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The horror started without warning.


Adam Freeman and his friends were not far from home when they were attacked, just a half mile north of Spooksville, in an area where they seldom went. The woods they had hiked through to get there were not nearly so thick as the others around Spooksville. Resting on top of a hill, they saw nothing but rocks, desolate valleys, and a few bushes. Sally Wilcox, who had led them to the spot, said it looked like the far side of the moon.


“I bet they used to do nuclear testing here,” she said as they continued climbing to the top of a rocky bluff that gave them a view of the ocean and Spooksville itself. “That’s why not much grows here.”


“That’s ridiculous,” Cindy Makey replied, brushing her long blond hair back from her cute face. “The government only performs nuclear tests in Nevada.”


Sally stared hard at her with brown eyes that matched her brown hair. “I wasn’t talking about the U.S. government,” she said. “Remember Spooksville used to be part of ancient Lemuria, which went under the Pacific Ocean more than twenty thousand years ago. New Agers believe the Lemurian culture was peaceful, but I know for a fact that they built just as many bombs as we have today.”


“Like you would know,” Cindy snapped.


“Bum does say that Lemuria really existed,” Watch said tactfully. Watch was known for always wearing four watches and having no last name.


“I hate to disagree with Bum,” Adam Freeman said, catching his breath and wiping the sweat from his face. Adam was the shortest one in the group, and very conscious of the fact. Yet he was also the group’s leader. “But how come there isn’t more evidence of Lemuria and Atlantis still lying around?”


“You heard what Bum said,” Watch replied. “When the two lands warred, they completely wiped each other out. But Bum says that Lemuria and Atlantis were descendants of even more ancient cultures. I believe him. I think our history books are very limited in their scope.”


“But do you really think this place used to be radioactive?” Cindy asked, uneasily glancing around. “If that’s true, we shouldn’t be here.”


“Why?” Sally asked with a snigger. “Are you afraid you might mutate into a plain-looking girl?”


“It looks like that happened to you already,” Cindy replied.


Watch raised his hand before the two girls could get going. “If there was radiation here,” he said, “there would be no plant life at all. I don’t think we have to worry about it.”


Adam cocked his head to one side. “What’s that funny sound?”


“I don’t hear anything,” Sally said before pausing to listen closely. Then a puzzled expression crossed her face. “It sounds like wind blowing through a narrow valley.”


Watch shook his head, as he also listened. “It sounds like a distant heartbeat to me.” He scanned the area with his thick glasses. “But I don’t see anything that could be making the sound. Do you guys?”


Cindy pointed. “What about that bird way over there?”


The brown bird to which Cindy was pointing seemed to be flying over a mountain range far beyond Spooksville. This puzzled Adam who didn’t understand how they could even see something as small as a bird at such a distance. The sharp peaks over which the bird swept were at least three miles away. Also, it was kind of a funny-looking bird, with a long pointed head and an especially wide wingspan. He shook his head as he stared at the creature.


“That can’t be a bird,” he said.


“Of course it’s a bird,” Sally said impatiently. “What else could it be? A plane?”


Watch—who didn’t see very well even wearing his glasses—stared at the strange creature. “I think Adam is right,” he said after a long pause. “That’s much too big to be a bird.”


Sally shielded her eyes from the glare of the sun. “How can you tell how big it is?” she asked. “It’s so far away.”


“That’s our point,” Adam said. “We shouldn’t be able to see it from here.”


The brown bird appeared to see them.


It turned in their direction. The peculiar sound grew louder.


“Whatever it is, it’s definitely making the sound,” Watch said. “And look how fast it’s coming. Now it’s twice as big as it was a minute ago.”


Sally was getting worried. “No bird can fly that fast.”


“So it can’t be a bird,” Cindy insisted.


Adam began to back up. “Let’s argue about what it is later. Right now it’s coming our way at high speed and it’s big. I think we should take cover.”


Sally slowly nodded. “It might be hungry.”


Cindy giggled uneasily. “We’re going to feel stupid running from a bird.”


Watch had also begun to back up. “I would rather feel stupid than dead.” He paused and squinted. The bird—or whatever it was—let out a screeching cry. It pulled in its wings and seemed to go into free fall, plunging toward them like a missile. Even Watch, who seldom showed any sign of fear, stammered as he spoke next. “That looks like a pterodactyl.”


“What’s that?” Cindy asked.


Sally gasped. “A dinosaur!”


Watch shook his head. “It’s not technically a dinosaur. But it lived at the time of dinosaurs, and was just as deadly.”


“But that’s impossible!” Cindy cried.


“Nothing is impossible in this town!” Adam yelled. He grabbed Cindy by the arm and began to pull her backward. “Let’s get out of here. Now!”


They half-ran and half-slid down the bluff into a narrow valley. But then they became terribly confused. They each began to run in a separate direction, having no idea where to go. Adam stopped them.


“We have to find a cave!” he yelled.


“We passed one a few minutes ago,” Sally cried, stopping, pointing. “It was back that way!”


Watch pointed in the opposite direction. “I thought it was that way. But we’ll never make it that far. We have to find something closer.”


They searched the area anxiously.


The pterodactyl screeched again. Now its leathery wings were clearly visible, as well as its huge mouth. The monster seemed to be coming at them at a hundred miles an hour. It would be on them in seconds. Already the creature was flexing its sharp claws. Adam knew they had to get out of the open.


“If we can find a rock overhang,” Adam said, “it could stop the pterodactyl from swooping in and snatching one of us.”


“No!” Sally protested. “We need a cave to be safe!”


Watch grabbed her arm this time. “Adam is right! We’ll never make it back to that cave! There’s an overhang! Let’s go to it!”


They took off for the far end of the narrow valley, which dead-ended at a wall with a sharp overhang that jutted twenty feet out from it. Unfortunately, the overhang would be at least twenty feet over their heads. So it afforded little protection. As a group they pressed themselves against the limestone wall.


“I wish I had a hand laser,” Watch said, staring up at the approaching monster.


“A strong stick might help,” Adam said, spying one halfway up the side of the stone wall. He pointed. “I’ll try for it.”


The pterodactyl screeched a third time.


It was maybe five seconds away.


Sally grabbed Adam’s arm and pulled him back against the wall. “Stay here, you nut!” she cried. “It’ll kill you!”


Adam shook her off. “It will kill us all if we don’t frighten it away.” Glancing up at the pterodactyl once, he braced himself and then leapt toward the stick. The monster bird had incredible control of its seemingly wild plunge. It immediately veered toward Adam, who was just putting his hand on the stick. Suddenly the pterodactyl extended its massive wingspan, which was at least twenty feet across, to slow itself enough to grab Adam. Even so it was still traveling at high speed, and that may have been what saved Adam.


The creature tried to grab him but missed.


Sort of. The claw scraped Adam’s right shoulder.


Adam felt a wave of searing pain.


Blood stained his shirt.


“Adam!” the others screamed.


The pterodactyl was making another pass at him. This time Adam could smell it—like a cloud of rotting vegetation—blowing over him. The creature was not coming so fast this time, but rather, seemed to be plotting its moves. Adam could see the hungry intelligence in its huge black and red eyes. Red saliva dripped from its mouth, and Adam wondered what it had eaten last, if it had been human.


“Get back here!” Watch yelled.


Yet even though Adam was in pain and bleeding, he still wanted the stick. He understood that they needed it in order to beat back the pterodactyl to reach real shelter. The overhang would not discourage the creature for long. It could always land, and peck at them with its long beak.


“Coming!” Adam shouted as he grabbed the stick. His wound was serious. Blood dripped on the ground in front of him as he bent over. But with the long hard stick in his hand he felt a wave of confidence. The pterodactyl wasn’t going to scratch him again!


Too bad the monster didn’t share his conviction.


The pterodactyl swept in again, its wide wings stirring up eye-stinging dust. In spite of its great size, the creature was remarkably agile. It must have been smart as well, because seeing Adam’s stick, it went for that first. With one swipe of the monster’s claws, Adam almost had his hard-won weapon ripped from his hand. Quickly Adam adjusted his strategy. He started swinging the stick frantically, rather than hoping to land one solid blow.


“Take that, you overgrown chicken!” he shouted as he struck at the pterodactyl. By chance, one blow caught the flying reptile on the top of the head and the thing let out a bloodcurdling scream.


“Kill it!” Cindy yelled from beneath the overhang.


“The pterodactyl probably thinks you’re talking to him!” Sally shouted at him. “Get over here, Adam! Quit being such a hero!”


“You guys get to the cave!” he shouted back. “I’ll keep it busy!”


“We’re not leaving you!” Sally hollered. She turned to Watch and asked, “Should we leave him?”


Watch hesitated. “I hate to, but maybe we should. It could come after us any second, and we have only one stick.”


“I’m not going to leave Adam,” Cindy said firmly.


Just then the pterodactyl made another grab for Adam. He saw it coming, but it didn’t help much. This time the birdlike creature used its wings as well as its claws. Adam was knocked to the ground and for a moment lost his grip on the stick. The pterodactyl was indeed smart and immediately went for the stick. It was only Watch’s quick thinking that prevented them from losing then-only weapon. Watch grabbed the stick before the pterodactyl could, and swung at the creature’s legs, making contact. Again the pterodactyl screamed and flapped higher above them. Watch helped Adam up.


“I think I hurt it,” Watch said. “Now’s the time to make a run for it.”


Adam nodded. “I’m game!”


They raced toward the cave they had spotted. The monster seemed prepared to let them go. It flew high into the air and appeared to search around for an easier meal. But none of them let it out of their sight. Indeed, they all had trouble running because they kept looking over their shoulders. Watch continued to hold on to the stick.
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