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    This is dedicated to my mom. Her green thumb and love for things that grow inspired me to wander around exploring in wonder.

      

    


Prologue:

In the late 80's, my family had moved to the boonies of the boonies, way out in the middle of nowhere, in the deep valleys of Kentucky.  We lived here then lived there, eventually, the spring of 93, we moved out to this old ridge top cabin, one of the last remains to this old town that no longer existed out on that ridgeline, surrounded by thousands and thousands of acres of meat and dairy farms where they packed tobacco fields in every valley they could.  We grew up with all the country basics, dogs, cats, gardens, chores, chickens, tickling and laughing, wrestling and running.  Way out there where childrens laughter in the air is now extinct.  We lived where just a valley or so over in a certain direction, began this area the locals called "The Forests of No Return" aka, "No Mans Land".  

"The Forests of No Return," which was a series of these valleys where nobody went, they stayed out.  Nobody hunted or hiked, they were filled with lore and superstitions, fear and demons, the displaced and unwanted.  The animals were pure wild, it was infested with generations and generations of the lost and abandoned, forgotten and exiled.  See the locals just stayed out of that area, they didn't hunt in them woods, they didn't walk, hike, bike, there was no shortcut through, nobody went in for firewood, nobody went in there for nothing.  It had been that way for generations, so there was a huge area of these woods that existed the same way it did for thousands and thousands of years.  No tree cut, no gun fired, no road, no path, deep and dark, twisted and ancient, just pure wild.

When we first moved there the land lord forbade us from even leaving the fenced in area ontop that ridge that surrounded that house.  He gave our family about five or six acres to live on and said, "stay in this area".  He didn't give anyone permission to cross a fence until the end of that first summer there, he had worked my brother and I out there on that cattle farm, showing my brother how to run the tractor to feed the cattle and he had me dig and set hand cut cedar fence post, then stretch three strands of barbed wire, nail it with u-nails, and move on to the next.  Hand dug, shovel and digging iron, callused hands and blisters, sweat and blood.  He took me deep up into those woods, said I "was a good hard worker", and he could see my fascination with the age of them woods.  After working us that summer, he had given our parents permission for us to wonder through the woods around the house, but he said "don't go past the graveyard".

Well, you can't tell a young kid to wander around, but don't go past where it gets all dark and spooky.  So once I would get out of sight of the house, I would just take off in whatever direction I wanted.  Some days I would head out east from the house, hit the valley, use it to circle all the way around to the northern side of the house, then run up that valley till I could hit that creek that would bring me all the way back down, about two miles west of the house.  Eventually leading me to explore that entire 3800 acres plus most of the neighboring land. That being said, this will be about one of my dumbest yet bravest events of my teenage years.  However, there is several environmental points that need mentioning.
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Chapter 1:  The Perfect Storm
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A small note on these wild dogs out here in No Mans Land.  See, I say wild dogs because them weren't just "coyote", not since the late 1800's when they started changing peoples lives out in them valleys.  There were already Coydogs through them hills pretty thick, they had developed into these large German Shepard-Labrador-coyote mix some might mistake for a timber wolf, they were all over the place.  Then, with the 80s and 90s constant attacks on the country way of life, pulling kids and families to "the civilized world", you had all the bankruptcies and foreclosures and people abandoning their pets, and bringing them out from the city and dropping them off out here.  The wild dogs seemed to match whatever movie trend was popular at that time.  The golden and brown labradors, from the seventies, with all the German Shepards and Rottweilers of the late eighties, then all the Saint Bernards and Huskies of the early 90s.  These city folk would want these animals because of some movie, then it would grow up, get big, need fixed and then not want to deal with it, so they would drive that hour out of town and drop them off out in that part of the county.  This is what led to a constantly evolving, hybrid jungle of dogs you would never see in public.  Sometime in the early 90's, they released red wolves through them woods, they may have tracked the wolves, but they didn't track who they mated with.  By 92 there started popping up these larger wolf looking dogs with this dark mahogany and black fur area on their backs and necks, the first one anyone seen was as roadkill, then they were everywhere.  They started showing up and mixing in there with all of them other wild dog breeds, introducing "pack blood" into their genetics, then they started "packing up" and becoming segregated by larger breeds.  So, when those Saint Bernards started getting introduced, them wild dogs started getting really big, really quick.
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