
“Spider”—Kevin Reynolds had grown up with this name and had grown used to it, or had he?


Kevin was born, Kevin Wilson Reynolds on December 23, 1951 in the small mountain town of Carver, Montana. Kevin’s birth came at a time when parents of young and infant children had one major concern, polio, often referred to as infantile paralysis, and it had parents all over the country scared to death.


The disease had been declared an epidemic yet the odds of contracting it were only one in five thousand. This was enough however, to send families from coast to coast scurrying to the mountains or deserts or anywhere else they thought they might escape the scourge.


The Reynolds family was not overly concerned with this epidemic because they were already in the mountains away from the big cities and their blight. They lived in God’s Country and felt relatively isolated from the problems, which beset the flatlanders in the cities below. This all changed for them in December of 1954 when their precious Kevin was diagnosed with polio.


Kevin’s parents, Buck and Nancy, were terrified for Kevin, picturing him spending his life in a wheelchair or in braces. And then, of course, there was the guilt. How could this happen? They were isolated up here in Carver! But then Nan would remind Buck that he had taken Kevin to Liddelman with him on business several times. Buck would shrug and accept the blame saying, “I know, I probably shouldn’t have done that,” and Nancy would hug him in a consoling embrace and think to herself that her shopping trips to Bennett were just as likely to have been the cause. Had she really needed to go to Bennett?


But Kevin was a trooper and came through the disease well, with very little physical damage. It wasn’t until Kevin started school that the effects of the disease would become apparent to him.


The most noticeable effect of his childhood disease was his lack of normal locomotion. When he was forced to run, which he did with great reluctance, he had quite an unusual gate. His legs didn’t seem to follow the usual up and down motion of a more normal runner. They would flail out on the upstroke and in on the down and his body always seemed to be trying to catch up with his outstretched legs.


The other kids were quick to associate his movements with that of a spider scurrying across hot blacktop. In reality, this peculiar motion didn’t truly resemble a running spider, but that’s the way the other kids saw it and they had no compunction about saying so. By the time Kevin reached high school the name Spider had become universally and indelibly associated with him.


High school in the late 1960’s was no different than high school today and students then had no more compassion for the feelings of fellow students than they presently do. You could be merely a geek, a nerd, or a dip, or with the right deformity you could get your very own identity. Spider was just such a case.


Gym class was a particular Hell for Kevin, although the abuses he suffered there were by no means limited to that class.


 Kevin could and did walk normally, but if he dared break into a run all hell would break loose—“S–P–I–D–E–R…SPIDER”! Spelling out the word in a rising crescendo and finishing off the chant at the top of their lungs with a final “SPIDER”! Then, of course, it needed to be repeated as many times as the closest teacher would allow. Verbal abuse was a major part of the daily life of Kevin “Spider” Reynolds, and summer and weekends were gifts from Heaven.


Even-keeled would pretty well describe Kevin. He got good grades, didn’t drink or smoke, and never caused anyone any trouble, not even his parents. He was obedient and pleasant to be around, friendly and helpful around the house. In short, he was a good kid.


Apart from his peculiar gate he was a rather normal looking kid, standing an even six feet tall with straight blonde hair, worn in Beatle fashion, as was common around his school. He was a lean one hundred and seventy-five pounds of mostly muscle, and he could flash you a most ingratiating smile when amused.


Kevin did have two friends and they were pretty good friends, too, but both were also considered members of the general geek population of Carver High. Bryce and Wiley, each of which was an only child, had only each other and Kevin to serve as friends and companions. Kevin had an older sister, Carrie, up until the fall of last year when she had been killed in an automobile accident.


Carrie had been extremely popular at Carver High, but that had been before Kevin had moved up from middle school. He never had the opportunity to ride her coattails to popularity and she had long since graduated, so to the current kids at Carver, Carrie had never existed.


Carver High was a small school serving the community of ten thousand full time residents and everybody at school knew everybody else. It was not unusual to see seniors associating with sophomores or freshmen hanging out with juniors. But Kevin didn’t associate with anyone he didn’t have to, suffering all the abuse he could handle at the hands of his fellow seniors. Why go looking for more trouble, he reasoned. But Kevin was used to it. Years of the same experiences, being constantly messed with or messed up, had hardened him to it. But nevertheless, it never stopped hurting.


Carver High was the only high school in the alpine city of Carver. The building was modern and new, a replacement for the older, more charming building which was to become the middle school. The city leaders had decided to build the new school in Greenville, on the east side of the Saline River, where they had anticipated growth and development, which had not yet occurred.


The city of Carver was the very picture of alpine beauty, nestled into a high mountain valley, surrounded by three prominent peaks and subdivided by the Saline River flowing south through the heart of town.


Mount Crane stood to the east, rising to eleven thousand feet and towering four thousand feet above Carver. Jessup Mountain, which had replaced Crane as the resort area several years prior, rose forty-five hundred feet over the city and was responsible for the majority of Carver’s revenue. The third peak, forming the trio, was Horse Tooth. This third peak had derived its name from the cubical appearance of its summit, which if one imagined hard enough, might resemble what the name implied. Horse Tooth was the shortest of the group stretching to reach its taller companions but falling short by several hundred feet.


The Saline River, a fast moving mountain stream, fed by perpetual snowfields and the spring melt, emanated above the resorts high up on Jessup Mountain. To the east of the Saline lay Greenville, so named for the rancher who first settled that side of the river, and to the west of the river was Carver proper.


Both sides of the Saline were actually Carver, but when Uriah Green’s last living descendant passed on, Carver had annexed the area for itself. It had been know as Greenville ever since.


Two concrete rainbow bridges, the Upper and Lower Saline Bridges, connected Greenville to Carver, the Lower Bridge being the more heavily used, as it carried one directly into downtown Carver. The bridges were unique and an effort to have them listed in the state’s historic register was underway. The two bridges were identical, with a concrete, rainbow shaped arch on either side of the bridges and pedestrian walkways outside each arch. Vehicular traffic passed between the arches in two lanes.


As you approached Carver from any of three routes in from the mountain passes you looked down on what appeared to be a pristine alpine village almost fairytale like in appearance. Coming down into town, and upon closer inspection, there were evident signs of the town’s depressed state.


There were city streets in need of repair, buildings needing paint, and other telltale signs that the town was in need of a more substantial treasury. But the Jessup Mountain resorts had done a lot to improve things over the past three years and revenue was slowly starting to find it’s way into Carver.


So Carver, situated comfortably in this cradle of alpine beauty, with its hiking, skiing, and hunting opportunities, should have been a wonderful place for a boy to grow up. And it was so for Kevin, as long as school wasn’t in session.


Bryce Spencer was one of Kevin’s two friends and lived just two blocks from Kevin, on Cutter’s Lane. They were closer friends to each other than they were to anybody else. They were best friends.


Bryce never achieved the status of Kevin at school. He had no fancy nickname and no distinguishing characteristics other than fiery red hair. He was just a geek who went by the most common and mundane of names, such as Dipstick and Pinhead. “Carrot Top” or “Fire Head” were not names used in the Carver area to describe someone with hair like Bryce’s. It was far too common a trait in Carver, having come from the original Coates family stock. In Carver you were more likely to be teased over black hair, than you were red.


So Bryce had gone through his life so far, as a typical geek, neither special nor distinguished. What got him in trouble with the other kids at school was his straight-laced, almost Puritanical attitude.


Bryce lived by one set of rules, imparted to him by his father. “This is how life is lived–” according to Dirk Spencer. There was no circumventing the rules, no bending the rules, and certainly, no breaking these rules!


Bryce was fine with it all, neither questioning nor defying his father’s wisdom. You did not cheat, steal, lie, or in any other way go against the word of God. It was a simple plan for happiness and tranquility within their home and as a guideline for their daily lives.


Another important lesson that had come to Bryce, by way of his father, was that you never looked the other way, when others transgressed. There was no room in this world for apathy toward, or tolerance for the willful breech of God’s Word.


So Bryce adhered to these rules, to a fault, and was therefore neither liked nor trusted by his fellow students. Their dislike and mistrust of him was something he simply could not fathom because life was supposed to be simple and well defined, with everyone doing, as they should and following the rules.


Bryce was the kid the teacher would ask to watch the class if she had to leave the room. Bryce was one of the hall monitors. He was honest and beyond reproach. Put simply, the other kids didn’t trust him. They knew if he overheard their plans to do something irresponsible or wrong, he would squeal. If he saw someone cheating, he would tell. That was Bryce and it helped earn him his rep as a Carver nerd. Did he care? Not at all. His allegiance was to his two best friends, Kevin and Wiley. They accepted him just as he was.


Then there was Wiley Coates, Kevin’s other best friend. If Bryce was heads on a coin, Wiley was tails. He was not as close to Kevin as was Bryce, but they were good friends and buddies. Wiley had achieved a status of his own. He was “Taxi”—“Hey Taxi! Better shut your doors!” or “Dumbo” to others—“Hey Dumbo! Have a smooth landing!” Yes, Wiley’s ears stuck straight out from his head, a feature not overlooked or ignored by his classmates.


Wiley was different though, and didn’t take the abuse as calmly as did Kevin and Bryce. Wiley had a short fuse and could be a smart ass at times. He never started trouble or instigated pranks, but when teased in public, he would turn as red as his own hair, and spit out some pretty harsh rebuttals. This earned him more than his share of razzing because his reaction would be, predictably, what the other kids wanted.


Take the Tuesday Wiley had returned to school, after missing Monday with a bad cold. He had arrived ten minutes before homeroom was to begin, going directly to his locker as usual. He had dialed the combination on his padlock, 27 Right, 47 Left, 16 Right, and had jerked the lock open.


He suddenly got a funny feeling, like he was being watched, and looked over his shoulder. There were several kids gathering at the other side of the hall, watching him as he removed the lock from its hasp.


They were standing there, trying to look inconspicuous, but it didn’t look to Wiley like they were simply having a conversation. The kids were whispering among themselves and their eyes kept darting to him and glancing quickly away.


Wiley looked back at his locker and lifted the latch, which should have allowed the door to swing open freely. Usually the door would pop out toward him, as if on springs. It did not. He gave it a tug. Nothing happened and the door remained closed, fixed in place. He gave it a second tug; this time harder, and again it failed to budge.


By now Wiley was hearing the familiar sounds of snickering behind him. Determined to ignore them and not be duped again, he gave the door one last pull. It did not yield, and he had pulled with such force that his fingers lost their grip on the handle. He reeled backward, dropping his books, stumbled, and gained his balance just in time to avoid falling on his butt. The laughter started, outright and full.


Wiley spun on the small crowd and began screaming, his face red and twisted.


“Get the crap away from me you stupid jerks!” he yelled. “Who the hell do you think you are?”


The onlookers scattered in five different directions, running and looking back at Wiley, laughing and jeering. Wiley stood there, in the middle of the hallway, alone and angry.


Bastards, he thought, and then stooped to pick up his books.


Later, the resolution to his dilemma came in the form of a janitor who replaced his locker. Even the janitor couldn’t pry open the locker door and Wiley’s belongings had to be removed from the back of the locker, after the locker was removed from the wall.


Needless to say, the janitor was no more pleased than was Wiley.


“Who’d have done a thing like this?” the janitor asked. “Gluing your locker with epoxy glue. Damn those kids, anyway. Just makes a lot more work for me!”


Wiley was quick tempered and lashed out frequently, but he had always been ‘all mouth’. The other kids simply saw him as humorous and harmless. But he also had a dark side, which neither Kevin, nor Bryce quite understood and the other kids never saw.


He would sulk for hours, wandering off alone, after one of his verbal retaliations to a prank or joke at his expense. His face would change, distorting into something Kevin considered strange and scary. He would turn within himself, withdrawn for hours, then shake it off and return to the Wiley that Kevin considered his friend.


After Wiley would return from wherever he had been and whatever thoughts he had been thinking, it was as if nothing had happened at all. This behavior of his was of concern to Kevin, but he knew how it felt to be ridiculed daily and he figured that this was Wiley’s way of dealing with it.


The relationship between Bryce and Wiley was much the same as that between Kevin and Bryce. They too, were best friends. So it was Bryce who was loved by both Kevin and Wiley. He was the boy in the middle of the triad of friends. Bryce was the friend that cemented the three friends together, and it was also Bryce who would become the catalyst for life changing events to come.


Kevin may have grown up to lead a relatively normal life had it not been for Bryce, for it was Bryce, or rather what happened to Bryce, which was to change the course of Kevin “Spider” Reynolds’ life. It would change his life and it would change Wiley’s as well.


From that day on, Wiley and Kevin would become inseparable. Best friends. From that day on they would have a common goal. Beginning on that cold and miserable, second day of November, their lives would become as one, intertwined and with common purpose. But it would be Wiley, who would fan the flames of hatred, and keep the goal alive and in focus.

