
The Beast of Yellowstone

The last of the winter snow crunched under Josiah’s feet as he hiked through 

Yellowstone National Park. He knew what he was about to do. Behind his parents’ 

backs, he stepped off the track into the woods, and ran. 

Josiah Hampton was just your average twelve-year-old in every way except one: 

Josiah was a genius. From the moment his parents surprised him with this trip to 

Yellowstone, he had been planning to get away from them. His plan had started when 

he met a man on his way back from school. 

The man introduced himself as John Pollard, a resident in the Yellowstone area. 

He claimed that Josiah needed to help him. He said that within the boundaries of 

Yellowstone National Park, where his family had once lived, they had spotted a beast: a 

very smart and dangerous beast. 

Pollard had spent his whole life trying to kill it, but had never succeeded. He said 

that now he entrusted Josiah with the responsibility. Josiah promised the man that if he 

could find proof of this beast, he would kill it. 

Josiah didn’t think much about the conversation. He assumed the man was 

insane, but his curiosity was piqued. Just for fun, he went on his computer and 

searched “Beast in Yellowstone.” Surprisingly, there had been several sightings. Quite a 

few people claimed to have seen a beast in Yellowstone. 

Still, Josiah was wary, but he took promises very seriously. So, as soon as his 

parents announced they were going on the trip, he made a plan. He knew that if the 

beast was as smart as the man had said, it would take much more than a two-day trip to 

defeat it. 

Behind his parents’ backs, he went to his local hardware store after school and 

bought two wrenches. Then, using materials he found outside his house, he molded 

them into two daggers. But he wasn’t truly convinced the beast existed until he saw it 

with his own eyes. 
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It was the first day they arrived in Yellowstone. They were at the visitor center, 

and Josiah was walking around outside when, from the trees, he saw two eyes staring 

at him for a fraction of a second, and then they were gone. But Josiah was sure they 

had been there. He was convinced he was going to kill this monster. 

When he deserted his parents, he knew the cops would be after him. He needed 

to find and kill this monster fast. He had researched everything he could about the beast 

while still at home. He had memorized what its footprints and scat supposedly looked 

like, and he knew where it had often been sighted, so he started there. 

He hiked thirteen miles into the forest and reached the mountain where it had 

been spotted most often. Then he saw what he was looking for. It was so discreet most 

people would miss it, the rocks jutted out in an odd formation, something too clean to be 

natural. He climbed up the rocks, and sure enough, they weren’t rocks at all. They were 

wood, painted so perfectly that they looked exactly like the other rocks. 

It wasn’t made by humans, Josiah could tell. It was far too big to be a human 

house. There were indents of claw marks on the posts. He felt around and found 

something; it was a hinge. He had found a door. 

He opened it and stepped into a vast area with a pile of straw and grasses at 

least twenty feet long in one corner, and piles of dead bison, mule deer, and moose in 

another. But what interested him most were the paw prints on the ground. They were 

the paw prints of the beast he was hunting. Josiah had found the beast’s house. 

He was about to step inside when he thought better of it. A loaded crossbow was 

in the corner of the doorway. His experienced eye noticed that it was automatic. He 

ducked a fraction of a second before a bolt went sailing over his head. This beast was 

far smarter than Pollard had predicted. 

Josiah pulled out his daggers and left the house. For all he knew, the beast could 

attack him at any moment. Then he saw it again, in the bushes near the house, the 
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eyes. He charged toward them with his daggers, but they vanished as quickly as they’d 

appeared. 

Then he saw something much scarier than the beast, a police helicopter. The 

cops were after him. He tore through the bushes, but he was sure they had already 

spotted him. They hovered above him, and he saw several men parachute down. 

He ran as fast as his legs would carry him, then stopped. Right next to him was a 

pine tree. He shifted his daggers and began to climb. When he reached the top, he saw 

the officers running below. He threw a branch in the opposite direction. The officers 

heard the rustling and ran that way. He was safe, for now. 

Climbing down, he noticed something: fresh paw prints from the beast. That can’t 

be possible, Josiah thought. He’d been up in that tree for at least an hour and hadn’t 

seen anything other than the police. He decided to follow the tracks. 

The tracks led him back to the den where he had been before. He took a moment 

to gather his thoughts. If his theory was correct, the beast he was hunting was in that 

den. He heard rustling from inside, confirming his suspicion. He took a deep breath and 

stepped inside. 

The beast saw him. Josiah pulled out his daggers as it pounced. He dodged left 

and stabbed it in the side. He watched in astonishment as the beast fell to the ground. 

He hadn’t thought it would be that simple. But when he prodded the body, two 

beasts—identical to the one he thought he had just killed—rose out of it. 

Josiah tried again. He dodged right and stabbed the beast once more. Again, two 

beasts rose out of the body. This time, Josiah was overwhelmed. He tried to duck, but 

he was too slow. One of the beast’s paws hit him on the head. Everything went black. 

When he came to, he was sitting on the giant pile of straw, bound and gagged 

with cloth. Surprisingly, he saw only one beast pacing around the house. This was the 

first time he’d had a chance to really study it. 
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It seemed to be a sort of hybrid creature: the head of an eagle, the tail of a 

scorpion, the wings of a falcon, and the majestic body of a tiger. Josiah let out a muffled 

scream. The beast turned and began to walk toward him. 

“Good, you’re awake,” it said in perfect English. “I have questions for you.” 

Josiah’s jaw dropped. He was so astonished that the beast could talk he couldn’t 

even muster the strength to respond. The beast didn’t miss a beat. 

“How did you know I existed?” it asked. 

Josiah decided to play dumb. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said. 

The beast continued, “Don’t play stupid with me. I’ve been watching for a long 

time.” 

Josiah decided to tell the truth. “A man told me about you.” 

“Who?” the beast asked. 

“His name was John Pollard.” 

“Pollard... I should have known,” the beast said bitterly. “He sent you to kill me, 

didn’t he?” 

“Yes,” Josiah admitted. 

“Why did you do it?” the beast inquired. 

“I promised him that if I could find any actual evidence that you existed, I would 

destroy you. Of course, I didn’t think you did.” 

“I’ve been watching you for a long time, Josiah Hampton,” the beast said. “Far 

before you came to this park. I need to tell you something about Pollard. He is not who 

he says he is. I will remove your bindings and take off your gag if you promise me no 

violence. Okay? We need to talk about Pollard.” 
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Josiah agreed, and the beast removed his binds. Then they sat down across 

from each other on the straw mat. 

“Listen,” the beast began, but before he could continue, the door burst open. 

Silhouetted in the doorway was John Pollard, holding a gun aimed right at them. 

“Put your hands up,” he snarled. “Now.” 

They both stared at him, awestruck. 

“I said now!” he shouted again, his finger hovering over the trigger. 

They both obediently raised their hands. 

“Now come out here, quickly and quietly,” he ordered. 

Again, they obeyed. They walked outside and stood on the edge of the cliff. 

“I understand if you seek to dispose of me,” the beast pleaded, “but the boy too?” 

“We can have no witnesses,” Pollard stated coldly. 

They stood facing the cliff. Pollard aimed his gun, but suddenly, a giant club-like 

paw slammed Josiah in the back and threw him hurtling off the cliff. As he fell through 

the air, he heard the sounds of gunshots and snarling from above. Then, as he hit the 

ground, everything went black. 
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