
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


THE BRUTE

A Western Short

––––––––

J.C. HULSEY


Copyright © 2015 by J.C. Hulsey. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

For information contact: info@jchulseybooks.com 

Cover Coloring & Design by J.C. Hulsey Books

Published by J.C. Hulsey Books

September 2020 

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1 


Gabriel Montague, a newspaper man from Philadelphia is searching for anomalies in the Appalachia Mountains to write a series of stories for his newspaper, when he comes across something or someone like he has never encountered before in all his travels.    

Somewhere in the Appalachian Mountain Range, located in the State of Tennessee. 
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I watched as the kids made fun of him.  

“Look, it's him. It's the Brute. Come on, let's chase him,” said the oldest boy.  

“Not me,” said the second boy.  

“What if he decides to chase you instead?” asked a third kid.  

“He hasn't ever done it in the past,” quipped the first boy. “Come on,” as he picked up a couple of rocks. 

The other boys followed suit and filled their hands with stones, though not as big as those of the oldest kid. 

The brute as they called him stood his ground, not the least intimidated by the young kids. 

As the boys readied their missiles, I studied the one they called the Brute.  

The man had grayish skin and black eyes. He had a bald head and on closer inspection, I noticed he had nary a hair on his entire body. He was a large man, but not in height. He was barrel chested with enormous arms and legs. Somehow all these things made him look deformed. There was one thing that made him unique. When he smiled, it seemed the whole area lit up, his teeth were perfectly shaped and shone like ivory, which he was doing now, smiling at the boys who were getting ready to bombard him with stones. 

When he noticed me observing him, the smile quickly became a frown, which caused him to look like some sort of creature from another world. I averted my eyes, yet kept stealing glancing in his direction. I had an uncanny feeling as if he was drawing me into his world. 

About then the first projectile hit its mark. It struck the Brute, as they called him, just under his left eye. He quickly grabbed the spot with his gnarled hand and uttered an unfamiliar grunt that sounded much like a wounded animal. About then a second stone and then a third and finally a progression of rocks that caused the man to turn and start moving into the underbrush. 

“Did you see that?” the older boy bragged. “I almost blinded him with the first one.” 

“What was that sound he made?” asked another kid. 

“What do you think it was?” said the first boy. “It was the sound of a Brute. Ain’t you never heard a brute before?” 

“Not ‘til today,” said one, “and it was an awful scary sound. I sure would hate to meet up with him on a dark night.” 

“Me too,” they all chimed in. 
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“Hey, you boys,” I said, in a scolding voice, as I approached them. “Why would you throw rocks at another human being?” 

“Is something wrong with your eyes, Mister? That ain’t no human being, it’s a brute.” 

“What can you tell me about the Brute, as you call him?” 

“Ain’t nothing to tell,” said the older boy. “He’s just an ugly brute that lives in the mountains. He comes to town once in a great while.” 

“Does anyone know any more about him,” I asked, “like what’s his name, where he came from, does he have a family? That kind of stuff.”  

“I figure if anyone knows it would be old man Ferguson. He’s about a hundred years old. Claims he’s lived here all his life.” 

“Where might I find this Mr. Ferguson?” I asked. 

“How come you want to know about Brian?” asked one of the boys. 

“Who’s Brian?” I asked. 

“Oh, that’s the name we gave the Brute,” the smallest boy said. 

“We figured everybody needs a name, even a Brute like him.” 
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