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​Introduction: Before We Go In
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KC and Maurice have been doing this for a while now.

That is not an official credential. There is no governing body that certifies paranormal investigators, or if there is, they have not responded to Maurice's emails, which tracks. What KC and Maurice have instead is a combined several decades of paying close attention to the things that most people are too busy or too nervous to look at directly — the cold spot at the end of a hallway, the way certain old buildings hold onto their history like a dog holds onto a good bone, the particular quality of silence that a location produces when something in it is deciding whether or not to acknowledge you. They have equipment. They have field notebooks. They have strong opinions about methodology and stronger opinions about BooBerry K Muffins, which are available at FrankiVerse Cafe and which KC once described as tasting like someone figured out what the color purple would be if it were also a baked good, and that is correct.

KC and Maurice are, for those who have not encountered them before, the resident paranormal investigators and ethereal energy cleansers of the FrankiVerse — which is a universe that contains a great deal more than the average universe, including several coffee shops operating on frequencies that don't fully intersect with this dimension, a management team composed partly of cryptids and fae and beings whose HR paperwork is ongoing, and enough ambient strangeness to keep two dedicated investigators busy for the foreseeable future. They came to this work honestly. They stay because the work is, frankly, fascinating, and also because someone has to do the case files and Maurice writes excellent case files.

This particular book follows KC and Maurice on a road trip through the Pacific Northwest — Washington state, Oregon, and British Columbia — investigating locations with documented paranormal histories, taking notes, drinking regional coffee, visiting yarn shops, and attempting to remain professionally skeptical in a landscape that is not especially interested in making skepticism easy for you. The Pacific Northwest is old in a way that gets into your bones. The forests are enormous and they remember things. The coastline has absorbed more human tragedy than most people realize. The cities are built on histories that their tourist boards prefer to summarize tastefully and then move on from, which is the kind of thing that tends to produce excellent hauntings.

Some of the investigations in this book yielded results. Some of them yielded nothing except a strong conviction that something in the building was aware of them and simply chose not to engage, which is its own kind of data. One of them yielded an exceptional bowl of pho that Maurice still thinks about. The Pacific Northwest does not owe you a ghost just because you showed up with a REM pod and a hopeful attitude, and this book honors that reality by reporting accurately on what happened, which sometimes was a lot and sometimes was the sound of the wind and a very good meal downtown.

A note on the FrankiVerse: if you are new here, welcome. You do not need to have read anything else to follow along. The FrankiVerse is a universe in which the walls between dimensions are somewhat more permeable than mainstream physics currently acknowledges, coffee is a spiritual practice, and the staff at your local cafe may have more going on than their name tag suggests. KC and Maurice move through it the way people move through any place they love — with curiosity, with humor, and with the baseline awareness that something interesting is probably about to happen. If you have been here before, you will recognize the texture of things. Either way, you are welcome to pull up a chair.

The BooBerry K Muffins are, as always, highly recommended. They pair well with a quiet mind and whatever you happened to bring along for the drive.

KC has the camera. Maurice has the notebook. The van is gassed up and the GPS is already doing something interesting.

Let's go.
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​Chapter One: The Forest Has Already Clocked You
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There is a particular quality to the light in the Pacific Northwest that doesn't exist anywhere else on earth. It arrives filtered through layers of Douglas fir and western red cedar and Sitka spruce so old they were already mature when the first European ships were still trying to figure out where the coast was. The light doesn't so much illuminate things as it suggests them. It makes the shadows move in a way that isn't exactly threatening but is definitely intentional, and if you have spent any time at all reading about this region, or listening to the people whose families have lived here for thousands of years, you begin to understand fairly quickly that the forest is not a backdrop. It is a participant.

KC pulled the van off the highway onto a gravel road that the GPS had been arguing about for the last forty minutes. The GPS had eventually gone quiet in the way that electronics sometimes do in the Pacific Northwest, which is not a glitch so much as a form of respect. Maurice had the window down despite the temperature and was holding her field notebook in her lap without writing anything in it, which is what Maurice does when she is paying attention to something she hasn't named yet.

"It smells different," Maurice said.

"It always smells different," KC said, which is a complete sentence when you know KC.

She wasn't wrong. The air here carries something that the Pacific Northwest has been exporting to the rest of the world for as long as people have been trying to describe it and failing — petrichor and pine resin and something older underneath, something that doesn't have a word in English but does have several in Halkomelem, which is the language spoken by the Coast Salish peoples whose territory this forest has always been, regardless of what any map produced after 1850 might suggest about the matter.



What the land has always known

The word Sasquatch entered the English language in the 1920s through a journalist named J.W. Burns, who was working as a teacher at the Chehalis Indian school on the Harrison River in British Columbia. Burns collected stories from the Sts'ailes First Nation people and published them in a Vancouver newspaper, in the process anglicizing the Halkomelem word Sasq'ets into something a settler audience could pronounce. The Sts'ailes people had not needed a newspaper to know about Sasq'ets. They had been in relationship with him for considerably longer than the English language had existed.

The Halkomelem word itself is layered. Some linguists read the root sasq' as related to a verb meaning to crack or split — possibly a reference to the sound of trees being broken, which is a detail that appears in many sighting accounts across the Pacific Northwest, or possibly something else entirely that translation tends to flatten. The suffix -ets carries a sense of direction, of position, something behind or upon. The full creature, in the Sts'ailes understanding, is not a cryptid. He is a relative. He is a being who moves between the physical world and the spirit realm and does so on his own schedule and for his own reasons, which are not always legible to people who are only visiting.

The Sts'ailes do not hunt Sasq'ets. They do not attempt to photograph him or cast his footprints in plaster. They approach him the way you approach any relative who is older and wiser than you — with offerings, with songs, with the basic courtesy of not treating his existence as a puzzle to be solved. Phil Cash Cash, a Nez Perce and Cayuse anthropologist, has described the correct approach as going out into the forest and allowing Sasquatch to give its presence to you, which is a distinction with enormous consequences for the type of person who shows up with a thermal imaging camera and a podcast.

Multiple Indigenous nations across Washington, Oregon, and British Columbia carry their own names and their own knowledge of him. The Colville people call him Skanicum and tell stories of following him to ravines where he vanished into the trees, his camouflage so complete that the forest simply absorbed him. The Lummi know him as Ts'emekwes, a nocturnal figure who moves through the mountains. The Kwakiutl trace the stories back even further through a figure called Dzunukwa — a towering, wild woman of the forest who is fearsome but also, under the right circumstances, generous. She is sometimes described as the origin point of the broader Sasquatch tradition, the oldest layer beneath all the subsequent layers. She was caring for her children. She preferred not to be seen.

This is the context that popular cryptozoology tends to skip over in its enthusiasm to debate blurry footage from 1967. The creature that has become a beer mascot and a roadside attraction and approximately nine thousand podcasts was, before any of that, a being of real spiritual and cultural significance to the people who have always known this forest best. That is worth holding onto. It reframes a lot of things.

Maurice wrote something in her field notebook. KC kept driving.



The forest in question

The Pacific Northwest old-growth forest is, objectively, one of the most paranormally plausible landscapes on earth, which is not a sentence that appears in most geology textbooks but probably should. The Hoh Rainforest in Olympic National Park receives up to fourteen feet of rainfall per year and contains trees that have been standing since before the Norman Conquest. The Iron Goat Trail in Washington follows the route of a railway line where an avalanche killed a hundred people in 1910, and hikers have been reporting screams from the tunnels ever since, which is either a haunting or an extraordinarily consistent form of collective misremembering, and both options are interesting. The forests around Mount St. Helens have their own taxonomy of unusual sightings dating back well before the 1980 eruption added several new geological features and, according to some accounts, stirred up whatever had been living quietly in the surrounding mountains.

The thing about old-growth forest is that it operates on a timescale that human neurology is not really calibrated for. A Douglas fir that is seven hundred years old has been processing information about this landscape since before European contact, through its root system and its fungal networks and whatever else is happening in those trees that science is still in the early stages of understanding. When Indigenous storytellers describe the forest as alive and aware, they are not speaking metaphorically. They are speaking accurately, in a way that mycology and dendrology are now catching up to. The forest has been paying attention the entire time. It already knows you're here. It knew before the GPS gave up.



KC and Maurice — Case File Notes, Entry One

Location: The Pacific Northwest, broadly. A gravel road, specifically. Van: running fine despite the GPS situation.

Equipment on hand: Two REM pods, one spirit box, KC's camera, Maurice's field notebook, approximately one thermos of coffee that should have lasted until Portland but did not.

First impressions of the Pacific Northwest: the trees are, as advertised, enormous. The light is, as also advertised, doing something that cannot be fully explained but which the camera seems to be picking up as a slight overexposure that we did not ask for. KC says the forest smells like it has opinions. Maurice agrees and is writing that down.

We have not yet made contact with anyone or anything. This is technically the arrival chapter and we are technically still arriving. However, there is something worth noting for the record: approximately twelve minutes after we turned off the highway, Maurice saw what she is describing in her notes as "a very tall shape, not moving, in the trees at the left side of the road, which disappeared when I looked directly at it." KC did not see the shape but did note that the van went slightly cold at that moment, which the van does not normally do, being a 2019 model with functional heating.

Maurice's official assessment: inconclusive. Also: incredible.

We stopped at a small general store on the edge of the forest because we needed coffee and because KC spotted a sign in the window advertising locally sourced honey, which she has strong feelings about. The woman behind the counter had the specific quality of someone who has lived near a forest their whole life and developed a settled relationship with the fact that the forest contains things she does not fully understand and is not required to. She sold us the honey. She asked where we were headed. When Maurice said we were doing paranormal investigations through Washington and Oregon and up into Vancouver, the woman nodded in the way that people nod when something confirms what they already thought.

"You'll find plenty," she said. She did not specify what kind of plenty.



A note on the nature of arrivals

Every road trip has a threshold moment — the point at which you have definitively left the ordinary world and entered whatever the specific landscape you are driving into actually is. In the Pacific Northwest, that threshold is the tree line. It is the moment when the trees get tall enough that you can no longer see the sky except in narrow strips, and the light changes quality, and the GPS makes its peace with the situation. Once you have crossed that line, the normal rules of evidence still apply but they apply differently. Things that would be coincidences elsewhere become harder to dismiss here.

This is a forest that has been regarded as sacred and inhabited by powerful beings for thousands of years by the people who know it best. It has absorbed a great deal of human story. It is, by any reasonable measure, deeply weird in the best possible way.

KC and Maurice are, for the record, very pleased to be here.



The FrankiVerse Cafe Pacific Northwest franchise location nearest to this stretch of forest is rumored to operate on a dimensional frequency that does not show up on Google Maps. Regular customers report excellent oat milk lattes and unusual topiary. Drew, the regional manager, does not respond to emails but has been known to leave foraged items on the doorstep of people who are respectful about the mushroom rings.



Before you go

If you are planning your own arrival into the Pacific Northwest and you would like to arrive correctly, the following suggestions are offered in the
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