Are you ready?

Here goes nothing.

There is a house, down a 150 or 200 foot driveway just into the farmland right outside of the area that I live in.  My friend took pictures of the house.  We both like to photograph cool shit.  

The house is falling apart.  The upstairs has collapsed into the first floor, and the first floor into the basement.  My friend, Matt, called me when he was there when he first found it back in February.  He said there were fifteen or twenty cats that live there, there were rusted out cars, and little buildings in the same condition as the house.  I couldn't go because I was on my way to get suspenders for a dance.

One of my other friends, Clay, met Matt there.  They were looking around when they heard a clock alarm go off.  It spooked them to say the least.  Then a big, bearded guy in a truck drove up and told them that his brother or cousin lived there, and that he was crazy.  He said that my friends were lucky that they hadn't been shot with his shotgun.  

This was scary, and very believable based on the ruins that is house was in, but none-the-less difficult to swallow.  My friends asked this guy to wait for them while they got their cars.  He replied, and I quote, "Hell no!  I’m gettin the hell outa here!!"  So it goes.

They told this story around school.  I, being their close friend, had to see this place and take pictures with them.  I went with the kid who found it, Matt.

We parked my car at the end of the driveway and made our way through a field and across a dry stream bed.  It was scary as hell.  The first thing that we happened upon was a bucket that had apparently been used for target practice since it had been shot to shreds.  Not a good sign.  We made our way along what was about three or four acres of abandoned houses and sheds.  Or so we thought.

We heard a weird tapping noise.  It sounded like a woodpecker, but was far too quiet.  We both stood up out of the snow to see what it was when a grizzled man, with long bushy hair walked across a window in his shamble of a house.  This sparked my seldom used adrenal glands, and I was ready to move.  As we look at each other in fear, we hear one of the most common words in the English language become as scary as anything I’ve ever known: in a deep guttural voice..."Why?!!---WHY?!!!!!!"

For one reason or another, it had very quickly become time for our departure.  We ran.  We ran and ran until we got back to my car.  We walked around a little at the end of the driveway, unafraid of the man lurking in the crumbling house 200 feet away.  What we found was disturbing.  Dismembered animals were all over the end of the driveway, strewn about as if they were nothing more than decomposable tree clippings.  There was a deer carcass that had been gutted and cut apart as well as a rib cage, spinal cord fragments, and unidentifiable organs that could not be placed with any animal in sight.  It was not disturbing to see dead animals.  It was disturbing to see them in the state that they were, and to see them thrown about in such an inhuman manner.  After looking in the mailbox very briefly, we took our pictures and left.  We left Dale Cain's house.

We went back to Dale's at about three in the morning a couple weeks later.  Nothing happened.  I drove a car up and down the street waiting to see a flashlight from one of my friends that signaled distress.  We left because he was home, and we didn't feel a confrontation was necessary at this point.

Matt and I drove down his driveway one night, but we saw his car.  After we had driven a half-mile down the road away from his house, brights flashed on about three feet behind our car.  He had been following us with his lights off, and we had not known.  It was scary that he knew we were watching him, but my friend’s car was much faster than his was and we lost him going about 75 in a neighborhood that we knew much better than our shaggy-haired friend.

Time went by.  Months in fact.  We lost interest after the little scare in the car.  After school got out we were bored and our interest in Dale was sparked once again.  We drove out to his house, and down the formidable driveway one night.  Matt has one of those police spotlights that we used to illuminate the driveway.  He backed his down it, in case a quick getaway was necessary.  We went all the way down his driveway, and parked next to his house since the car that we had determined was his was not in sight.  We flashed the light around what, for all we knew, was the house of a scared old hermit.  The brush up and down his drive is as thick as a wall making the whole experience very claustrophobic.  Down by his house, the only description possible is "Blair Witch-esk."  We left to assemble our team and to make our plan.

The Plan

We had to see what this man lived like.  Does he have dead babies in his basement?  After the experiences we had had with him we would believe that this dark man could do just about anything.

The original two, Matt and Clay (the kid who was with Matt the first day back in Feb.), three girls, and myself got together to figure out what was next.  We decided, after much discussion and arguing, to take two cars and three cell phones.  Two girls would be in one car, and one in the other.  They would drop the three guys off, and wait in a church parking lot a quarter mile down the road.  Each car would have a phone.  Matt would have a phone.  Communication was vital.  If he came home, they would call us to tell us to get out of his house.  We could then call them to pick us up either where they were waiting or at another location.  

We had been to his house an hour prior, so it wasn't necessary to check it out again.  We were going in.  

I will attempt to retell the remainder of the story solely from my experience, although it has been tainted by my friends'  personal experiences...

The three of us were walking down the driveway into what felt like the jaws of hell.  It was dark.  There was a wall of trees on both sides of us, and the only defenses we had from dear Mr. Cain--if he came back--were flashlights, and a cell phone.  When it comes to situations like this, I have the smallest balls out of the three of us.  Nerves, are not my specialty, but I was ready.

As we walked, we saw the rusted out car at the top of his driveway.  No surprises. 

I asked to make sure, "Is that his car?"

"No," replied Matt.

No?

Wait.

"Wait, that is his car.  Turn and run on three.  One...Two...THREE!!"

I didn't hesitate to follow Matt's directions.  I ran.  The first thing that popped into my adrenaline-enriched brain was, "Why didn't I tie my shoes?  WHY?"  No time to think.  Run.

We had a plan.  Dale had a plan.

After two seconds, lights flashed on behind us.  Tying my shoes left my mind.  I realized that Dale had a light on us.  When the light suddenly bounced up and down on the road in front of us and I heard a soft humming and crunching, I realized that it was not a flashlight; it was headlights.  Not only was he in his car, but he was chasing us down his earthen driveway.  He was trying to run us down.  Matt was in front of me to my right, Clay behind me, and Dale behind him.  Dale Cain.

Again Matt gave his instructions: 

"Go to the left...now!!"

I went.  I would not falter in this time of truth: life and death, good and evil.  Strangely enough, Matt failed to follow his own instruction and went right.  I still don't know why.  There was no time to curse him for it.  I had to make my way through that damned wall of tree and brush.  I did.  On the way I scraped my face in branches and leaves.  The trees, like Dale, wanted to swallow me in hell.  They nearly did.  They got a contact lens, and they got a shoe.  They did not get me.

I should have been well on my way to freedom, to life.  However, as I ran I moved slower and slower through the four-foot high grass on the side of Dale's driveway.  I would have moved faster if I had been swimming in syrup.   I felt helpless.

Then I heard it.  I heard poison and venom.  I heard lunacy and death.  

I heard Dale.  

I can't tell you today that I even heard the words that came out of his mouth.  I merely describe it as "hate."  Matt would later tell me he said, "I'm going to get you fucking kids.  You mother fuckers."  The same man who asked me “why” so many months ago told me that I was a mother fucker, and he was going to get me.

Something like that cannot be left without a response.  Out of breath, pumped on adrenaline, and even more pumped on fear I spoke to Dale.  At least my fear spoke to Dale.

"I was only walking!"

I was only walking.  Small and weak.  It came out in a squirrelly 12 year old's voice.  An outside observer might have thought that it would have softened Dale to the fact that we were only children.  That outside observer, however, was not feeling the wrath of Angry Dale Cain.  He thrived on it.  Maybe he didn't even hear me.  I think it made him feel better about what he was doing.  

After I got to the middle of that damned field I saw a car stop at the end of the driveway.  Maybe they heard people yelling.  Matt would later speculate that it was one of Dale’s friends assisting him in catching us.  I didn't really care and I still don’t.  All I knew was that Dale's car was moving again.  

Leave Dale, Leave.

I had one contact, one shoe, and no friends.  Not an ideal situation, but I was alive.  Time to move.

After hopping a fence (a fence whose barbed wire would scrape and scar my dear friend Matt) along the side of the road I began moving in the direction that Matt went.  After moving 50 feet, I realized Dale was driving back towards me. 

I hid in the closest place.  Along his God-forsaken driveway.  I didn't think, I just hid.  After he passed the driveway I was moving.  I heard Matt.  Where is he, dammit?  

He was hiding in what was almost the most obvious place: under a lone tree and short brush immediately next to the road.  He was on the phone with the girls.  The girls.  Wow.  I could hear them squeaking on the other end of the phone.  You can imagine.  What would a typical, scared girl do?  They thought Dale was chasing them, which he was not.  It was crazy.  They were too scared to pick us up.  Finally Matt coaxed them into picking us up at the opposite end of the street, a few hundred yards from where we were.  We still could not find Clay.

We began running after a car that we assumed was Dale’s passed us in the opposite direction going towards the police lights.  Police lights??!!??!

How could Dale do that so fast.  We didn't even think that he had a phone.  No more than five minutes had elapsed since he first saw us before the police arrived.  If he was waiting for us, were they waiting also?  It didn't matter.  We ran. 

Matt and I were both equipped with one shoe and one flashlight.  It made me feel a little better about not tying my shoe.  A little.

We made it to the end of the street.  After waiting for five of the longest minutes in my life the girls showed.  We got in the car and were on our way.  We were short one of compadres, but we were on our way.

The Aftermath

I was scared for what just happened to me, and I was scared for what might happen to me.  

Then I realized that we still had not found Clay.  Dale could have him right now.  That was as scary as anything that had happened.  

We decided that the best thing to do was to go back to Lindsay’s house--one of the girls.  She called her dad who said that he’d be happy to help.  The new plan was for her dad to come with her and the other girls to get the car.  They were supposed to play dumb to the cops.  Dumb.  The girls would do fine.  

As for Clay, we were all confident that he would get back fine.  He is one of the smartest, and probably the toughest person I’ve ever known.  He is going to the Naval Academy, and he is ready to fight.  Mental. Physical.  He's ready.

Matt and I waited at Clay’s house, after ceremoniously throwing our single shoes into the lake.  We were hoping to see him stroll across the street battered, tired, and alive.

I had to be home.  Matt took me.  As I got out of the car, my phone rang from a number I didn't recognize on the caller ID.  

"Hello."

It was Ashley, one of the three girls.

"We're with the police.  Clay turned himself in.  They know everything and they want you guys to come up here."

Should I get my parents?  No.  Should I kill myself before my parents do when they find out what happened?  Maybe.

Matt and I got replacement shoes from his house.  We were confused.  Why did Clay turn himself in?  Were we going to meet Dale?  At first we were excited; by meeting Dale we were finishing the thriller the way it should be.  This feeling later turned to dread.  He tried to run us over with his car.  What next?

Police.  Not bad people.  They just do their job.  After getting our information, they explained to us what happened...

There is a house on the same lot as the church where the cars were parked.  For some reason, unknown to all, there was an alarm or a call from a nearby house.  The cops showed up for that call, and when the girls came to pick us up, they took only one of the two cars that were parked there.  The other they left unlocked, windows down, purses on the seats.  Chicks. 

The cops had all their information from that.  Clay told them everything.  He was smiling.  Strange.  Then again Clay thrives on rebellion and confrontation.  

They moved on to Dale.  He never called them.  When he saw them there he did talk to them about what was happening.  He told them flatly, and I quote once again, "I'm taking things into my own hands."  The police went on to explain this statement.  Dale Cain is a retired postal worker.  A retired postal 

worker--of all things--who shoots at people with his shotgun: classic.  This is not the first time that the police have heard of Dale Cain.  According to the cops, we were lucky not to catch a shotgun blast in back.  He’s tried to get other people before us.  

To clarify…

"taking things into my own hands":  attempt to run over, and maybe shoot teenagers who walk on my property.

Not bad.  He wouldn't have been in any trouble if he had killed us, either.  We were trespassing and we live in America after all.  I convinced the cops not to wake up my parents since 1) I graduate in two days and 

2) My grandma is in town for it.  The cops said they would stop by the next day.  They still have not stopped by.  

That's the story. If anyone was at fault for the whole situation it was Matt, Clay, and I.  From another standpoint, we were bad kids who got what was coming our way.  We deserved to be scared and hurt.  I still believe, however, that if we had made it into his house we would have found something that would have made him somewhat guiltier than we were.  

Dale Cain is probably the only man in my entire life who will ever want me to cease to live who had the power, the will, and the reason to do it.

How do I end ?  Clay wants more than ever to see inside Dale's house and mind, Matt, the director of operations, wants to write Dale a letter explaining ourselves, and I wish that his house would burn down.  I’ll never forget it.  I shake just thinking about it.

Matt, Clay, and I have discussed it.  We will be the only people who will ever understand how scary that night really was.  It's probably a good thing, too.  People don’t need fear like that in their lives.  They couldn’t handle it.

--Daniel--

