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The Weekend Break
(Montgomery County, North Carolina — Summer, 1978)

The tires of my ATV tore through a puddle of muddy water as I came around the bend, spraying Eric from head to toe.

“SON OF A—!”

His voice disappeared under the roar of engines and our laughter.

I looked back just long enough to see him wipe mud from his eyes before he lifted one hand and flipped me off.

The late afternoon sun cut through the trees in golden streaks while we ripped deeper into the trails of Uwharrie National Forest. Dust hung in the air behind us. Pine branches whipped overhead. Every turn looked exactly like the last, and after a while it felt less like we were riding through the woods and more like the forest was swallowing us whole.

That was the point. Seven days away from town. Seven days away from jobs, girlfriends, bills, noise—all of it.

Just four friends, four ATVs, too much beer, and miles of Carolina wilderness.

At eighteen years old, that sounded like freedom.

Rob rode at the front of the trail like he owned the forest itself. He kept one hand lazily on the handlebars while the other pointed ahead every few minutes like some self-appointed wilderness guide.

“This way!” he shouted over his shoulder.

Will groaned loudly behind me. “If we die out here, I want everyone to know it’s because we trusted Rob.”

“You’re welcome to lead,” Rob yelled back.

“I’d rather let a blind raccoon navigate.”

Eric laughed beside me. “You two gonna do this the whole weekend?”

“Yes,” Will answered immediately.

“Absolutely,” Rob replied at the same time.

I shook my head smiling. That was normal for them.

Rob believed in every strange story ever told around a campfire. Bigfoot, UFOs, ghosts—it didn’t matter. If there was a blurry photograph or some old hunter claiming he saw something in the woods, Rob bought into it completely.

Will lived to make fun of him for it.

Eric stayed somewhere in the middle, always saying things like “Nobody really knows what’s out there.”

And me? I thought they were all full of it. Especially the Bigfoot stuff.

The trails narrowed as we climbed higher into the forest. Thick roots twisted through the dirt and rocks shifted under our tires. Every so often one of us had to stop so another could make it through a rough section without wrecking.

At one steep incline, Eric’s ATV fishtailed hard enough that I thought he was going over.

“Easy! Easy!” I shouted.

“I GOT IT!”

He absolutely did not have it.

The front wheels jerked sideways and the ATV nearly tipped before Rob rushed down and grabbed the handlebars.

Will killed his engine nearby and shook his head dramatically.

“Imagine dying because you couldn’t drive in a straight line.”

Eric climbed off the ATV breathing hard. “Imagine talking this much and still not being funny.”

I laughed while Rob steadied the machine.

The woods around us smelled like warm dirt, gasoline, pine sap, and summer heat baking the earth. Somewhere off in the distance a crow called out through the trees.

Otherwise, there was nothing. No roads. No people. Just forest. And for a while, it felt perfect.

By the time we found the clearing, the sun was beginning to sink behind the trees.

Honestly, I would’ve missed the trail completely if Rob hadn’t pointed it out. It looked like little more than a narrow break in the brush. Branches scraped against our jackets as we pushed through, ducking low beneath hanging limbs until suddenly the woods opened up around us.

The clearing sat hidden between towering pines like a secret.

Flat ground. Plenty of room for tents. A creek nearby. Thick woods surrounding all sides.

Eric slowly removed his helmet. “Okay... this is actually incredible.”

Will looked around approvingly. “Not bad.”

Rob grinned proudly. “Told you.”

We unloaded the gear while daylight faded.

I remember carrying coolers while Eric gathered firewood. Rob and Will argued over where the tents should go for almost ten minutes before realizing they were both too stubborn to back down.

Eventually we got everything set up.

Using rocks from the creek bed, we built a fire pit in the middle of camp. Rob insisted on making it “proper,” stacking the stones carefully while Will purposely kicked one loose every chance he got just to annoy him.

The fire finally caught just after dark. Orange light flickered across the clearing while smoke drifted upward through the trees. Hot dogs roasted over open flames while a little battery-powered radio played classic rock through bursts of static.

The whole place felt frozen in time.

No city lights. No traffic. Just the sound of crackling firewood and the forest breathing around us.

I sat back against a log with a beer in my hand, staring up through the trees at the night sky barely visible overhead.

“This,” Eric said quietly, “is exactly what I needed.”

“Damn right,” I replied.

Will held up a burnt hot dog. “To surviving the wilderness.”

Rob raised his beer. “To Bigfoot watching over us.”

Will immediately started laughing.

“Oh my God, you’re serious.”

“I’m just saying,” Rob shrugged, “there’ve been sightings around places like this for years.”

“Yeah,” I said. “By drunk hunters.”

Eric poked at the fire thoughtfully. “Still... there’s a lot of stories.”

“That’s all they are,” I replied.

Rob leaned forward slightly, firelight dancing across his face.

“You know what people always describe first?”

Will smirked. “The stupidity?”

“The smell,” Rob ignored him. “Like wet dog mixed with something dead. And the knocking.”

I rolled my eyes. “Here we go.”

“I’m serious,” he continued. “People hear knocks on trees late at night. Sometimes rocks get thrown near campsites too.”

“By people,” I said.

“Maybe.”

Will grabbed a stick and knocked it against the log beside him three times.

THOCK—THOCK—THOCK.

“There,” he said dramatically















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





