The Old Homestead

By Dan Mills

Last week when Jeeter Polsack was mendin’ a barbwire fence behind his cabin, he noticed something thrashin’ about in a thick patch of blackberries.  At first he thought it might be one of his goats but he couldn’t be sure because the brambles were too thick for him to get a close look.  He went to his tool shed to fetch a round-nosed shovel so he could knock down some of the bushes to get a better look.  Well, he must have scared that goat somethin’ awful because it just moved further into the brush and let out a pitiful bleatin’ sound.  

Damn critter, Jeeter thought as he scratched the top of his balding head and took a long draw from his corncob pipe.  

Jeeter needed to get his prunin’ shears to clear out some of the brush and rescue his poor goat.  Half way to the shed, Jeeter had a strange feeling he was bein’ watched.  He glanced over his shoulder just in time to see somethin’ creepin’ out of the blackberry bushes.  It was about the size of a cocker spaniel only it had six spider-like legs, and it didn’t look nothin’ like a goat. 

Then without warnin’ the thing charged at Jeeter with a blur of long spindly legs.   A startled scream escaped from the old timer’s throat and he bolted for the tool shed.  He dove through the opening and swung the door shut.  The heavy door caught the creature’s forelegs just as it was crossing the threshold.   The thing let out a squeal and jumped back.  Jeeter quickly shut and latched the door and staggered back into the darkness of the shed.  

“What the hell is that thing?” he wondered out loud. “Shit like this just ain’t supposed to happen!”     


Jeeter was still mullin’ it over in his mind when he felt the plywood floor under foot start to shift and buckle.  Weird vibrations ran through the floor and up Jeeter’s skinny legs.  It reminded him of standin’ on a gas powered dirt compactor.  

Then without warnin’ the tool shed tilted sharply and toppled over on its side.  Jeeter and most of the tools went crashin’ into the far corner.  The door got knocked off two of its hinges and hung open at a strange angle.  Jeeter’s heart leapt into his throat as he watched the creature sprout out of the ground and peered in at him with four ebony-colored eyes.  

Mr. Polsack couldn’t believe his eyes as the thing began to cautiously enter the doorway one spiny leg at a time.  Jeeter started to panic.  He began to grasp tools and throw them at the nightmare coming through the door.  At first the creature shrank back each time it was struck by a tool, but it soon learned that this was only a minor distraction.  Nothin’ was goin’ to be kept it from enterin’ the shed.  

As luck would have it, Jeeter blindly reached out and grabbed a stick of dynamite.  He’d bought a case of the stuff last year to remove some stumps out of a field in the back forty.  

Jeeter quickly groped the front of his bib overalls for a kitchen match.  He always carried a handful of matches in his breast pocket in case the fire in his corncob pipe went out.  


The abomination finally squeezed its misshapen body through the doorway and slowly advanced with jaws agape.  Jeeter found a match, positioned it between his thumb and forefinger and struck it on the back of a shovel.  He lit a fuse danglin’ from the stick of dynamite and tossed it into the back of the creature’s throat, causin’ its mouth to snap shut.  Three seconds later the inside of Jeeter’s tool shed was decorated with guts, slime and bits of fur.  

Afterward Jeeter buried what was left of the creature in a shallow grave and burned his tool shed to the ground.  There was no way to clean up that kind of mess.  

Poor Jeeter Polsack was in a state of shock for three days.  When he finally snapped out of it, he came to the conclusion that the whole experience had never happened.  He refused to accept it.

That is until one morning, later in the week, when a sudden tremor ran along the floorboards of the cabin and violently shook his breakfast table.  Jeeter dropped his tin coffee cup and grabbed the edges of the vibratin’ table.   

“This can’t be happenin’ again!”  He told himself. 

The hair on the back of Jeeter’s neck prickled and chills ran up his spine.  At first he was afraid to move but then he scurried about the kitchen like a chicken with its head chopped off, tryin’ to go in five different directions all at once.  A nervous high-pitched whine welled up in Jeeter’s constricted throat as he made a mad dash for the front door.  But just as he reached out for the doorknob, the floorboards splintered upward like so many pieces of kindlin’.  The high-pitched whine caught in his throat finally erupted into a piercing shriek as he fell over backwards.   

A set of grotesque, multi-jointed legs emerged from a ragged hole in the floor.  Jeeter scooted backwards across the cabin floor until he bumped into the far wall.  He watched in disbelief as the hairy creature wrenched, strained and heaved against the weakened floorboards.  It was forcin’ its hairy body through the small opening, one segment at a time.  

Jeeter Polsack began to hyperventilate.  It felt like the walls of the cabin were closin’ in on him.  All Jeeter could do was gulp in air without exhalin’, like a fish out of water.  

Then with a mighty push the hellish beast freed itself for the hole in the floor and skittered toward Jeeter in a blur of spindly legs.  Jeeter clawed at the back wall out of shear terror and actually pulled himself up with his fingernails.  His hands closed around a framed art print Abraham Lincoln.  He yanked it off the wall and threw it at the creature.  The thing quickly stopped, caught the picture in its mouth and chewed it to shreds. 

Jeeter desperately willed his legs to move.  He jumped about until he found himself on top of the fireplace hearth.  Jeeter performed a strange dance, rapidly jumpin’ from one foot to the next like he who needed to pee.  

In an attempt to distance himself from the advancin’ beast, he started to climb up the chimney.  As he reached up to secure a handhold, he clutched the stalk of his double-barreled shotgun instead.  Jeeter spun around in time to thrust the barrel of his 10gage into the creature’s gaping maw.  Jeeter jerked back on both triggers.  There was a muffled thump as the gun went off.  The creature’s legs shot straight out and then hung limp as its innards exploded out its backside.

Jeeter slumped against the fireplace and giggled like a lunatic.  The laughter went on for the better part of an hour before Jeeter regained control of his senses.  

The next morning he packed up as much as he could get in the back of his ‘53 Ford pickup and Jeeter left his cabin without so much as a glance in the rearview mirror.  At the fork in the road, Jeeter turned to the right and was soon drivin’ along the front of an enormous fenced-in compound.  The sign above the guarded gate read, Spanfield Oil Co.  

The Spanfield oilmen had pestered Jeeter for years about sellin’ his property. They’d offered him huge amounts of money, but Jeeter’s Grandpappy had homesteaded this land and Jeeter wasn’t about to sell it off so some high-powered oil company could come along and poke it full of holes.  

Until recently that is…  

THE END
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