he didn’t want to think about where. He hoped any cats in the vicinity were safely tucked away in their homes. Or dogs. Or small people.

After a stop at headquarters, he stashed a couple high-powered rifles and extra ammunition in the jeep’s rear seat. Best to be prepared, no matter what they came across in the water, or on the land. On the way to joining up with Justin, he phoned Ranger Kiley and Ranger Stanton to inform them the entire park was also being shut down. Again. He filled them in and gave instructions, then hung up, satisfied they’d take care of everything. They were his best rangers. Besides they’d been through all this dinosaur craziness before and not so long ago. The visitors would be escorted from the park and any new ones turned away at the entrances; the businesses within would be closed until he was sure the park was safe. He’d learned his lesson the first two times and would never put unsuspecting people in danger again if he could help it. And he could help it.

He’d notify the National Park Services and Superintendent Sorrelson of the developments as soon as it was late enough. There usually wasn’t anyone in the offices this early and Sorrelson didn’t like being disturbed before nine in the morning. Then he’d put in a call to the man in charge at the National Forest Service because the park also had forests within its boundaries and came under their jurisdiction as well. He had to alert both of them. They’d need to know.

He pulled into the parking lot at Crater Lake Lodge. The sun was inching up over the lake and the light was permeating the murkiness around him. He loved this time of day in the park. The mists that eddied around his boots gave everything an eerie ambience and he imagined the land, the woods, must have looked just this way hundreds of years past. Perhaps thousands. More.

No wonder the primeval beasts returned over and over to reclaim it. It was their home and always would be.

He strode into the lodge’s dining room. At this hour it was practically empty though it opened at the crack of dawn. Many visitors liked getting an early start on their hikes or park tours, but there weren’t many up at this hour yet. And as they came down today they’d be politely asked to leave the park. The windows lining one wall and overlooking the lake framed a beautiful dawn. The view, as always, was inspiring. It made a person love and appreciate the raw beauty of nature and everything in it. The lake with the new sun shining across the water, the birds dipping their wings in flight across the sky, and the trees a circle of emerald around the blue oval of water created a panorama Henry never got tired of looking at, even after all these years.

He spied Justin as soon as he entered. But the young paleontologist wasn’t alone. There was another man sitting at the table with him, nursing a cup of coffee and speaking animatedly, his hands and arms gesturing. The guy was about Justin’s age, Henry guessed, with shaggy black hair not as long as Justin’s, and a neatly trimmed beard. The two men appeared to know each other. Just Henry’s first casual observation.

Justin stopped talking, glanced up at Henry, and greeted him. “Hi Chief. I already ordered you coffee. It should be here in a minute. We’ve already eaten. Sorry, I couldn’t wait. You know me and food. If I don’t eat every few hours my mind freezes up and I can’t think.” He grinned as his eyes went to the man beside him. “I want you to meet an old friend of mine, since childhood really, Steven James. We go way back. Fifteen years at least. He plays here at the lodge on weekends sometimes. He’s a musician/songwriter and in my humble opinion a truly gifted one.” Justin’s smile was genuine as he looked at his friend and then back to Henry. “I’ve been his biggest fan for years. I guess you could call me a Steven James’ groupie. Sometimes Laura and I even travel to his other gigs, some out of state, to hear him. We both love his voice and his amazing guitar playing. He’s the best I know.”

Henry plunked down in a chair across from them, reached out and shook the other man’s hand. “Nice to meet you, Steven James. Musician extraordinaire.”

“Good to meet you, too, Chief Park Ranger. Justin’s told me so much about you and about all your adventures together.” The young man’s handshake was firm. His gaze direct. First impression Henry thought, here’s a man who knows what he wants, who he is and likes himself. Self-sufficient. Henry could always tell.

“I hope all good stuff?” Henry’s expression was amiable.

“Every bit of it. Justin thinks the world of you and your wife, Ann.”

The musician paused, and leveled his eyes at Henry. “I hope you don’t mind me barging in on your breakfast meeting? I sang this weekend at the lounge here–scheduled for next weekend, too–and for some reason decided to stay over another night. Got up early to see the stunning sunrise over the lake. It’s such a spectacular sight from here.” His eyes shifted to the vista on the other side of the windows and then returned to Justin. “And I just happened, luckily, to bump into Justin. So serendipitous. I had no idea he was going to be here. What a nice accident.”

“It’s a small world, Mr. James. The older I get the more I know it. Coincidences abound.”

“Call me Steven.”

“All right. You know I hate to be the bearer of bad news but since you mentioned you’re supposed to perform here again next weekend, I should tell you. The park’s closing indefinitely beginning immediately. We have an emergency. I’m sorry but you probably won’t be singing here next week. The lodge, with the rest of the park, will be closed.”

Disappointment flashed in the man’s eyes. “That’s too bad. But I can understand why, under the circumstances I mean, you have to shut the park.” His regret had been swiftly replaced with a curious eagerness Henry couldn’t misconstrue and he was pretty sure he knew what the two young men had been discussing when he’d first approached the table. Henry recognized that look. Dinosaur madness.

“Ah, so Justin told you about our little water outing we’re going on today, did he? About the rare creatures in the lake we’re looking for?” Henry sighed. Well, here it comes, he thought.

“Yes,” Steven confessed. His eyes were shining brighter now. His long fingers made a graceful arc in the air as if to introduce his next words. “And I was hoping–”

Henry’s coffee arrived, cutting the man off in mid-sentence. One of the younger waitresses, a college girl, named Delores, just there for the summer, placed the cup in front of him. “You know what you want, Chief Ranger?” she requested, ready with her order pad; not realizing she’d interrupted a conversation.

“The usual. Three eggs, over easy, three pieces of toast and burnt bacon. About another five cups of coffee whenever you see my cup is empty.”

“It’ll be right out. And I’ll keep the coffee coming like an endless faucet.” The waitress scribbled on her tablet, amusement on her face, and scurried away.

Henry’s attention went back to the musician, waiting for the man to finish what he’d begun.

Instead it was Justin who spoke up. “I told Steven he could come along with us on the boat today on our little...voyage. Boating is second nature to him. We’ve been on many a boat ride together and he can handle himself like a pro. And he’s a true dinosaur fanatic and has been following our exploits here in the park for years. He’s grilled me endlessly for every detail of every dinosaur odyssey we’ve ever been on.”
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