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The Blue Mountain Beast

Eugene had never been to Blue Mountain before, but it was one of those kinds of places that he’d always been interested in visiting. He’d seen pictures of the area once, when he was eleven. He had taken out a few books from the local library, as he’d been doing a school project on the Appalachian Mountains. At first, Eugene had had very little interest in the school project. Out of all the places he could’ve written a report about, he had to be assigned a boring old mountain range. He’d been annoyed at his teacher, envious of his classmates. Each kid had been assigned a different area, or city of the United States, so that they could all learn more about their country. A lot of his classmates were doing projects on New York City, Chicago, the Grand Canyon. Exciting places in the United States, destinations that he wanted to visit one day. His was just plain boring. But everything had changed, when he’d first laid eyes on Blue Mountain. 

Eugene had studied the photo, staring at it for ages. He’d been immediately drawn by Blue Mountain’s mystery, and he’d been quite taken by its beauty. There was something so stunning about it, the way its snow-covered peak rose up as high as the clouds. He’d gotten an ‘A’ on his school project, as he’d enthusiastically shared everything he knew about Blue Mountain with his classmates, showing them photos of the area. From then on, it was a place that Eugene dreamed about. It was always in his mind, in his daydreams. He would imagine himself hiking up to the very top of the mountain, being able to see the miraculous view for himself. He yearned to see it for himself, one of those bucket list kind of things. 

Because of the immense amount of research he’d done for that school project, Eugene knew all about Wilmer, the small town that sat at the very base of Blue Mountain. It didn’t look like much on the map, just some houses, a gas station, motel, a few rural businesses. But though it was a fairly small town, Eugene was eager to make the drive. He just had to see the place for himself.

For the past eight years, Eugene had been living in Dupont City. He’d initially enjoyed living there, liked the convenience of the shopping, the nearby stores, the nightlife. But over time, he’d grown tired of being in the city. Eugene found that he no longer enjoyed living there. Cities were loud, expensive, and dirty, and it had just become too much. He knew he needed a change. It was affecting his work. Eugene had barely made a dent in his latest novel. He was burnt out, and exhausted from life, unable to write more than a few pages per day. Something had to change. 

Eugene had come to terms with the fact that he needed to get away from his regular life for a while. So, he’d packed up his belongings in a storage unit, and hit the road in his rusty old ’88 Acura Integra. He took only a small duffel bag, his laptop, and enough money to last him the next little while. Eugene had decided that it was finally time to visit Blue Mountain, and Wilmer in person. Maybe spending some time in the rural town, surrounded by all that beauty, would be enough to clear away the cobwebs from his mind, and allow him to finish his novel. One could hope.

Eugene drove all day, taking his sweet time. He stopped at various tourist attractions, visiting museums, and buying kitschy little gift shop items. He liked taking his time, pretending that he was a tourist, seeing the sights. He took photos, documenting everything. At dusk, Eugene stopped to eat at a diner, buying a grilled cheese sandwich, and a slice of pie. He washed it all down with an iced coffee. He wanted to get to Blue Mountain, eager to see it – but he also wanted to enjoy the trip. 

The rural road that led to Wilmer wound through the heavily wooded forest that surrounded the mountain range. There were hardly any houses out this way, and Eugene didn’t see too many other vehicles on the road. He was perfectly okay with that; he loved the solitude. Eugene’s car puttered along the rutted road, and he tried his best to avoid the bigger potholes. He was losing light, so Eugene hoped that he would get there soon. He had a lot of music for the road trip, as well as a few audiobooks that he was eager to dive into. 

Blue Mountain had a lot of unusual stories attached to it. There were stories about monsters that prowled the woods – sometimes even making their way into town. Monstrous creatures with large claws, or wings – some who walked on two feet, others down on all fours. Creatures that terrified locals and tourists alike. Eugene wasn’t sure if he believed all of these fantastical stories, but he thought that with that many stories coming from one area, at least a few of them must be true. And that intrigued him. Maybe while he was in Wilmer, he might get a chance to see one of these strange creatures with his own eyes. That would be pretty cool. He’d always loved a great cryptid story. 

Blue Mountain was also notorious for its vast amount of missing persons cases. For decades, there had been reports of people venturing out into the woods, and disappearing – never to be heard from again. These missing persons cases interested Eugene a great deal; he loved a good mystery. Some of them were hikers, or campers, who wanted to enjoy the local scenery. But some of them were just regular Wilmer residents, going about their daily lives. They would send out teams of people to look for them, but very rarely, did they ever find them. Most of their bodies were never recovered. And the few bodies that they did find, appeared to have been mauled to death by a bear, or some equally large animal. To some, these maulings were considered evidence of the cryptid creatures that roamed the local woods. Eugene hoped that he wouldn’t become one of these missing persons cases, or end up getting mauled. He still had a few books left to write. 

By the time Eugene parked in front of the motel, the sun had already set, and it was dark out. He hadn’t really been able to get a good look at everything Wilmer that had to offer, but from he did see, the town looked nice. He figured that tomorrow morning, after a decent nights’ sleep, he’d have plenty of time to walk around town and get a real feel for the place. But he definitely needed to rest first. He was sore from being behind the wheel for so many hours. 

He grabbed his bags out of the car, and walked into the motel office to book a room. The woman behind the counter, Andrea, was nice, and friendly. She quickly walked him through the price list, and explained everything thoroughly. Thank God for her, because even though Eugene had already tried to look up the prices online, he was still a little bit confused by it all. Andrea told him that they had nightly, and weekly rates – and even long-term stay options. That last one, that was what Eugene was interested in. He was hoping to be in Wilmer for at least a month, maybe more. As long as it took to get his book written. And hey, if Blue Mountain was as good as he thought it was, maybe he might even make this his permanent home. Eugene paid to stay in room six for an entire month. It was all his.

The place wasn’t really anything special, just your standard small-town motel. There was a small outdoor pool, which was open during the daytime. Andrea had told him that the motel had a small breakfast area in the lobby, and they put out juice, coffee, fresh fruit, that sort of thing. There were a few vending machines with chips and chocolate bars, as well as a few drink machines. But though the food options onsite were limited, Andrea had told him where the diner was, and there was a small grocery store on the main road, and they had a decent selection. He could buy himself some snacks, to keep in his motel room. Other than that, he’d have to drive about twenty minutes away to the larger chain stores. 

As soon as he got into his motel room, Eugene dropped his bags on his bed, and kicked off his shoes. It was a decent-sized room. Bed, desk, TV, nightstand. Clean, comfortable enough. It would do. He was just glad that he’d made it all the way to Blue Mountain in his vehicle, without damaging it on the potholes, and get stranded on the side of the road. 

The next morning, Eugene woke up around nine in the morning. The hot sun was streaming into his window. He’d watched TV for a bit that first night, before heading off to bed. And he had slept well. It was time to go out there, and start exploring Wilmer. Armed with his notebook, and his digital camera, Eugene left his motel room. He felt giddy with excitement, eager to see the town, and the mountain range that he had spent so much time thinking and dreaming about. 

The bulletin board in front of the diner was filled to the brim with missing persons posters – and most of them were faded from the sun, and exposure to the elements. They were old, layers of posters tacked on. He studied them for a few moments, reading their names, and ages. Eugene snapped a few photos. It interested him, seeing who had gone missing in the area. Some of them were quite recent, while others had been missing for years – or even decades. He wondered what had happened to all of them – and if they were still alive. Eugene certainly hoped so. 

‘Teddy’s Diner’ looked quite small from the outside, but when Eugene went inside, he found that it was actually quite roomy on the inside. There were
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