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Come along with me as I take you on a journey to “tame” my fiction. You’ll get exclusive updates, behind-the-scenes into my writing journey, reading recommendations, insider extras, and more when you sign up to my author newsletter, 🦁 The Fiction Tamer.




Visit this link to learn more:




https://ericbeaty.com/fiction-tamer-list-signup/







The Family Arrives




It was the Oswald’s family tradition each year to pick a new vacation spot that was radically different from the previous year. Last year (a trip to the beach) it rained. The year before that (a trip to a theme park) it poured. This year: a nice, quiet getaway in the woods. If it rained this time, at least it would look more natural in a woodland location.

Johnny and Timmy, our oldest and youngest sons, wanted to fish and swim on the nearby lake; my wife Georgia wanted to find peace, quite, and inspiration for her first attempt at novel writing. Me? I wanted to hunt—deer, and lots of them.

Like any serious hunter, I had researched various cabins and lodges before heading out on our trip. Surprisingly, there were very few that allowed hunting. After hours of Googling, I had nearly given up on my hopes and dreams for a hunters getaway when, much to my delight, I discovered the Cumberland Mountain Lodge in Crossville, Tennessee. Fortunately, our own cabin, Coon Hollow in Cumberland County State Park, was only a few miles from the lodge.

After a little persuasion (and maybe a few bent truths here and there), the wife and kids were more than eager to go along with my suggestion for this year’s vacation spot.

It was a cool, Friday morning in November. After traveling all morning, our family was more than ready to set foot on land and stretch our sore, stagnant limbs. Having found the right cabin, I parked the minivan, got out, and proceeded to unload our luggage.

An hour later, we had unpacked, settled in, and were ready to get some breakfast. There was a nearby restaurant just for the cabin dwellers, and rather than cramming ourselves back into the minivan to get a bite to eat, we all voted unanimously for the restaurant: Homestead Harvest Restaurant.

“You guys go on. I want to take a look around here first,” I said. “I’ll be over in a few.”

“You sure, Bill?” said Georgia. “It’s been a long day’s drive. You must be famished.”

“I am, Honey, but I’ll catch up later. You guys go on ahead.”

“Well, okay,” she replied, “but don’t be too long; we’re hungry, too.”

As they began their trek down the hill to the restaurant, I went to the passenger side of the minivan to grab my binoculars from the glove box.

Binoculars in hand, I charged into the cabin, up the stairs, and onto balcony. I was eager to get a taste of the woods near our cabin before leaving tomorrow morning for my hunt at the lodge. The view across the road did not disappoint. It was even better than the photos I had seen from my research.

A mixture of greens from the fir and spruce trees filled my eyes. Splotches of brown from the many hundreds of needles and leaves that had fell from the nearby pines and oaks were littered across the wide forest. A light dew lay on the ground; a misty fog hovered in the distance, only revealing enough of the hidden forest to further spark my already ignited curiosity.

I couldn’t wait to get out there. Just me and those woods; just me and God’s creation. The guys back home weren’t going to believe me when I told them about this rich hunting gold mine I had found.

Still curious, I directed my binoculars to the other nearby cabins. They were far enough away for privacy’s sake but still close enough to view…if you happened to carry a set of binoculars with you everywhere you went.

As I looked, I saw other families with the same intentions as ours: rest and relaxation, peace and quiet. They all looked so happy and relieved to be at their chosen destinations.

Then my heart sank as I saw an old “friend” pull into the cabin closest to our own. Now, when I say friend, I mean the term very loosely. The kind of friend, in other words, who thinks he’s better than you’ll ever dream of being at everything you’ll ever dream of doing. Bob Bryson. Better known as “Bullet” Bob to the locals back home in Cookeville, Tennessee. What were the odds?

This would’ve been bad enough…had he not rubbed in his superiority even more by pulling up with a huge whitetail deer hanging over the edge of his tailgate. By the looks of it, he had bagged another of his trademark kills with a rack of—what looked like in my limited view—around eight or ten points. A monster buck, in other words.

I couldn’t believe it! Bob had killed a huge deer and brought it back before I’d even gotten a chance to head out to the lodge and onto the hunting grounds. He was always two steps ahead of me and the local hunters back home. We sometimes thought he was bagging his limit illegally…and sometimes even more than his limit.

However, I was determined to have the last laugh. It was time to pull a fast one on ol’ “Bullet” Bob. The only question was how?







Johnny's First "Hunt"




I hurried down the hill to meet up with Georgia and the kids at the restaurant. After having our fill of pancakes, sausage, eggs, and bacon, we all went back to our cabin to plan the day together.

By now my mind was working overtime, trying to find a way to get the upper hand on Bob.

Back home, you’re not a hunter until your picture’s on the bulletin board at the local convenience mart, the Get It & Go, where all us hunters hung out. I had only managed to make it on the board twice, and while I was officially a hunter in their eyes, a doe and a couple of puny squirrels don’t account for much.

If only I could prove to them that I could be a good hunter—a great one, in fact. If only I had a picture of me and a trophy buck like Bob’s on the Wall of Fame.

A buck like Bob’s…

Wait a sec! I wouldn’t have to outshoot “Bullet” Bob after all. I wouldn’t even have to wake up early and drive all the way out to the Cumberland Mountain Lodge. All I would need is proof I’d killed his deer instead of him! 

The wheels in my head began spinning faster. To pull off a stunt like that, I would need a camera…and an accomplice.

Good thing I’d brought both.

As I listened to Georgia going over possible vacation plans, my own plan was forming.

“Hey, Hon,” I said, “what about we do this: Today, Johnny and I will pick something we want to do, while you and Timmy can pick something you two want to do. Tomorrow, we’ll switch it up—me and Timmy, you and Johnny.”

“I don’t know, Bill,” Georgia replied. “I was really hoping to have some fun together; you know, as a family.”

“Well, how ‘bout this,” I said, “after the next couple of days, and for the rest of the week, we’ll find something we can do together as a family? How’s that sound?”

After what seemed like minutes, apparently relieved that I’d come up with a plan not quite so meticulous as what she seemed to be thinking, she said, “That sounds like a great idea, Bill. Only, let’s not tell each other what we decide to do today and tomorrow, then we’ll compare notes when both days are over.”

“Perfect!” I said, relieved I’d dodged any further resistance. This was working out even better than I’d thought. “It’s settled then. Johnny, let’s go see what we can get into.”

While Georgia and Timmy were plotting their next move, I told Johnny to wait for me by the door. I quickly ran upstairs and grabbed my coat from the bed, placed the disposable camera we’d purchased for our trip in the side pocket, ran back downstairs, and took Johnny outside to discuss our activities for the day.

“Son, listen,” I began as we walked. “You’re getting to that age where it’s time you learned how your old man does what he does best…”

“You mean getting lost every year on our way to the designated vacation spot?” he asked, snickering.

“No, Johnny,” I said, dismissing the jab. “Hunting.”

“Aww, Dad! But I don’t care about hunting.”

“That may be, son, but you still need to see and experience for yourself the thrill of the hunt before you jump to conclusions.”

Johnny stopped for a moment, looking contemplative. “You mean…we’re going hunting now? As in right now? With a gun and everything?” he said, a little more enthused now that he’d considered holding an actual gun in his hands.

“Well, no…not exactly,” I said. “You’re not quite old enough to use a gun. No, Johnny, we’re going hunting with a different weapon. A non-lethal weapon.”

One eyebrow cocked in confusion, he asked, “Like what?” 

“Like this,” I said, pulling the camera from my coat pocket.

“A camera?” he asked, more confused than ever.

“A camera,” I confirmed, smiling.
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