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Mountain Men





Deep in the mountains of Northern Pennsylvania, two men sat outside their cabin cooking some fresh fish over an open fire. These are no ordinary men; their clothes soiled, their faces unshaven, their hair long, and tangled. The brothers Sam and Bill McCoy are from Southern Georgia. Sam the older, smarter, and taller of the two, would be almost a plain looking man without the long tangled hair and beard. Bill on the other hand is as dumb as they come, but not from lack of trying. He has always been slow, he can’t help it. He follows along with his big brother and does whatever he tells him to do. Bill has a large peering forehead, brown rotted teeth, and deep, dark furrowed eyes. With his long dark straggly hair and beard, he has an almost Neanderthal look to him.
Three years ago in 1984, in a little town in Georgia, they had robbed a bank, shot and killed the guard. They got away with thirty grand cash, in assorted bills. The police were searching everywhere for them. The noose tightened, but the brothers managed to escape the area. On the run, the men headed north for the mountains and away from society. They drove part of the way, then got rid of the car, bought some supplies and headed north on foot. The journey to freedom took them into the deep mountain forests and up along the beginning of the Appalachian Trail.
Their escape took them a few long months before they reached a heavily forested area high in the mountains.  As they explored along a small clear water stream, they came upon an old abandoned hunting cabin. Lucky for them, it was late fall, and getting colder by the day. They claimed it their own and started fixing it up. During their first winter on the mountain they ran out of firewood and nearly froze to death in the drafty old cabin. The brothers live in almost total isolation and in order to survive, they had adapted and become mountain men.
Once every three or four months, Sam cleans up in the stream behind the cabin. He shaves his dirty beard, trims and combs his long hair into a ponytail. He looks fairly normal with his baseball cap and sunglasses on. The two of them go on the two and a half day hike to a small town down in the valley. The little town has a general store and a sports shop. Bill waits in the cover as Sam takes the packs into town, and fills them with supplies. No one seems to pay much attention to Sam. In fact, they are happy to have his business. He always pays in cash.
After dinner, the brothers shared some whiskey and cigars. They watched the distant sun setting below the mountains. It was clear and cool evening. Before long, the moon was beginning to make its appearance. It was dusk, that time in the summer when the day seems to linger on and on before giving in to the darkness of night.
Sam looked up at the moon, “Tonight the stars will be so bright and clear, you would think you could jump up and touch them. 
Sam looked at his brother, “You know what? We have a good life out here, except for one thing.”
Bill looked puzzled, “What, what more could we want?  We got us a warm, good cabin, cash money. The fishin and huntin is good.”
Sam smiled, “This is true my brother, but we are still missing something, and my desire is growing stronger every day!” Sam looked at his brother and shouted, “A woman, we need us a woman!”
“Oh! Oh!” Bill replied, “Like when the Indians had them a squaw.”
“Yes! Yes a squaw my brother, a beautiful young squaw!”
Bill look puzzled again, “How, how we gonna get us a squaw?”
Sam laughed, “Don’t you worry brother Bill, I’m working on a plan.”




Chapter 6
Deep Woods



  	Rob and Tex had finished hiking up a long steep portion of the seemingly endless overgrown trail. Rob could feel his legs burning as he wiped the sweat from his face. They decided to stop to rest a bit, and take some much needed water. Tex scanned the area with the field glasses. He checked the map and compass settings. He calculated their location in the deep woods and mountain ridgelines of the state forest.  Tex figured they were about five miles or more into the remote wilderness.
“You hear that,” Tex pointed down at the clearing below the ridge line.
Rob stopped moving, he could hear the unmistakable dull thuds getting louder. “We got a chopper, a chopper coming in our general direction.”
“Let’s sit tight Rob, If it’s the cops, I don’t want them to know our location if we can help it. We might lose the trail if the cavalry comes a calling.”
“Rodger on that Tex, we are on to the boots and sneakers, I can feel it.”
Tex managed a smile at his friend as the Chopper came into view over the distant tree line. It moved towards them and hovered over the edge of a small clearing for a moment, no doubt checking around the area. It turned and followed the tree line heading back toward the valley. Rob and Tex watched intently as the chopper disappeared into the distant cover. Slowly, the thuds of the chopper faded out to the peaceful, unique sounds of the woods.
Rob looked at his fried Tex as he held his rifle. He thought to himself, the sniper, the two of us on the hunt in the bush, with the sounds of a chopper fading in the distance. Images of Vietnam flashed through Rob’s mind.
Tex snapped him out of it, “Hey buddy, you daydreaming or what? Looks like that was a state police chopper, no doubt they’re sweeping the area. Good thing they went the other way for now.”
“Yeah I’m alright Tex. For a minute there, it just felt like Nam again.
“Happens to me now and again too” Tex added as they moved out.
Their pace began to quicken as Rob and Tex made good progress through the dense cover. Rob was beginning to wonder if they ever would get to level terrain when they came into a small clearing. Finally, they made it to the top of the ridgeline trail.
Tex was down on his hands and knees moving around the clearing. “Look like boots and sneakers over here.” He pointed. “I think they bedded down here last night. You can see here,” He kneeled down, “they tried to cover it up.”
Rob walked over. He could see the partial footprints in the wet soil. He walked around the clearing for a close look and noticed something out of place. He moved closer and found the broken pine branch. “Hey buddy, somebody left something for us!”
Tex came over, “These fuckin creeps! I am going to bust them up when I get hold of them! He stood looking at the pine branch and thinking of his Lori, her long brown hair glowing in the sunshine while she chased the butterflies around the lake shore. He tried his best to control the burning anger he felt inside. He prayed for his daughter and for the strength to continue.
High in the mountains, Sam and Bill stopped by a large rock at the edge of what was left of the trail. Lori could see they were smiling and pointing at something.
Sam was jumping with excitement, “There she is!” He yelled out, “My little valley! It’s only a few miles or so to the cabin.”
“Yes, yes sir!” Bill added as he looked at his brother. “We made it, won’t be long now. It’s getting late, time for supper.”
While the brothers were distracted Lori bent another pine branch and moved away. She was exhausted and frightened, but she was not giving up without a fight.
Sam grinned as he turned toward Lori, “Yes my brother, tonight we have a special guest to dine and dance with us.”
Lori gave them a cold stare. She wanted to scream at the men, she wanted to be free. She thought, maybe I can reason with them and they will let me go. She struggled to get the words out but was so terrified of the strange men she could not bring herself to do it.
Sam checked the rope around Lori’s hands and gave her a little water. Bill was out in front as they headed down toward the lush green valley below.
Lori could feel her stomach tighten at the thought of what might happen to her, but she held on to her hope as they moved down along the trail. She was sure her father was coming. It was a feeling deep inside her. Her father, she felt his presence in the woods.






Chapter 11
Fight



Tex felt he was getting very close. He had reached the end of the meadow and was slowly, carefully walking along a well-worn trail loaded with the footprints of Boots and Sneakers. He stopped to scan the woods ahead with his rifle scope. He had to look twice. There it is, there, I see it. My Lori, she has to be there. He said to himself. It was an old log cabin set back in the trees. Tex stood watching the smoke drifting from the chimney. He could feel his arms tighten, the adrenalin rush. He was in combat mode as he moved toward the cabin. He tried to stay out of sight, keep low in the cover of the pine trees as he tried to position himself. Tex scanned the cabin again with his rifle scope. He prayed he would see Lori, but all was quiet for now. He did notice some lights on in the cabin. He moved as close as possible. Finally, Tex clicked off the safety on his rifle and gathered himself for his run for the door.
What happened next lasted a few minutes, but to Tex it seemed like it was in slow motion. Tex tried the door, but it was locked tight. Inside the cabin, Sam was at the woodstove when he heard something by the door. He moved across the room for a closer look. Tex started kicking and slamming the door with his shoulder.  Finally, the lock broke and the door swung open. Tex looked around as he began to step inside. He saw movement; there was a man standing across the room. Tex stopped in the doorway and raised his rifle at Bill, “Hold it right there, hands up now!” He yelled out as he took another step forward.
Quickly, Sam reached out from behind him and grabbed the rifle barrel with both hands. He tried to pull it free, but Tex had a good grip on his rifle.  Caught by surprise, Tex quickly realized the man trying to take the gun from him was a big strong fellow.  Locked in a death struggle, the two men tried to gain control of the gun. They went wild, slamming over the table and crashing onto the floor.
Bill looked on in shock for a moment and then decided to make a run for it. He grabbed his pack and ran out the door. Lori was up and listening to the loud banging, screaming, and crashing. She thought, Oh my God, a big commotion; a fight is going on. She thought she had heard her father’s voice. Could he be here?  It must be him, thank God.
Sam fought as hard as he could, but he was losing his grip on the gun. Tex used all his might, his combat skills. He managed to hit Sam a few good blows with his knees, and was gaining control of the situation. He wanted to get him in a choke hold and break his neck before the gun went off. If he could only manage to get one hand free. Sam was desperate; in fear he was running out of time. He noticed the kitchen knife laying a few feet from him. He decided to try to make a move for it, if only he could get a little closer.
Lori started banging on the door, “Dad! Dad! Is that you, I, I’m in here, here! Help! Help me!”
Tex heard a voice, it was Lori, he was sure of it! He turned his head toward the bedroom door. In that moment, Sam quickly took his chance. He leaped for the knife and grabbed hold of it. Tex stood up and stepped back as he realized what was happening. Stan lunged forward with the knife, a wild look in his eyes. He swung the steel blade down with all his might toward Tex’s chest. By instinct, Tex raised his rifle and managed to deflect the blow, but the blade stuck in his shoulder. Running on adrenalin, Tex could hear his daughter screaming as he threw down the rifle and pulled out the bloody blade. Sam went for the gun, it was his last mistake. In one quick motion, Tex drove the blade into Stan’s back and twisted it as he pushed it in with all his might.
“Ahhhh! Ahhh! Sam screamed, the rifle fell to the floor as he stepped back with blood spurting from his wound. His eyes bulging as he realized he was dying. He fell to the floor in a heap and drifted away.
The blood, the fight, it reminded Tex as his mind flashed back to another place and time. He stood looking at the body and tried to gather himself. His shoulder was burning in pain. He stumbled to the kitchen and grabbed a towel. He took off his shirt and pressed the towel hard against his wound.
Lori was screaming, wondering what the hell was happening until Tex slammed opened the locked door. Lori’s heart jumped at the sight of her father. He was standing there smiling at her, his shirt off and his body covered in blood. He was holding a towel against his shoulder. Tex forgot his pain for a moment and hugged his daughter. “Oh, Thank God baby! It’s so good to see you!” He felt a flood of relief, he had found her.
“Oh my God Dad, I was so worried! You saved me from that horrible, horrible man!” Lori looked at her father “I heard the fighting; you’re bleeding, what happened to you?”
“Yeah, I know. I’ll be okay, just need to get the bleeding slowed for now and some patching up.”
They moved toward the kitchen table. Lori noticed Sam lying in a puddle of blood and his brother Bill was nowhere to be seen. Lori tried to calm down, think clearly. She found a fresh towel, and Tex winced in pain as she pressed it against the large bloody gouge on his shoulder. She found another towel, soaked it in the sink, and started cleaning the blood from her father’s face, hands and arms.
Lori had a drink of water and poured some for her father. “Please come sit?” She asked, “Maybe they have a first aid kit. We need some more bandages for you.”
“Okay, okay baby, we need to think a little, just hand me that rifle.” He held the gun with his good arm, and pointed toward the door. “That other one, he ran, but he’s still out there somewhere.”



