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—Thomas Mann, The Magic Mountain
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Foreword

I grew up wanting to be a writer. From an early age, I loved to read and was a pretty fair storyteller.

In sixth grade I wrote a short story about a Native American family haunted by evil spirits. The narrator was a great chief. Mr. Roy, my teacher, thought it was good enough to read in front of the class. I was not very high up on the food chain of popularity as a quiet, thoughtful kid who was a flop at team sports. But my story held my classmates spellbound. The twist at the end was that the great chief was dead—and speaking from the Next World. When I finished reading and looked up, the room had gone silent, the kids staring at me, eyes agog. One of the popular jocks started to snicker. Then a cascade of applause drowned him out. For a few precious moments I had their attention and respect. And that was enough.

At age fourteen I read an article in National Geographic about Sable Island, a desert isle 200 miles east of Halifax, Nova Scotia, Canada. Known as the “Graveyard of the Atlantic,” over 350 shipwrecks lie just off its sandy shores, dating back to the sixteenth century. I fell instantly in love with Sable and asked my parents if I could go as long as I found a way to get there. They said sure, never thinking that I would actually pull it off. I wrote the Department of Transport, Canada’s version of the Coast Guard, saying that I was a young journalist, and received permission to go. The waters surrounding Sable are too dangerous for ships to land there. I contacted Bill Chester, a friend of the family who regularly flew his twin-engine Piper Apache to Nova Scotia on business, and he loved my pitch. I asked my closest friends, one at a time, if they wanted to go with me. But when their parents heard that there was no airstrip and we would be landing on the beach, they all retorted Absolutely not! A camp counselor finally agreed to accompany me. We had an amazing trip. After a few narrow escapes, we flew back home. National Geographic published the article I wrote about the trip—my first published piece.

My first novel, Flashpoint, told the story of a longshoreman who tries to prevent a supertanker from bringing liquefied natural gas into New York Harbor—the heat-energy equivalent of 36 Hiroshima-sized atomic bombs. In the book’s denouement, the supertanker explodes and poof!--there goes New York City. I had just moved to Los Angeles and submitted the manuscript to the West Coast representative of a major press. He liked it enough to suggest rewrites. I made them but he still didn’t feel the book was ready to submit. So, I made more changes. Back and forth we went more times than I can count. I finally stashed the manuscript in my garage where it is still gathering dust.

My interest in the horror genre was piqued after watching Rosemary’s Baby and The Exorcist. I read and reread both books on which the movies were based.

The late Peter Straub had been my favorite English teacher in high school back in Milwaukee. When I read his novel Ghost Story, a bestseller in 1979, it blew my mind. It’s still my favorite novel by my former mentor. By this time, I had read and dissected Stephen King’s Carrie, The Shining, and The Stand.  I dug the dark realms of the psyche in Rimbaud and Baudelaire’s poetry. Ditto in Lucian Freud and Egon Schiele’s twisty paintings. Not to mention Lou Reed’s transgressive lyrics in songs like “Heroin” and “Walk on the Wild Side,”

What I liked most about Ghost Story was Straub’s masterly use of psychological horror. All the main characters are forced to face their darkest secrets and reckon with them. Setting them either on the path of self-understanding or on the path of destruction. Straub's central theme is that you have to face up to your past to make it through the present and succeed in life beyond it.

My second novel, The Stalker, was published in 1984 by Zebra Books as a mass-market paperback and sold briskly. It is a psychological ghost story that takes place in a haunted seed factory based on my family’s former seed-processing plant in Milwaukee. It is available in a new edition from Crossroad Press.

In formulating my ideas of what I wanted to convey in The Wilds (first published by Dell Books as a mass-market paperback in 1989), I read and reread Henry James’ novella The Turn of the Screw. I loved its blurred boundary between the psychological and the supernatural, now known as “Jamesian Duality.” The reader is unsure whether there really are ghosts—or if they are just constructs in the deranged mind of the protagonist. 

You’ll have to read further to see how that duality plays out in The Wilds.

My inspiration for this book came collectively from William Golding’s Lord of the Flies, James Dickey’s Deliverance, and Stephen King’s short story The Body by Stephen King (better known as the film adaptation Stand by Me).

David Niall Wilson of Crossroad Press is a great guy, and I thank him and his staff for loving The Wilds and bringing it back to life in this new edition.

Julia Claire Teweles


1

Gordon

Gordon Hollos turned off the interstate and started up a steep, mean road into the Sierra Nevada. His hands tightened on the wheel, knuckles cracking. The car, the road, the mountains—everything felt wrong.

It was nearly twilight when he turned onto a dirt track, crossed an alpine meadow, and parked at the gate to the abandoned mining camp. A dilapidated signpost, mounted on a pair of old railroad ties, read WOLF GULCH MINING CO. The gold rush-era mine had gone bankrupt during the Depression, giving way to the summer camp that now bore its name.

Gordon checked his watch. The new camp director wasn’t expecting him for another half hour. Tomorrow was opening day; these were the last few moments he would have to himself for the rest of the summer.

He locked the car, jumped a fence, and followed a footpath that mounted the crest of a bare, windswept ridge. Sierra grass grew thick and high around a collection of silver-gray wooden sheds. This part of Wolf Gulch was not in use and had probably not changed much since the mine had opened. Only the caretaker’s cabin sported a new coat of paint and a strand of telephone wire. Ted Lisecki, an amicable old geezer, lived in the shack winter and summer.

“Hey, Ted,” Gordon shouted. “It’s me, Gordon Hollos. I’m back.”

No one answered. The cabin door was bolted. Ted must be down in camp, Gordon decided.

As he moved around the cabin, a large dog—a Doberman—suddenly blocked his way. It lunged to the end of its tether, bristling and barking in a territorial frenzy. The dog’s eyes were as shiny and fathomless as black marbles, almost primordial.

“Get lost,” Gordon hissed, angry at having been frightened.

He sidestepped the animal and walked to the end of the path, where a promontory overlooked Wolf Gulch’s brood of weather-beaten cabins.

Jesus Christ, I’m really back—what am I doing back?

His stomach clutched and he felt a panicky rush, as if he were hanging over the crest of some nightmare rollercoaster mountain, about to make the plunge.

No, no, this is all wrong—I can’t be here.

Below, he could see two counselors in the cabin clearing, airing out the tents for the upcoming Wolf Gulch Ordeal, the first overnight hike. Gordon knew that the Ordeal was an annual tradition intended to test the campers’ mettle and get them into shape for longer treks. On this hike, the counselors would take a coed group up into The Wilds, a national forest preserve in the nearby mountains.

The Wilds.

Gordon’s eyes rose almost against his will to the jagged hulk of the Sierra Nevada.

In the last rays of sundown, he picked out several familiar summits, snow-dusted even in June. The granite crags, roseate and fiercely beautiful, appeared deceptively close. Every rift and headwall, even the stunted Jeffrey pines, struggling for purchase, jutted out with preternatural clarity. A patch of glare-ice winked at him in ominous greeting from a razor peak. Gordon felt his skin crawl.

In The Wilds he sensed that man was at the mercy of tremendous forces poised just beyond the reach of his senses. Meandering trails crisscrossed and forked into innumerable phantom tracks to deceive him. Could an entire wilderness be haunted? Gordon wondered. The Wilds was the most desolate high country left in California: a fourteen-thousand-foot barrier rim that sealed off the world; an unrelenting mountainscape where peak followed peak in endless succession. This was savage, brutal country. Pity the unprepared camper who lost his way and ran short of supplies.

Like the Donner Party, Gordon thought, and massaged the throbbing pressure point between his eyes.

In 1846, eighty-seven California-bound men, women, and children had attempted to cross the Sierras too late in the season. Their wagon train was snowbound over the winter at seven thousand feet. In desperation, the pioneers were forced to eat twigs, mice, their shoes. Finally they consumed the flesh of those who had already perished, the bodies preserved by the snow. A few scouts were sent ahead to the Sacramento Valley for help. When the relief party arrived, weeks later, less than half of the Donner Party had survived, subsisting in sooty shelters buried deep under the drifts. Human bones—many from children—littered the snow. The authorities questioned whether those who perished had died from exposure or been killed for their flesh.

Gordon stared at the mountains until white spots danced before his eyes.

Nothing had changed in a year. Nothing.

He felt one of his demon headaches coming on. Freight train headaches, he had called them as a boy, the pressure mounting like steam trapped inside his skull whenever he felt anxious.

It had taken Gordon all year to recover from the death of a camper on a hike in The Wilds at the end of last summer. His hands hardly trembled anymore, and he rarely had to resort to his Valium. The nightmare of finding Cal Wolcroft crumpled on the rocks had ceased invading his sleep. Now sleep was his only refuge.

The camp director had been leading the hikers when he suddenly realized that Wolcroft, the youngest camper, had disappeared. The boy could have lost his way, fallen, broken a leg. Alarmed, the director had sent Gordon back downhill to find him. After a long search he located Wolcroft curled up on a boulder-strewn ledge, his arms wrapped protectively around his belly. A rill of bloody saliva streaked the boy’s jawline.

With trembling hands, Gordon turned him over on his back. Cal seemed unusually heavy. Dead weight, Gordon thought with a shiver. Don’t they say a dead body weighs more than a living one? He pried away Cal’s small pale arms, still crisscrossed over his stomach. Intestines, gray and steaming, spilled out of Cal’s jacket. The mauled abdomen was riddled with teeth marks.

My God! Only a wild animal could have done this.

Gordon felt an involuntary squeeze in his belly. Fighting back nausea, he fled blindly down the mountainside, unable to accept what he had seen. Finally, out of breath, he slowed and turned back uphill. He couldn’t leave Cal’s body.

Gordon forced himself to think. What kind of animal had attacked Cal? A wolf? There had been no wolves in the Sierras since the turn of the century. The teeth marks were too small for a mountain lion. A bear would have stayed to protect its kill.

Those could not have been human teeth marks.

A chilly gust of wind made Gordon shudder, startling him out of his thoughts. He looked up and suddenly remembered the time. The new camp director, Jerry Dugan, was expecting him. Dugan’s predecessor had resigned after Wolcroft’s death. Wolf Gulch’s owners had decided it was just a freak incident, a one-time calamity. And so there had been no cancellation of this year’s Ordeal. It was, after all, an annual tradition.

Gordon trudged back toward his car. Returning to Wolf Gulch was the hardest thing he had ever done. But everything would go right this year; he would make goddamned sure of it. He had learned to climb and had trained himself in mountain survival techniques. He was tougher now, prepared for anything. There would be no more disasters.

A sudden movement of air made Gordon’s head whirl around.

The dog, he remembered, too late, as the animal struck him full force in the ribs, hurling him to the dirt. Its clicking jaws snapped shut on his calf. Where the devil was Ted? Gordon kicked and struggled but could not break free. The teeth were hot points of pain, working their way through the denim of his jeans. He faked a dodge, throwing the dog off balance, and heaved himself beyond the reach of the tether.

An old mining pick lay against the side of Ted’s cabin. Before Gordon knew it, the heavy maple shank was in his hands. He felt a wave of righteous energy as he turned back to the snarling animal.

That’s right, do it. Great way to start off the season, Gordon.

He dropped the pick, ashamed of himself, and examined his wound. Christ, the bite didn’t even break the skin. He had overreacted. The sound of a faraway freight train began to rumble in the back of Gordon’s brain, making his teeth chatter.

He hadn’t really wanted to use the mining pick on the dog, to chop open its underbelly. He didn’t want to watch its innards spill out.

He’d never meant any harm to anyone.
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Del

Del Albright led a hunting party into the dark tangled pine forest surrounding Wolf Gulch. The boys were armed with hatchets, knives, and an assortment of makeshift weapons. They would stalk a rabbit or a squirrel to test their prowess as trackers.

Del glanced over his shoulder. These guys would follow me anywhere, he thought proudly. In the junglelike heat they had doffed their shirts, and Del admired the angry red slashes the brambles had inflicted on their arms and backs. Now the boys looked like real hunters.

A bold squawk from overhead startled Del. Something blue dive-bombed him and swooped ahead into the bushes.

“Scrub jay!” shouted Steve Haines, a gaunt, almost skeletal kid.

Del heard a whistling sound. Haines’s firewood hatchet flew past his ear and slammed into a conifer with a resounding whish-shunk.

Del whirled around. “Hey! Don’t ever throw your hatchet when there’s a guy in front of you.”

“Nice going, Haines,” Miles Brummel said. He was a stocky thirteen-year-old with a fat neck and a flattop.

“I just wanted to see if it would stick in the tree,” Haines admitted, blushing.

Del rolled his eyes. “When are you going to learn to think before you act, Haines? I swear.”

A stranger might have taken him for a father rebuking his errant son. Del knew he did not look much like a teenager. “An overgrown weed,” he liked to call himself. With his height—six-foot-four—his powerful physique, and his summer mustache, he could have passed for twenty-five. Del enjoyed the authority his size automatically bestowed on him. On the first day of camp, everyone had thought he was a counselor. Some of the little kids probably still did.

He heard gravel churning in the distance and cocked his head. “Car coming in.”

“Probably the new kid,” Haines commented. “How come he’s late, anyway?”

“So what if he’s late,” Del said.

“He’s probably some poor slob who can’t get his act together,” Miles muttered.

“I’m sure he’s perfectly okay.” Del gave him a hard look. “Don’t get any ideas, Miles.”

Del led them jogging to the dirt road in time to watch a station wagon approaching. A tense man in a business suit was hunched over the steering wheel. Next to him sat a lean, defiant boy wearing a leather cap. He had slicked-back hair and sharp hawklike features. The kid gave Del a hard glance before the wagon accelerated around a bend into camp.

A brindle-colored rabbit suddenly skittered across the road and bounded into the brush.

“Rabbit!” Haines cried, darting after it.

Curious about the new boy, Del left the others and cut back through the woods. As he neared the parking lot, he overheard voices and hunched down, peering through the foliage.

Mr. Dugan, the camp director, was conversing with the new kid’s father. The boy was gone, probably taking his gear to his cabin. Del could only make out bits and pieces of the conversation.

“Then what is wrong with Kyle, Mr. Cody?” Mr. Dugan asked. The camp director was a jovial prep school principal with cotton candy hair and rheumy blue eyes that always looked distracted.

“Terrible tragedy,” Mr. Cody said, shaking his head. He began angrily chiseling bird droppings off his station wagon with a piece of bark. “… His older brother, Marshall,” he continued. “You know, disturbed. He drowned in …”

Del strained forward with rapt attention, trying to catch every word. Taking a risk, he inched a few paces into the cabin clearing.

“… Kyle feels responsible. He never got over the accident. But the time has come for him to get past it. That’s why we’re here.”

“Yes, well, it certainly must have been traumatic for him,” Mr. Dugan said.

“I expect the best from Kyle—top performance—and I want him to have the best. But not the easy way.” Mr. Cody eyed the upthrust Sierra rim appraisingly. “Your brochure says you have a wilderness survival program. Something to separate the strong from the weak.”

Mr. Dugan nodded, producing a broad P.R. smile. “You bet we do. To start off with is the Wolf Gulch Ordeal. It’s a rather challenging overnight hike that instills a sense of self-reliance in the campers, a respect for Mother Nature—”

“Save your sales pitch,” Mr. Cody interrupted. “I sent the kid here to have his balls busted a little. He needs a challenge. Something to bring him out of himself.”

Mr. Dugan nodded, looking slightly uneasy. “I’m sure Kyle will be happy here.”

“I don’t care if he’s happy—I want him to learn the goddamned rules,” Mr. Cody said urgently.

“Yes, of course. The rules of proper conduct.”

“No, I’m talking about the rules of the real world, Mr. Dugan. Let’s face it, for better or worse, society is success-oriented: Life is war, life is winning. Survival of the fittest. That’s the way it’s always been.”


3

Kyle

Alone, Kyle Cody dumped his duffel bag in the dank cabin, then stormed into the deep, late afternoon shadows of the conifer wood.

I hate this place.

He had no reason to speak to anyone. He did not want to sign in for chores or go to dinner. He did not want to attend campfire for announcements and folk songs. His father had forced him to come to Wolf Gulch; Kyle had never wanted it. All he wanted now was to be left alone.

Maybe I’ll just start walking and never come back. Maybe I’ll go so far they’ll never find me.

Mercifully, the trail was empty. Kyle crept noiselessly past the ancient mine shaft and outbuildings, pleased with his stealth. He could glide through the forest like an Indian scout, silent and invisible. In a graceful bound, he leapt over a small ravine. The sounds of the forest grew louder, more daring: bushes creaked, pine boughs hissed. Crickets cheeped in unison and the whole woods seemed to hum in a low, vibrating chorus of crepitations. Kyle sucked in a lungful of resiny air and nearly smiled, savoring his solitude. He imagined himself a lone forest dweller living off the land, dependent on no one: a mountain man. An owl hooted eerily and he glanced up. The stark sun-washed hulk of the Sierras caught his eye through the trees.

Kyle halted before a towering fir whose branches dipped thickly to the ground. Parting the boughs, he ducked down and crawled into the space between the ground and the fan of trunk branches. The dark tree-cave smelled of damp pine needles. Kyle sat cross-legged, instantly at ease. Back home, he had a tree sanctuary like this in the empty lot next door. It was his special, secret place for finding the solace only solitude could bring.

He leaned against the trunk and his hair stuck to the bark, fastening him to the tree. He smiled. Now he was part of that tree, part of the forest, responsible for nothing more than just existing.

A sparky squirrel darted into Kyle’s sanctuary with a pinecone in its mouth. It gave him a beady stare before scurrying under the wall of boughs. Kyle sighed and crawled wearily back into the outer world. He left the path, bushwhacking through the undergrowth to avoid a chance encounter with other campers.

Soon he heard the murmur of lapping water and emerged on the short mud beach of Lake Sequoia. It was chalky blue and scalloped by wind-driven wavelets. On the point, Wolf Gulch campers were diving off a pier and swimming to the float a hundred feet offshore.

Turning away, Kyle stumbled over a half-buried tree stump, pulling it from the mud with his foot. Spidery white bugs scuttled out of the water-filled hole. He peered into the cavity.

A drowning face gaped up at him, bloated and turning purple—a living death mask. From its open mouth belched a final rush of bubbles. The bulging eyes begged for it to be over,

Kyle jerked away, shaken. He looked into the hole again and saw his own face, a harmless reflection distorted in the sinkhole. But the image had resembled another face much like his own—a face he did not want to see. Trembling, Kyle wiped sweatbeads from his brow and snatched another look into the cavity.

A massive visage grinned up from behind his reflection. He recoiled with a gasp and wheeled around.

A tall, powerfully built figure loomed over Kyle, laughing at his fright. The man had friendly, intelligent eyes, and his nose was peeling from sunburn. “Didn’t you hear me yelling, Kyle?”

Caught off guard, Kyle shook his head. The man already knew his name; he must be a counselor.

“Name’s Del.” He grabbed Kyle’s hand and pumped it vigorously. “Your presence is cordially requested at the canoe dock.”

“What for?”

“Come on, the guys are waiting for us. Let’s haul ass.”

Kyle reluctantly complied; he couldn’t blatantly disobey a counselor. They plodded up the beach, mud sucking at their sneakers.

Two boys were waiting for them on a dock where the canoes were moored. They scrutinized Kyle with curious invading eyes. He felt himself tense up. He did not want to be here.

“What is this?” Kyle said. “I don’t need a canoe lesson.”

“We’re going to canoe-joust,” Del announced with a grand gesture, as though it were an Olympic sporting event.

“Are you a counselor?” Kyle demanded.

Del shook his head with a grin.

“How old are you?”

“Fifteen,” Del admitted proudly. “Did that fake you out?”

“Fifteen? Shit.” Kyle felt a wave of anger. They were the same age. He’d been duped.

Del introduced him to the other two campers, Miles Brummel and Steve Haines. Del might have been only fifteen but he wielded the commanding presence of an adult.

“How come you’re late?” Miles inquired with a probing, sideways glance, as though lateness were a crime. This kind of boxed-in situation was exactly why Kyle had wanted to be left alone.

“My dad wanted me at Outward Bound,” Kyle explained in a stiff tone. “He applied too late. I couldn’t get in. Wolf Gulch still had room.”

“I’ll bet it did,” Miles said with a snort. “Outward Bound’s for pukes.”

“Hey, I didn’t ask to go anywhere.”

“You’re not a puke, are you, Kyle?” Miles taunted.

“Eat shit,” Kyle mumbled, glaring at the whitewashed boards of the dock.

“Okay, the rules are simple,” Del said briskly. He pointed at two curtain rods lying on the dock, a boxing glove bound to each end with duct tape. “Each jouster tries to knock the other out of his canoe. Lose your canoe and you lose the game.”

Kyle was handed an oar and assigned to the stern of Del’s canoe. He hesitated, though he seemed to have no choice in the matter. You don’t back down from challenges, son, Dad would say. It was too late to back down now anyway. Kyle paddled with Del into deep water, ruminating over the tense father-and-son canoe trips Dad had insisted they take together every year.

He caught Del staring at him. “Don’t let Miles get to you,” Del said.

“I’m not.”

“His parents are jet-setters. They dump him at a new camp every summer while they fly off to some cushy vacation.”

“Why a new camp every summer?”

Del laughed. “No place’ll ever take him back.”

The contest began amid much splashing and shouting, the enemy canoe bearing down on them at a fast clip. Bare-chested and glistening with spray, Del made ferocious war-whoops from the prow, brandishing his curtain rod, feet braced inside the gunwales. Kyle likened him to Conan the Barbarian: huge and invincible, demanding respect.

Kyle grimly guided their canoe in a series of whippy, unpredictable turns and deceptive dodges, neatly outwitting the enemy. A risky collision-course attack finally forced Miles and Haines to veer off sharply. Their canoe capsized, dumping them into the drink.

“All right?’ Del cheered. “You did it, you old bandit.”

“I told you I didn’t need canoe lessons.”
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“Come on, this calls for a celebration,” Del insisted after they returned the canoes to the dock and he sent Miles and Haines back to camp. He produced a smuggled bottle of blackberry brandy from his day pack and leapt onto the boathouse roof. Kyle joined him reluctantly. Del raised the flask in an effusive toast.

“To the winning team. We really showed them, didn’t we?”

Kyle shrugged and took a long swig. The sweet syrupy liquid burned all the way to his belly.

Del gazed up at the mountains like a grandee admiring his domain. “So what do you think?” he asked. “Is this just fucking incredible or what?”

“I guess.”

“Wouldn’t it be a gas to be way up there?” Del pointed up at the Sierras. “Just you and me against the elements!”

Kyle pondered this, recalling his own fantasy of living off the land. Del would make one hell of a mountain man: dependable, solid, confident. In a crisis, Del could probably pull them through anything.

“So what about it, bro?” Del gave him a playful punch on the arm. “Are we friends now or what?”

Kyle hesitated. No one had ever asked him for friendship so bluntly before. Finally, he nodded.

Del raised the bottle. “To comrades-in-arms, then. Blood brothers.”

Blood brothers.

Kyle froze. His throat closed off. His mouth went dry and cottony.

The drowning face—the hands holding it down—the underwater scream.

His heart beat so fast he thought it would jackhammer its way out of his chest.

“Blood brothers,” he finally managed to croak.
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Gordon

Gordon sat alone in the campfire circle, watching the sun settle behind the Sierra crest. The campers and other counselors were at dinner, but Gordon had no appetite. Tomorrow was the first day of the Wolf Gulch Ordeal.

A hush fell over the glen, save for the hiss of the wind through the pines and the chittering of a roosting rock wren. After a week of hollering campers and yappy counselors, Gordon took comfort in the absence of human sound. He drew in deep lungfuls of the night air perfumed by the scent of pine needles. The twilight chill registered as he exhaled.

Night fell swiftly. Gordon put a match to the kindling and pitchwood he had laid in tepee fashion. He stared at the spreading flame with satisfaction. It was a pity that fire-building had become a lost art in today’s era of charcoal briquets and starter fluid.

Within minutes the bonfire crackled effortlessly. But the leaping flames did little to ward off the pervading gloom of the woods. To Gordon, The Wilds radiated a certain malevolence in the eerie moonglow—a nearly palpable force.

Perfect night for a scary story, Gordon mused, waxing macabre. He needed something to keep the kids from straggling tomorrow. How about Cal Wolcroft? No, the thought made his skin crawl. The campers and most of the staff were new this year; probably only a few counselors knew about the Wolcroft incident and the mysterious, grotesque circumstances of his death. So far, no one had mentioned it.

The memory of Wolcroft’s mutilated body brought back images of the grisly traffic films Gordon had used to scare his students into defensive driving. His stint as driving instructor at the Milwaukee Day School had lasted two years. Classes four afternoons a week and summers at Wolf Gulch had paid his bills, leaving ample time for his writing. Five years earlier, Gordon had forsaken his doctoral studies in psychology to devote himself entirely to his book about lucid dreaming. But he still hadn’t been able to get a hook on those early chapters.

Lucid dreaming—the ability to become fully conscious and manipulate the outcome of the dream. If people could learn to control their dream life, Gordon believed, they could change their waking life for the better. He had been a lucid dreamer since he was seven. If a monster was chasing him, he could recognize that he was dreaming, redirect the dream, face down the ogre, and finally tame or destroy it. Lucid dreaming was a way to bridge the gap between the conscious and unconscious.
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