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      What a delicious spoonful that was. Only a little left of my purple, red, lime green, orange, and yellow friends. I scoop them up with my spoon into my mouth– those loop wheat crunches–so good. Then, I pick the bowl up and drink the sweet milk.

      “Ahh,” I say to myself. My stomach rumbles—I need another bowl. I get up and walk over to the cupboard, the wooden cabin floorboards now creaking under my massive weight. Rummaging through the shelves, I find only three boxes of Froot Loops left, but they are all virtually empty. One by one, I pour them out into my large stainless-steel salad bowl but can’t manage to get more than a few spoonfuls from the effort.

      I grunt and walk over to my circular table by the window, my brown hairy hands resting on my waist while I think.

      I will need to eat again in a few hours—such is the nature of being a Bigfoot.

      Few are the ones who think I’m real. They all live around here, in the mountains near Mount Rainier, Washington—as this is Bigfoot country.

      My people are friendly, but I still must be a thief to survive. I will have to leave the comfort of my cabin and make the long trek down the mountain into town, where I will steal food from farmer Wallace again. He has a huge exterior storehouse filled with Fruit Loops and other various foods. His boy is a Froot Loops addict, so he buys them by the case.

      You see, my name is Stellar Moon and I have a Froot Loops addiction. I was raised from infancy by a crazy old Bigfoot conspiracy theorist named Spud Force, but he wouldn’t let me out much. Said the world wasn’t ready for it. He didn’t abduct me, rather I got separated from my people as we were hiking through the woods one day and Spud found me lost. My family and the other Bigfoots were on their way to The Oasis—a safe haven for cryptids—in Lawrence, Kansas where most of our clan has migrated.

      I had a wonderful childhood, in spite of the captivity. During my formative years, Spud spent his days teaching me English, math, and science. He was a good father, the only one I ever knew. He taught me to drive one day around the cabin here in his CJ-6 jeep. Spud and I were best friends. The world outside our little place was scary and dangerous for a Bigfoot, Spud told me—only safe to view through the TV. One day, he always said, it might be safe for me to leave the cabin and go free. The truth is, I could have left at any time past the age of seven, due to my size. No way Spud could have stopped me, but I loved him after a while, and I feared the unknown.

      When I got older and Spud died, I carried on his legacy by living here.

      As he raised me, all he ever fed me were Froot Loops, and well, I got hooked. The problem is, he didn’t leave me much in the way of money, and even if he had, I would have no way of spending it. I can’t disguise myself in his clothing; hell, I am eight feet tall and hairy as all get out. So, you see, here I am: I rob farmer Wallace for his Froot Loops when I get hungry and make my way back up here, where I live alone.

      It’s solitary here, but I don’t care. Spud left me his entire Criterion Collection of rare movies on disk and a whole library of classical literature, which I read by the fire when I need to warm my bones.

      Last night, I enjoyed Bicycle Thieves, Vittorio de Sica’s neorealistic Italian masterpiece, by a crackling fire while sipping a glass of Bordeaux. I snagged it from Wallace two weeks ago, along with 10 boxes of Froot Loops.

      It’s a solitary life, but one I have come to appreciate.

      I know, I know: Froot Loops you say? How does that tie in with the Italian film and French wine habit? Well, you know, I have been asking myself the same question all week. Perhaps it’s my interest in understanding the American bourgeois. Froot Loops, to me, as a cryptid, symbolize everything sensational and absolutely overstated and undervalued about America. Froot Loops are certainly more American than apple pie, if you ask me. Do they export crates of apple pie to Germany? No, but they do ship out Coca-Cola and boxes of my Loops, so there you go.

      I have now written over 1,000 essays on the nature of human beings and their predicament on Spud’s retro wireless typewriter-style keyboard. You might say I call my theory Space Food. In a nutshell, I have hypothesized that without knowing it, what these fellow bipeds eat invariably makes them stranger than even me. While I eat to understand them, they eat to exist. Sub-exist I say, for where are they now? All their progress, and they can’t even agree on a thing as simple as gun violence.

      It’s raining today, so it will be a muddy walk into town. If you are wondering why no one has ever found me here, it is indeed an interesting question. I am off the grid 100%. Spud was a recluse, to say the least. He lived here for over 50 years without one single visitor. Everyone knew Spud would shoot your hat straight off your head if you got within twenty feet of this old wooden shack.

      As I walk, I know I must stay off the trails to avoid leaving footprints. Otherwise, Bigfoot hunters will be fossilizing them by tomorrow. Good, it’s raining, because they won’t be out. I know where all their tree cameras are set up anyway: along the main trail going up the mountain.

      Unlike Homo sapiens, I have enormous auditory capacity and can hear tiny clicks within a quarter of a mile away.

      Today’s conditions are great for my expedition. No one is out, and it’s getting dark now. Perfect time to raid farmer Wallace! Should be able to snag a few bottles of red wine, too, without him noticing.

      If you are wondering where I get my milk, I have a pet yak named Violet around the back of my cabin, and I milk her daily. She has been with me now since the beginning. I got her when I was two, so that would make her 18 now, as I am 20. She is grass-fed. I know you think yak milk sounds gross, but it is a lot sweeter than cow’s milk, about 8% fat, and has a nice buttery color. Pairs very well with the sugary taste of my Loops. Violet was my best friend growing up and at all of my birthday parties that Spud threw for me.

      As I make my way down the mountain, I spot a hunter dressed in an orange vest and matching cap. Unfortunately, he spots me too; pulls out his rifle and fires a shot directly at my head. I duck, and crawl on the ground. He is about 50 feet away from me and walking towards me now. I decide the best course of action is to play dead until he approaches and then use that Bruce Lee sweep kick I saw last week in Enter the Dragon.

      As he approaches, I hear the ferns crinkle below his feet, and just as I hear him standing over me, I gauge his position, then jolt a right sweep kick at his feet, sending him thudding to the ground. Then I hop up and bolt down the mountain as fast as I can.

      At the bottom, I wait in a gully by the side of the road, watching cars go by in the night, terrified by the encounter. My mind is made up: I am leaving the cabin soon for The Bigfoot Oasis in Lawrence, Kansas—the hidden community for our people. It also just happens to be the home of one of my favorite authors, William S. Burroughs.

      From where I am standing now, I am only about half a mile from the Wallace farm. The best move is to cross the street and enter the neighboring farm, which runs the whole length of the road, until I reach Wallace’s. There is a lot of tree cover there after I hop the fence.

      Very few cars are on the road tonight, so I race across, hop the fence, and make my way down the forest line to Wallace’s land. Their lights are still on in the main house, but fortunately for me, all the Loops are kept in the red storage house with a tin roof by the barn. As I make my way past the red barn to the storage house, a crash occurs from inside that barn over yonder. I hide behind the other side of the storage house, peeking around to understand what is going on.

      I see farmer Wallace walk out, cursing. I don’t know what is going on, but in a minute the whole family, as white as their cow Daisy, is outside looking inside the barn.

      I curse my luck: first the shooter and now this!

      Suddenly, another cryptid just like me emerges and it’s a girl. I can tell because I find her appearance quite beautiful. She is much shorter than me, probably seven and a half feet tall with small shoulders. I am taken by her size, wavy-like brunette hair and big hairy butt.

      I watch as Mr. Wallace gradually ushers her back inside the barn. Then, he stops and looks right at me. Alarmed, I turn and move quickly to the parked dump truck behind me and hop in. I barely fit and close the door on my hairy leg. I check the visor for keys. Bingo. I turn the truck’s engine on as Wallace runs towards me from the side. And I am off down the driveway towards the main road, which I turn onto. In my rearview, Wallace is sprinting after me, holding his hat to his head. I leave him behind, heading out into the black night, chugging down the road in the dump truck.

      I already know from studying all those maps of the US that Spud had collected at the cabin that The Oasis in Kansas was over 1,800 miles via the interstate from where we were. In fact, I have practically memorized the route, and I will make it somehow. I have spent years dreaming about this moment: going to see my people. But I never knew how to do it. Now, by a sudden slip of fate, here I am being forced to grab the reins and go.

      The only challenge I face is getting gas. I check the gauge: half tank. I could conceivably siphon gas off people in the dark, at rest areas. I know how to siphon gas from watching movies, without sucking on a rubber hose.

      Driving on the intestate this late is excellent for my coverage. No one can see me at all. Besides, I am over 10 feet off the ground.

      I drive all the way into Oregon before running low on fuel.

      Exiting at the first rest area, I park a few spots over from a large black travel trailer being towed by the most perfect diesel truck to rip off.

      As I sneak out of my vehicle into the night, a breeze blows over the hot empty lot.

      Rummaging around in the dump truck bed, I find what I need: an empty plastic work bucket, an old siphon, and two rubber hoses. Taking them in my furry paws, I head over to the large diesel Ram 2500, place the

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/pearlpress.jpg





OEBPS/images/double-feature-3.jpg





