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SPOILER NOTE 

These pictures show scenes from In the Mountains—so don't 
peek ahead!  

Follow along with each illustration as you get to that part 
of the story. 
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PROLOGUE 

“Now that the school year had just ended, the boys were looking forward 
to summer vacation and the chance to spend time at a remote camp tucked 
away in a distant mountain range. As their thoughts shifted from math and 
geography to hiking and climbing, they had no idea that another adventure 
was about to begin…”
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PROLOGUE 

“It seemed as though a long time had passed since Archibald and Jockabeb 
had said goodbye to Haktu, the young Indian brave, and his pony, Uno.  

Although several 
seasons had come 
and gone, the two 
brothers 
remembered clearly 
all the strange 
events that had 
taken place that 
cold, dark night in 
the mysterious 
forest just beyond 
their backyard the 
night they found the 
secret cave and 
broke the evil spell 
that had trapped 
Haktu in the body of 
an underwater 
dragon.”
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CHAPTER 1 
THE RIDE TO CAMP 

“He had a red-paisley kerchief tied loosely around his neck, and he 
cracked the slightest hint of a smile when he spotted them.  

'You must be the city 
fellas, Archibald and 
Jockabeb,' he said in a 
gravelly voice 
through tobacco-
stained teeth.  

'Glad to know ya,' he 
said, extending a 
calloused hand. 'I’m 
Benjamin, but folks in 
these parts just call 
me Ben . 

Let’s get your gear 
and hit the road. 
There’s a long ride 
ahead of us, and it 
smells like a storm 
might be brewin’ 
along the way.’"
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CHAPTER 1 
THE RIDE TO CAMP 

“When Archibald jumped into the front seat next to Ben, Jockabeb thought 
he’d be alone in the back until he opened the rear door and was startled to 
find a large yellow 
dog curled up asleep 
on the seat.  

Glancing back, Ben 
nodded as he turned 
the key in the 
ignition. 'His name’s 
Champ. He’s a good 
old dog, even if he 
sleeps a lot and 
don’t hear so good 
outta his left ear.  

Champ’s friendly 
enough, and you can 
introduce yourselves 
when he wakes up.’’"
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CHAPTER 1 
THE FIRST NIGHT 

“In the corner, a small gray-haired lady was stirring a steaming pot on a 
wrought-iron stove that had obviously been well used over the years.  

Whatever she was 
cooking smelled 
delicious to the two 
famished boys.  

Turning around, Mrs. 
McClusky arched her 
wrinkled brow and 
smiled as she 
welcomed her two 
newest visitors to 
what would be their 
home away from 
home for the next 
three weeks. 

Her face was kind, 
and her voice soft, 
but surprisingly 
strong.’”
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CHAPTER 1 
MOUNTAIN HIKE 

“As Archibald and Jockabeb unpacked their peanut butter-and-jelly 
sandwiches and began to eat, Ben said he had something important he 
needed to tell them.  
When I first arrived 
in these parts and 
started workin’ for 
Mr. McClusky, he 
told me about a 
legend he heard 
from Tommy Two 
Feathers, an old 
Indian who’s lived up 
in these mountains 
for most of his life.  

Well, I hear tell the 
locals in these parts 
have passed down 
this legend from 
generation to 
generation. It’s about 
an Indian tribe that 
migrated west and 
settled here a long, 
long time ago. 
Apparently, the 
tribe’s chief had lost 
one of his twin boys 
in some cave back 
East.“
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CHAPTER 1 
MOUNTAIN HIKE 

“"Tommy Two Feathers told Mr. McClusky that one of the evil warriors is 
still alive after all these years.’  

Ben continued, 'and 
that warrior now 
roams these 
mountains in the body 
of a giant black cat.  

Well, one night 
awhile back, I think I 
saw this so-called 
devil cat when I was 
campin’ about a mile 
from here.  

And last night when 
lightnin’ struck near 
the Jeep, I think I 
might have caught a 
glimpse of it again.’'"
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CHAPTER 1 
ENTERING THE CAVE 

“Ben whispered, 'You can tell this is a meat-eatin’ wild animal’s den from 
that huge pile of bones over there.  

Some of those bones 
look like they’ve 
been there for a 
while, but others are 
from fresh kills. 
Look, you can still 
see some flesh 
attached.  But the 
main thing I wanted 
to show you is that 
hat.'  

Squinting in the 
semi-darkness, 
Archibald saw an 
old leather hat 
sitting at the top of 
the pile of bones.  

As he took a few 
steps closer, he 
could see that the 
hat was splattered 
with dried 
bloodstains and 
covered with bite 
marks!”
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CHAPTER 1 
WHAT REALLY HAPPENED 

“Now laying flat on his back, Jockabeb wiped his brow and slowly opened 
his eyes.  

He was light-headed 
with blurry vision 
when he gasped at 
the sight of a large, 
dark shape sitting on 
a mammoth boulder 
directly in front of 
him.  

Through a 
semiconscious haze, 
he stared up at the 
grotesque black head 
and straight into a 
pair of poison-yellow 
eyes.  

Defenseless, 
Jockabeb recoiled as 
the black beast’s 
mouth opened wide 
and a slimy purple 
tongue began to lick 
sharp, white fangs 
that he knew had 
ripped human flesh 
many time before.”
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CHAPTER 2 
TOMMY TWO FEATHERS 

“'Well, let’s begin with his name. It’s Tommy Two Feathers, and I’m not sure 
how he got it, but he wears two blue feathers in his hat.  

In all these years, 
I’ve only met him 
twice. Since he didn’t 
say much either time, 
what I’m tellin’ you 
now is based on what 
I heard from Mr. 
McClusky over the 
years. Tommy Two 
Feathers and Walt 
were friends, and 
they trusted and 
respected one 
another.  

I think it was partly 
because they both 
lived in these 
mountains for a long 
time, but there were 
other reasons too.’"
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CHAPTER 2 
TOMMY TWO FEATHERS’ SHACK 

“The sun was just dropping below the mountains when the first snowflakes 
started to fall.  

Seeing the concerned 
look on Jockabeb’s 
face, Ben told the 
boys not to fret since 
they’d be at Tommy 
Two Feathers’ cabin 
before night set in. 
Ben was right, and 
within a few minutes 
an old wooden 
structure came into 
view through the 
snow.  

The old log cabin was 
built into the side of 
the mountain, and 
smoke was rising 
from a metal pipe 
that jutted up from a 
dented tin roof. They 
could see a warm, 
yellow glow through 
a small window, and 
from all 
appearances, 
someone was home.”
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CHAPTER 2 
A LONG NIGHT 

“It wasn’t long before everyone settled back down, and soon they were fast 
asleep.  

That’s when 
Jockabeb’s 
nightmares began. It 
had been nearly a 
year since he had 
dreamed of the 
wolf-crows. 
However, it was far 
worse because the 
flying black 
creatures that 
Jockabeb feared so 
much were this time 
joined by a giant 
black cat.  

Somewhere in the 
dark recesses of 
Jockabeb’s mind, 
those hideous 
creatures were 
plotting their next 
move, waiting 
patiently to 
introduce him to 
their own special 
brand of terror.”
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CHAPTER 3 
THE FIRST WARNING 

“A claw-streaked smear of blood ran down the face of the boulder to a 
spot on the ground below where several pieces of torn flesh were piled 

neatly in a stack.  

What was sitting at 
the base of the 
boulder took 
Jockabeb’s breath 
away.  

The glove he’d lost 
outside the cabin two 
nights ago was lying 
there, soaked in 
blood and torn as if 
chewed by razor-
sharp teeth.”
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CHAPTER 3 
LOOKING GLASS LAKE 

“Sitting right below the four of them was one of the most tranquil, pristine 
little lakes they’d ever seen.  

The surface of the 
lake was flat as 
glass, and the still 
water reflected 
sunlight as if it were 
a mirror. Looking 
around, they could 
see that the lake was 
perfectly centered 
in the middle of a 
small box canyon, 
encircled by soaring, 
snow-capped cliffs.  
Awed by the 
stunning vista before 
him, Jockabeb turned 
to the old Indian who 
was now grinning 
from ear to ear. 'Mr. 
Two Feathers, thank 
you so much for 
bringing us here. I 
feel like I’m in an 
outdoor cathedral. 
It’s one of the most 
beautiful places I’ve 
ever been!’"
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CHAPTER 3 
THE FINAL WARNING 

“Champ and Ghost Rider had taken their positions out in front of the group.  

Dashing back and 
forth along the 
rocky trail, the four-
legged advance 
scouts seemed to 
know that some 
impending danger was 
nearby, and before 
long, a howl from 
Ghost Rider halted 
the hikers’ advance.  

This time it was 
Tommy Two Feathers 
who walked ahead to 
see what the wolf 
had found. As he 
started forward, the 
old Indian pulled the 
rifle off his back and 
slipped several 
bullets into the 
firing chamber.”
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CHAPTER 3 
PREPARATIONS BEGIN 

“Ben told the boys to gather up the bones and Mr. McClusky’s hat.  

Archibald grabbed 
the hat and then 
pried the three 
large bones out of 
the rock, wrapped 
them in one of his 
shirts, and then 
stuffed them in his 
backpack.  

As the group started 
down the trail again, 
Jockabeb suddenly 
yelled, “STOP!” The 
others came to a 
halt and looked at 
him in surprise.”
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CHAPTER X 
XXX 

“Watching from their hiding spot, the boys were stunned to hear the same 
magical words first spoken by Haktu that night at the secret cave: 

’NITO, VITO, SAMU!’  

Instantly, the sky 
turned pitch-black, 
the wind began to 
gust, and a loud clap 
of thunder boomed 
directly overhead. 

Jockabeb was the 
first to see the devil 
cat as it bounded 
down the ridge with 
astonishing speed, 
only moments away 
from the fire pit and 
the prey it had 
patiently stalked for 
so long.  

With the hideous 
black monster almost 
upon them, Ben 
shouldered his rifle, 
took aim, and fired 
off two shots in quick 
succession.”
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