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Enter the Realm of Terror…
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	Let the nightmares begin…

	 

	 

	See you in the shadows,

	Scare Street
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Big Game
By Ian Fortey

	 

	Thirty days.

	Twelve regular people.

	Two million dollars.

	One chance to win it all.

	This is the Big Game!

	 

	Spanning seventeen million acres, Tongass National Forest in Alaska is the largest chunk of untouched wilderness in America. Home to grizzly bears, brown bears, wolves, bald eagles, and a host of others, it was as wild as America gets. It was the perfect setting for the Big Game.

	Brian Luger had never competed on a reality show in his life. In truth, he barely watched them. His girlfriend had been a big Survivor fan, and the concept seemed fun to him. He couldn’t help getting swept up in the idea that he could have easily managed thirty days on a tropical island. Especially for one million dollars. So when he heard about the Big Game, he couldn’t resist.

	He got word of the show through a random ad on Facebook. Just a banner that promised big cash and the experience of a lifetime for people in his city. Two million dollars if you could survive for one month in the biggest forest in America. He first thought it had to be a scam.

	But he filled out his application, including explaining why he felt he’d be a great competitor. He had been active in sports all his life; been going camping since he was a kid; he loved a challenge, all that good stuff. He wasn’t sure if it was too generic or not.

	Brian had been a lover of the outdoors since childhood. His father had been an officer with Fish and Game, and his mother was a veterinarian. Animals and wilderness had been a part of his life for as long as he could remember. He had respect for nature and, he felt an… understanding. Some people referred to nature as brutal or uncaring. He didn’t see it that way at all. It was efficient. It didn’t have emotions, positive or negative. That was the last lesson he learned from his father.

	His father had died when Brian was fifteen. He’d gone out on a call to a house outside the city, just on the outskirts of the forests and mountains. They had said there was a bobcat in their yard. Brian’s dad had handled many calls like that in the past, and while most people would have been at least a little intimidated, his father was very calm. A bobcat was a wild animal, and dangerous. But they tended to weigh around twenty pounds if they were males. He had the gear and the skills to capture one and relocate it easily enough. He’d probably done it a dozen times prior.

	The animal he discovered when he reached the home was not a bobcat. It was a cougar. Adult males could weigh ten times what a bobcat weighed. He had been called out to handle a cougar before, but he had been prepared for that as well. More backup, tranquilizers, protective gear. Plus knowledge. You didn’t confront a cougar unless you were prepared.

	That time, his father was not prepared.

	He would have left the scene with his partner and called headquarters. But there were people present, a family on a walk who were attacked by the animal. So his father had intervened and tried to protect some innocent bystanders. The result was him literally tackling a two-hundred-pound cat to get it off of a woman he had never met. The woman survived. Brian’s father did not.

	In part, Brian wanted to participate in the show as a tribute to his father. They promised a challenge of man versus nature that most competitors would not be able to finish. A physical, mental, and emotional endurance challenge. Brian knew that his dad would have absolutely loved the idea. So he submitted his application. They got back to him within a week.

	Brian was bumped up to the second level of auditions. He had to provide a sixty-second audition tape that showed him at his best. Something that demonstrated why he was amazing and incredible and able to win the Big Game in ways no one else could. Brian had an ace up his sleeve.

	His father’s old partner was a man named Merle Potter. Merle had retired when Brian’s father had died. The cat had severed some nerves in his hand when he tried to pry its mouth off his friend. He couldn’t do the job any longer and he didn’t really want to after what happened. Instead, he focused on wildlife rehab. He ran a sanctuary just outside of town, taking in baby squirrels and injured raccoons and that sort of thing. And every so often, he got more exotic animals. Bob the Grizzly Bear was one of those.

	Bob had been hit by a car as a cub and his mother had abandoned him. Merle nursed him back to health and was trying to get him ready to go back to the wild. But a badly damaged paw meant he was never able to hunt properly. Plus, he had become so accustomed to humans he could not be trusted to not wander around populated areas. Merle kept him at the facility. Not as a pet, because he was always a wild animal, but as a much loved and respected resident.

	Wild as Bob was, he was also surprisingly gentle much of the time, and Brian knew him well. Well enough to have Merle film a sixty-second video of Brian wrestling the big bear for fun in a way that, on camera, looked incredibly dangerous and borderline insane. So that was his audition.

	When Brian got the call that the show required a final in-person interview, he was ecstatic. He arrived half an hour early and sat in a waiting room with about twenty other would-be contestants. The mix of people was incredible. A man named Lance was a bodybuilder, there was a yoga instructor named Sasha, Matt the track star, a wrestler who went by the name Steel, and so many more. The only common thread seemed to be that everyone looked to be physically up to some real challenges. But in terms of background and personality, they couldn’t have been more different. It probably made for good TV.

	Brian’s final interview took place in a nondescript room in some rented studio space. Gray walls and a gray carpet. There was one chair for him and then a folding table with three people seated on the other side. They were introduced as the producers of the show. Two men and a woman with a pile of files and a clipboard.

	“So, Brian Luger,” a producer named Ben said. He shook Brian’s hand and invited him to sit. “You wrestled a bear to get here.”

	“I did. Glad it worked,” he said.

	“You’re comfortable in nature, obviously. Have you ever competed like this before?”

	“Never,” Brian answered.

	“Tell us about your family,” the producer named Emily said.

	“Um, well, I just have my mom, really. Not married—yet. My father died when I was younger.”

	“I’m sorry to hear that. Are you and your mother close?”

	“Yeah, I guess. She lives out-of-state now. We see each other on holidays and stuff.”

	“No siblings?” the last producer, Scott, asked.

	“No, sir.”

	“Okay. Have you ever had a near-death experience?”

	Brian was taken slightly off guard by the question but rolled with it as well as he could.

	“I was in a car accident when I was twenty. Came awfully close to dying there, but I got lucky.”

	“Do you think it was luck that saved you?”

	“I think so. Maybe some skill in defensive driving,” he said.

	“Have you ever hunted before?” Ben asked.

	“Not really, no. My dad was a Fish and Game officer. I know how to use a rifle, and set traps, that kind of thing. But I never did it to hunt an animal or anything.”

	The three producers all scribbled in their notes.

	“How competitive are you?” Emily asked, not looking up from her work.

	“Pretty competitive. I’ve been an athlete forever. Football, baseball, soccer, a little judo in there, some lacrosse.”

	“Judo, okay. Can you fight?” Emily asked again.

	“Fight?” Brian asked. He laughed and half-shrugged. “I can defend myself. I did well, but only competed a little.” The three took more notes. Scott was the first to look up with a smile on his face.

	“Okay, Brian. It has been a great pleasure meeting you. We reviewed your application and the bear video before you came in and I think I can speak for everyone here—” he looked at the other two. Both nodded. “—when I say congratulations. You’re in the Big Game!”

	“Yes!” Brian shouted, trying to keep his cool. He jumped up and reached across the table, shaking everyone’s hand in turn.

	“We will have Monique out front get you to sign a bunch of paperwork, all right? You’re going to need to take some pre-qualifying tests to make sure you’re healthy enough to compete, a standard psych exam, fill out insurance paperwork and a non-disclosure agreement. If it all works out, in one month you are heading into Tongass Forest for the craziest, most extreme survival challenge in television history.”

	“I am so in,” Brian said. He thanked everyone again and headed back to the waiting area to do his paperwork.

	The next month saw Brian endure a battery of tests. The first was a standard physical exam to check his heart, his kidney, and liver function, and also to see if he was on any drugs. He felt like he was training for the astronaut program with the amount of stuff they put him through.

	The psychological testing was done over three days and was as weird as it was uncomfortable. He had read online that they do these kinds of tests on reality show contestants to make sure they can handle the pressure of being removed from normal life for thirty days. If the competition will break them or not. But the questions seemed beyond the scope of all that.

	They started easily enough by asking him about what he’d do if he caught someone stealing from him, or taking credit for his work. Then they got progressively more bizarre.

	“If vampires were real, would you hunt them, flee from them, or try to join them?” the examiner asked him after a question about how he handled pressure from family.

	“What?”

	“Should I repeat the question?”

	“No. Um. I dunno. Are they killer vampires?”

	“They are whatever you think they are,” the examiner said.

	“I guess I’d hunt them?”

	“Is that a question?”

	“Hunt them. I’d fight against them,” Brian said.

	“If you were bitten by a werewolf, would you chain yourself up before a full moon or run loose knowing you might kill people?”

	“Seriously?”

	“If you were bitten—”

	“Chains! I’d chain myself up.”

	“If you discovered the Loch Ness Monster and killing it would make you rich, would you kill it?”

	“No. I’d let it go.”

	“If there was a zombie apocalypse, could you kill your own zombified mother?”

	“Dude,” Brian said.

	“If there was a zombie—”

	“Okay! Yeah. I mean, what the hell? I guess so? She wouldn’t want to be a monster, so I guess I could do that.”

	“If a serial killer broke into your home and you had the opportunity to kill them before they killed you, would you do it?” the examiner said.

	“This is dark and weird stuff, you know that, right?”

	“If a serial killer—”

	“Yes! I would defend myself.”

	“No, sorry, I wasn’t clear. If you had the opportunity to kill them first. Not defend yourself from an attack, but kill them before they were aware you were attacking,” the examiner said, careful to enunciate as though that made the question different.

	“Oh. Couldn’t I run away if they didn’t know I was there?”

	“Is that what you’d try to do?”

	“Try? Like, I’m going to die regardless?” Brian asked.

	“It’s just a scenario, Mr. Luger.”

	“Right, sure. Okay. If I were not able to escape, and I could get the drop on the serial killer, I’d take it. I’d kill them.”

	“Would you die for something you believed in?” the examiner asked. Brian raised an eyebrow.

	“Like what?”

	“Whatever you believe in strongly enough to die for.”

	“Yes.” Brian felt that was the right answer, even though he couldn’t think of anything off-hand he might die for.

	“Who has more of a right to the Earth, man or nature?”

	“What?”

	“Who has more of a—”

	“Man, these questions. Humans are a part of nature, it’s not a valid question.,” Brian said.

	“But who has more of a right to it?”

	“All right. Nature, I suppose,” he said.

	The questions continued in this manner for over an hour. When they were finally finished, Brian had no idea if any answers he’d given were right or wrong.

	By the end of the week, the producers informed Brian that everything looked great. He was officially on board for the show. He and the eleven other contestants would be flown out to a remote airfield at the end of the week and then taken by Jeep to the show HQ deep in the woods. They were going to be over five hours from the nearest indoor plumbing. No roads, no buildings, nothing. Just whatever twelve strangers could come up with to stay alive in the wilderness.

	Brian had expected it to be Survivor-like with a camera crew and check-ins with the host. That turned out to not be the case. Contestants had bodycams and there were a series of stationary cameras set up around the forest. They had a “confessional” camera where everyone could be alone and give a daily update on their feelings and progress. They’d get challenges delivered to them in a mailbox, but they’d never see the person delivering it. They were on their own. Everything was on them.

	The production staff dropped the team of twelve at a clearing that would be their basecamp. They were given access to a crate of items deemed important for survival. Each contestant could only choose one item for the good of the whole group.

	Brian was the third person to pick an item. The first contestant, Lance the bodybuilder, had snagged a hatchet. The yoga instructor picked flint. Brian opted for a large cast iron cook pot. Others took things like rope, fishing line, tarps, a jug for water, and small survival items. Nothing was a big game changer. They were basic items to help keep them alive. No real shelter, and no food.

	The producers left, and the twelve were on their own. The group introduced themselves by way of a quick meet and greet. A tall, thin man named Hank suggested they get to work first on a shelter. He worked as a guide for weekend warriors and was a survival specialist.

	They divided up tasks, with a group gathering wood for both fire and shelter. Others set about finding some plants they could weave into natural ropes to bind their structure. Sasha and Matt went to scout the area for potential food sources.

	Brian ended up with Steel, the wrestler, on a scouting run for water. They had passed a river on their way in, so fresh water would surely be nearby. They needed to find it before dark, then they could come back and help with camp construction.

	“This is wild, huh?” Steel said as they headed off in the direction that they felt the river would be.

	“Craziest thing I’ve ever done, for sure.”

	“I competed in a little local strongman challenge once but yeah. This is next level. So you’re like an all-around athlete kind of guy?”

	“Guess you could say that. Always been an outdoors fan. Thought this would be fun. Then they quizzed me about killing monsters for three days and here I am.”

	Steel laughed, nodding his head as they trudged through the forest.

	“I know, right? ‘If you could kill Dracula, would you stake him or cut his head off?’ Like, what the hell?”

	“They asked me if I’d kill my zombie mother,” Brian said. Steel laughed harder.

	“What’d you say?”

	“I mean, yeah. She’s a zombie.”

	Brian started laughing as well, as Steel doubled over, shaking his head.

	“Oh my God, that’s cold. I love it. I never got a mom question, but they did ask me if I’d take money off a dead guy. I felt like I was being set up on a prank show.”

	“Weird stuff. I wonder if the questions had right answers.”

	The edge of the river was about a ten-minute walk from their camp spot. Not entirely convenient, but it certainly could have been worse. The river was not too fast moving, and it was a good distance across. There was probably decent fishing, Brian thought. But given where they were in the world, it was likely a danger.

	“Check that out,” Brian said, pointing at the riverbank. Steel looked down at tracks in the mud.

	“Oh, damn. What made those?”

	“Bear,” Brian said, pointing with a stick at the large gouges made by the bear’s curved claws.

	“Maybe brown. But it’s a big track. Could be a grizzly. We’re going to need to bearproof the camp.”

	“What about this one?” Steel said, walking a little further down the river. Brian followed and looked at the shore. There was almost a beach branching out into the river, a large, flat plane that likely flooded in the springtime.

	The mud was speckled with prints of all kinds. Lots of deer and smaller animals, and a few bear tracks. Then another one that Brian did not recognize.

	“I have no idea,” he said, crouching down. The track was long and wide. It was bigger than a human footprint, but the shape was not too far off. There was a trail of them leading from the woods into the water. Something had traveled across in long strides and gone into the water.

	“I’m not crazy, but that looks just like a barefoot person, right?” Steel said. Brian put his own foot next to it. He wore size eleven shoes. The track was about twice as long as his foot.

	“Yeah, it kind of does,” Brian said. Steel nodded.

	“I’ll just say it and you can call me an idiot if you want. That’s a Bigfoot print. Like actual, literal Bigfoot.”

	“No. It’s a big foot, sure. But it’s gotta be fake or something. The show kept asking us about monsters. They dropped us here for a reason. It’s part of the gimmick,” Brian said.

	“You sure?”

	“The alternative is a real-life sasquatch. I am not prepared to make that call,” Brian said. Steel nodded, clapping him on the back.

	“I’ll defer to you on this. But I swear to God, if Bigfoot tries to eat me, I am throwing you in front of him.”

	“That’s fair,” Brian said with a laugh. The two of them filled up the water jugs they had handy and then made their way back to the camp.

	Steel excitedly explained what they had found to the rest of the contestants. No one was especially eager to believe him, but Brian offered his suggestion it was a gimmick of the producers.

	“I thought this was going to be a serious contest,” Lance said. Brian shrugged.

	“It’s TV, right? They had all that stuff in the questions about monsters, so I guess it makes sense.”

	“What monster questions?” Lance asked.

	“All the vampire and werewolf stuff. You didn’t get that?”

	“No way. They asked me about life goals and dealing with loss and how I handle frustration and stuff. What the hell are you talking about?”

	Some of the others chimed in, and it became clear that the group was almost evenly split. Half had gotten questions about killing monsters and the other half had been questioned about past trauma and how they deal with losing or difficult situations. Unfortunately, no one knew what any of that meant.

	“We should just finish the work at hand and maybe figure this stuff out when it gets dark and we can’t do any more,” Hank suggested. He was clearly annoyed with people getting off-task, but he wasn’t wrong.

	The others had gathered a ton of wood and were already cutting large poles to be used to make a structure for them. There was firewood gathered, and Hank had used the flint to make a fire. Brian had tried his hand at fire-making in preparation for the trip and while he could do it, it took a while. Hank got a fire going in under five minutes.

	They set about boiling water in the cook pot to start things off. Some people were weaving long strips of bark into rope under Hank’s guidance. Hank himself started making snare traps.

	“Did you recognize any real tracks by the river?” Hank asked Brian.

	“Yeah. Lots of raccoons and some deer, what looked like some smaller animals, too. Rabbit and skunk, maybe. Oh, and bear,” he said. Hank looked him in the eye as he weaved some of the bark rope.

	“You sure?”

	“Trust me on that. I know a bear track. Couldn’t say for sure if it was a grizzly, but it was big.”

	“Was hoping we’d be a little distant from bears out here. But all right. You know bears, then?”

	“Yeah. My dad was Fish and Game. Family friend has a rescue with a grizzly that I’ve known for years. I know calm bears. Not wild bears. But I know how to bearproof the area. Hang up the food, dump water away from here. Not much else we can do, though.”

	“The fire ought to help. Did you see any scat? Claw marks on trees?”

	“I didn’t notice. I wasn’t really looking, though.”

	“All right. We’ll do some scouting just to be safe. Maybe the bear was passing through. But if this is his territory, it could be a problem.”

	Hank had them work until after sundown, erecting a structure and getting the basics of the camp set up. It was long and tiring work, building a shelter for a dozen people from whatever they’ve gathered. They used the tarps to waterproof it and boughs from trees to keep it insulated. They even created a raised floor of thin branches woven together to keep them off the ground and away from bugs and potential rainwater if the weather turned. When it was finished, they had a roof, one moveable wall, and a floor. It wasn’t luxurious, but it was good enough.

	“Okay, guys. Brian says we have bear tracks in the woods,” Hank said when the structure was built. “Just until we know what we’re dealing with, I think we should keep someone on watch. Just stay by the fire, keep it burning at night, watch for anything dangerous. We can work in shifts.”

	The group agreed, and Hank opted to take the first shift since it was his idea. He’d stay up half the night while the others slept, then swap out with Steel. They’d change day by day. It seemed fair.

	The structure was about as far from comfortable as anything Brian had ever experienced. The frame was lumpy and even the bedding made of leaves did little to smooth it out. Still, it had been an exhausting day. Sleep came much more quickly than he had expected.

	“Dude.”

	Brian grunted. Something poked him in the shoulder.

	“Dude, get up.”

	“What?”

	Brian opened his eyes. It was dark, but the dancing light of the fire scattered shadows across the inside of their shelter. He was between Sasha and Matt, who were still asleep. Steel leaned over him.

	“Dude, he’s gone.”

	“Who’s gone?”

	“Yukon Cornelius, man. Hank. He was supposed to get me up. He ditched us.”

	Brian sat up carefully, trying not to disturb the others. The camp was impossible to make out. The light of the fire was all that was there, surrounded by darkness.

	“Maybe he’s taking a piss.”

	“I’ve been up for over half an hour. He’s gone. Not a sound from anywhere.”

	Brian crawled out of the structure and stood up. He walked around the fire, trying to see into the surrounding woods. It was pointless.

	“What woke you up?”

	“I heard like a thump or something. Sounded like someone playing baseball for a minute. But the dude wasn’t here.”

	“He wouldn’t leave like that. Would he?”

	“I dunno. He seemed pretty annoyed with the rest of us not knowing what to do. Maybe he figured it was a waste of time.”

	“It’s two million bucks. To quit on Day One?”

	“Well, yeah. Then, what if the bear got him?” Steel asked. Brian scratched the back of his head. That was what he was thinking as well. Except that would have been noisy.

	“Bears are not silent predators. We would have heard it.”

	“So, yeah. He left us. What a jackass.”

	Brian looked back at the rest of the contestants. Everyone was sleeping. They decided to wait until morning, to see if Hank returned and to alert the others.

	Hank never returned.

	The next day they used the confessional camera to alert the producers that Hank was gone. They received mail that afternoon that said one down and eleven to go. This confirmed for everyone that Hank had legitimately walked out on them.

	The rest of the mail was a challenge. They were to split into teams of two to hunt for food. The odd man out had to hunt alone.

	Brian and Steel paired up right away, and Lance ended up going alone. The groups went off to devise their own plans. Brian opted for creating traps. Hank had been working on a snare the day before, and he could make a deadfall trap easily as well.

	They spent hours out in the woods setting snares. Most of the work was in waiting. Brian was enjoying Steel’s company. He had never known a professional wrestler before, but he was a fun guy. He could see them hanging out back in the real world.

	The sound of wood hitting wood echoed through the forest, interrupting them. Steel’s eyes lit up.

	“That was the sound from last night. Sounds like a baseball, right?”

	Brian nodded. It did sound like someone hitting a ball with a bat. The sound happened again, and again. It was coming from more than one direction.

	“You think it’s the others?”

	“No idea,” Brian said. The sound rang out again, closer to them this time. Then it was followed by a loud, deep bellow. It was like an animal roar, with more baritone to it. Brian had never heard anything like it before.

	“Was that a bear?”

	“Bears don’t do that,” Brian said.

	A scream followed the bellow. Definitely human this time, and female. Brian thought it might be Sasha. Steel didn’t even say anything before he was running toward the scream, leaving Brian to follow.

	The wood-on-wood sounds continued. Another bellow sounded from somewhere farther away. Then another scream, this time a man.

	The two men weaved through the forest, dodging trees and roots. For a moment, Brian thought he saw something pacing them through the trees, but it was gone as quickly as it had appeared.

	“Steel!” he shouted. The bigger man was fast on his feet and was already several yards ahead. He turned to look back just as something lunged out of the trees.

	Brian skidded to a stop. An enormous, furry form plucked Steel from the ground. Arms like small tree trunks held him up under his own arms. And then they pulled.

	Steel screamed in agony as his arms were removed from his body. The fur-covered creature bellowed, blood splashing its face. It was the shape of a man, but well over nine feet tall. Thick, dark brown fur covered its body from head to toe.

	The creature dropped Steel’s arms. Too-human eyes locked on Brian’s. It lifted a dead log and smashed a nearby tree. The sound echoed through the woods. Another answered in the distance.

	“Jesus,” Brian said to himself. He scrambled to his feet, running in the opposite direction.

	The sound of wood on wood paced him, coming from seemingly every direction at once. He heard another scream in the far distance, then another directly to his left. He looked and saw Lance impaled on a tree branch.

	Brian switched directions again, running aimlessly through the forest. He didn’t know where he was headed, and it didn’t matter. He needed to escape the monsters and find some kind of help.

	The clearing and the camp appeared before him. The hatchet was near the shelter. It wasn’t huge, but it was a weapon.

	As he burst into the clearing, a light clicked on, causing him to wince. The producers were there with a camera crew. Sound and lighting stood behind them. Ben stepped forward.

	“Brian Luger! Amazing work!” Ben said, walking over to shake his hand.

	“We have to get the hell out of here! There’s something killing us in the woods!”

	“Everyone. They killed everyone but you, Brian. You are the final survivor of the Big Game. We did not think it’d happen this fast, this is amazing. Less than twenty-four hours. Wow!”

	The other producers clapped. Brian stared at them in utter confusion.

	“What are you talking about?”

	“The ultimate game of survival, Brian. Twelve humans against twelve sasquatches in the woods. We didn’t even think they’d show themselves for a week or two. This is unprecedented.”

	Brian looked around at the assembled crew of people, not understanding what was happening.

	“You took us here to be killed?”

	“We brought you here to see who could last the longest. And that was you, Brian. You should be proud. You did it.”

	“You killed everyone!” he shouted. Ben shook his head.

	“Technically, no. They did,” he said with a nod.

	Brian turned. A hand like a catcher’s mitt closed over his face. It smelled of Earth and river, water and blood. Brian tried to scream, but the hand was clamped tight, smothering him. It held him like he’d hold a softball. His feet kicked and dangled uselessly.

	“This is going to look great on tape, Brian!” Scott yelled.

	Brian felt pressure all over. He screamed noiselessly against the massive hand. The fist closed, and Brian’s body collapsed to the ground.

	 

	* * *


Last Bus
By Sara Clancy

	 

	Jake locked the restaurant doors, pocketed the key, and started down the darkened hallway. All the resort guests had retreated to their cabins hours ago, leaving the ecolodge so quiet that he could hear his muffled footsteps. Shouldering his way out the front door, he found the rest of the evening staff already gathered outside. He checked his phone. He still had a few minutes left until the last bus down the mountain arrived. Something shifted beside him, and he grunted when Malika smacked his arm.

	“Spider,” she said.

	Jake’s skin crawled. “God, they’re everywhere.”

	“It’s hatching season,” she said. “Hey, I heard rumors that another hiker went missing. What’s that about? You restaurant guys always have the gossip.”

	“He wasn’t one of our guests,” Jake replied. “He’s staying in town and said he was going to take the hiking trail up to the resort. He got lost on the way.”

	“On the way up, or the way back down?”

	“Does it matter?”

	She glanced up at him. “It would be creepier if we were the last people to see him alive. So, yeah, it matters.”

	“He’s been missing for less than a day. He probably took a wrong turn, and they’ll find him at the waterfall tomorrow. Just like that other one a few weeks back.”

	“Or he’ll never be seen again, like that couple a few months ago.” She paused and jerked her chin to the side. “Bus is
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