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Chapter One – Waiting to Kill
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My name is Ben Hansen.

A lot of people call me Bigfoot. I don’t necessarily like that they call me Bigfoot – but it is what I really am – now isn’t it?

You see, a Bigfoot is a big hairy animal-sized man who lives off in the mountains and the thick of the woods trying his very best to stay absolutely invisible.

That’s me.

That’s what I am.

That’s why I like to wear my bangs bushed down around my eyebrows. It’s a little like a big wooly Lone Ranger mask. Do you remember the Lone Ranger? You probably don’t – but that guy who called himself my Dad sure did. He had the entire television series on DVD and he would watch it, every Saturday.

“Look at that Benji,” he’d say to me. “Hi-ho Silver, here comes the Lone Ranger.”

And then he’d reach out for me.

And I’d try not to flinch.

I like my shaggy bangs Lone Ranger mask. It keeps people from seeing just who I really am. It’s kind of a built-in camouflage that I can hide behind any time that I want to.

It’s the same reason that I became a bully. It helped keep the real me hidden from the me that everyone saw.

It’s called camouflage.

I’m camouflaged now.

I supposed you noticed all of the grass and the branches and the moss that I’ve got stuck all over my uniform. What I am wearing is called a ghillie suit – which rhymes with “silly suit” – and it’s the sort of thing that snipers wear when they want to stay hidden. It breaks up their silhouette and it makes it hard for anyone to see them.

It makes it easy for them to stay hidden.

So that is what I am doing.

I am hiding here on this hill. I am hiding in plain sight – just waiting for the chance to kill somebody.

Somebody in particular.

I’m thinking about my mother while I lie here in the dirt. I’m thinking about her and about Markie and about the way that he hurt me.

I’m thinking about a song that my mother used to sing to herself. Something that she’d heard on the radio or maybe in one of those old black and white movies that she always loved to watch.

Let’s see if I can remember just how it goes.

There’s a somebody I’m longing to see and I hope that he turns out to be someone to watch over me...

It was supposed to be romantic, I guess. Kind of like that song that Markie used to like to sing to himself whenever he was doing something that required any kind of concentration – every step you take, every you make, I’ll be watching you.

It seems to me that there was so much watching going on while I was growing up that it is a god awful wonder that nobody seemed to see what was really going on.

Still, I remember that song.

I don’t sing the song out loud, of course. I don’t even hum it. I’m staying on focused on keeping myself hidden until I make this shot. I’d been laying here in the dirt, with my rifle leaned out in front of me for so long that I was afraid I might have actually taken root.

I just count my breaths.

I bite my thoughts off into single words – like footsteps stepping down a long lonely trail.

Breathe.

Relax.

Aim.

Breathing was the key to a perfect shot. You needed good long deep breaths.

I forced myself to take those good long deep breaths – even though I stunk worse than an unwashed sweat sock.

People never think of that – not when they see it in the movies. All they think about is Macho Bull Ape Rambo sitting there behind his sniper rifle – looking just as cool and as calm as you can imagination. Usually he doesn’t even sweat.

That’s because Macho Bull Ape Rambo has a personal assistant and a make-up girl and a trailer to go relax in.

He also has a bathroom.

All that I had were my pants.

I’m not saying it was pretty.

Breathe.

Relax.

Aim.

Try not to inhale too much.

I had everything working for me.

The scope was zeroed in perfectly.

I had tested it – over and over and over.

I had been waiting on this hill – just waiting for the opportunity to take my shot.

To kill one man.

One boy.

I was going to kill Briar Gamble.

Breathe.

Relax.

Aim.

Briar’s face filled my sniper’s scope.

I waited for my opportunity.

It wouldn’t be long.

I wondered – for just a half of a half second – if I should have ANY sort of second thoughts.

I’d take my shot.

Soon...
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Chapter Two – A Recipe for Rat
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I had been hunting all summer long – ever since I first left Briar Gamble’s group of personal apostles.

That’s right.

I said apostles.

Just like those guys who followed Jesus around.

You see, Apostles is just another word for homies – which is another word for peeps – which is another word for freaking cult disciples.

Apostles – meaning all of those kids who followed that freaking Briar Gamble out of Captain Albino’s school for the freaking cell phone zombies – like he was really taking them somewhere better off than where they were.

Freaking brain-dead zombie apostles.

Briar never says that word out loud – as far as I can tell.

He just thinks the word in his mind – he and that freaky little kid-genius, Jemmy Daniels. He and Jemmy think that word back and forth when they get to head-speaking - like that word was their own personal invisible ping-pong ball.

Apostle.

They like the way that the word feels in their minds.

They like the idea of all those kids following them and doing just whatever they are told to do.

Wouldn’t you?

Oh sure – they make like they don’t want to be the boss of all those kids – but I can tell. 

They love it.

Only I don’t think that the two of them even know just how much they really love to hear each other head-talking that word – “Apostles”.

They haven’t even figured out that I can hear their thoughts.

That’s because they don’t really ever look at me. I’m invisible to them. I might as well be wearing a suit of H.G. Wells for all those two really care. All that they see when they look at me is their own personal bodyguard. 

That big dumb kid that they still like to call Bigfoot.

Not anymore.

My sniping first started out as a way to hunt. 

Hunting was important now that there wasn’t any sort of grocery stores or food courts or fast food restaurants. We all had to learn how to hunt for our own food after we had left the school and the lunch lady and Captain freaking Albino.

Let me tell you something.

Hunting was something that I was REALLY good at.

At first hunting was hard. I didn’t know what to look for. I didn’t realize just how many animals there were hiding around our little town.

There were raccoons and opossums and big fat rabbits and even squirrels.

Dogs, too - and cats as well.

At first no one wanted to think about that – but I had figured it out right off the bat. We needed meat – and there was old Rover just sitting there wagging his tail and waiting for somebody to throw him a stick to chase.

Dog was a pretty good meat if you cooked it right. You had to soak it in a marinade of vinegar and spices – and it REALLY helped if you didn’t actually tell people what they were eating in the first place.

Only I did tell them.

Full disclosure, right?

A lot of the kids hadn’t wanted to try my dog meat stew – but after Old Rover had simmered in the pot for a while they lined up and they ate and they licked their bowls clean.

Hunger will do that to you.

Rats were another good source of eating.

I found a lot of them in the old landfill site.

First time I shot one of those rats I used a .22 target pistol. I took the little bugger’s little head off and then I shot about six others and then I brought them back to the camp and nearly everyone freaked out.

“What’s that?” they asked.

“Ground squirrel,” I told them. “Which means rat.”

Full disclosure – right?

Nearly everyone freaked out except for Wendy Perkins.

Wendy got it, right off.

“That’s pretty good shooting,” Wendy said. “Rats are really hard to hit.”

I felt good hearing her say that to me. 

I wanted to smile right out loud.

You can giggle if you want to. 

You can make all sorts of sitting-in-a-tree jokes – but EVERYBODY likes to hear good things being said about them.

“I can put those rats into the stew,” she told me. “Only don’t tell anybody else what you caught. Nobody has to know what sort of animal it came from.”

She meant keep it a secret – which was another word for lying - and I was really good at that. Keeping secrets was a little like keeping hidden and I had hid behind my bangs and my big bad bully mask for most of my life. What was better was keeping a secret with Wendy Perkins. That felt a little special.

Like a secret kiss.

This was all way back before I realized just how much I really and truly hated Briar Gamble and little Jemmy Daniels.

“Do you want me to clean them for you?” I asked Wendy.

That man who called himself my Dad had shown me how to clean deer and rabbit and even squirrel – so I figured that cleaning a rat wouldn’t be all that different – just smaller, is all – and I wanted to do something for her.

“No need,” Wendy said. “I’ll skin it with a blowtorch.”

And that’s just what she did.

I don’t really know just how she figured out that it would work – but she laid that rat out on a metal barbecue grill and she burned the hide and the hair off of it with a propane blowtorch and then she diced that rat up for stew.

I watched her work.

She was good with her hands – and she didn’t squirm out the way that some of the kids might have over handling freshly killed meat.

Wendy was cool that way – even for a girl. She was one of the smartest and prettiest girls I had ever
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