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(ZOFIA WARWICK WORKS in a cubicle farm not unlike Mr. Incredible but writes in her downtime. Eventually she’ll do something bold like get her own website, but she’s by and large here on Amazon. Feel free to ask her a question or revel in her talent to slap words together!)

Styx's 'Welcome to the Grand Illusion' plays in my head as I shoulder a frozen twenty-count box of Ham and Cheese Hot Pockets into my girlfriend's shopping cart. Pay the price, get your tickets to the show, my brain automatically plays, as we then pick up a bag of pot stickers (I can feel those little devils have unfrozen at some point and clustered at the bottom like some kind of potstickery comet) and toss it in a very satisfying way onto the metal grate that comprises the bottom of the shopping cart. 

Shopping carts, don't they have a suburban je nais sais qoui about them? The metal ones especially. They're not a native woodland species. Sometimes we'll shop at a reel and rifle place and the massive shopdozers made of plastic will make their appearance. Sometimes we'll head over to the good old Home Despot, dictator of power tools, and grab a flat bed with a wheel stuck up with packaging tape that you have to wrestle through every aisle. On the whole, though? Suburban as a stray pigeon. The signs of my current domestication.

Come on, grab some tickets to the show, is how LaShelle over there always misremembers it. She looks up at me through a misty waterfall of dyed claret red hair and half-smiles, taking the cart by the nose and pulling it over to my favorite thing in the world, the frozen vegetables. 

No, it's not. We don't know each other too well, but edamame that turns to wrinkly plastic in the microwave and water chestnuts that chew like urinal cake are especially not my favorite vegetables. I've tried to turn her onto the wild potatoes and foraged mushrooms of my misspent youth, the tasty mustiness of turnip leaves and she just sticks her tongue out in that wan little freckled face and tells me that I lack the critical thinking skills to successfully forage in the backwoods.

Maybe she's right. This is where I tell you about that time that Mustachio, my dog, and I almost died eating a berry I was dead set on eating. Moonseed berries instead of succulent wild grapes. We saw the vine sprout at the edge of the property back in the spring and I spent weeks delightedly poking at it while Mustachio literally farted about snuffling in the leaves for grubs to munch, his favorite activity while out doing his business. Mustachio, much like LaShelle and I, is an unloved mutt, except we both love this floppy, overly furred misery, so that counts for something. It didn't flower and go to seed that year, so we watched the vine get iced over with snow in the middle of the fall and frost flowers in the winter, until it came back in the spring woodier, hardier, and, we would find out quickly late summer, a deadly mess.

The grapes looked so appetizing though! Green little spheres all perfectly formed, pretty as porcelain berries, which, at the time, should have been a dead giveaway that maybe something was wrong. The moment the fruit turned I put on Mustachio's sporty little harness—he's a Denver Nuggets fan, you know—and we went outside to inhale the bunches on the vine. Big mistake, doubly for Mustachio, because I learned, after a costly vet visit, that dogs aren't even supposed to have grapes. The little stinker made a full recovery and we've both avoided grapes of all varieties since.

LaShelle throws the chains of my domesticity into the cart, and we carry on through the dried ice coolness of our local grocer's freezer aisle. We could have been someone. We could have been at a barbecue.  
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NEAR DEATH EXPERIENCES aside, our little woodland lot is probably the most sedate place in the universe. Aurora only slightly pollutes the expanse of the Milky Way on nights, and the fresh mountain air is great for enjoying a warm tea and considering how to strangle the rights to St. Elmo's Fire by Brian Eno out of Island Records. The indie story my friend Ally Adcock sent over and had me watch, horror of horrors, on Lumen broadband in the middle of the forest, tells the story of Britishers frolicking in the Brighton seaside, a coming of age, and boy, do I want to see young Colin running to this in the soundtrack. The director, Evelyn Pace, agrees with me. 

'You kill Robert Fripp and Brian Eno if you have to.' was in her last memo. Alas, poor Robert. I guess you are the 21st Century dead man if this deal falls through. 

Still, it's enough to hear this and to hear nothing back from Island's legal department, and it's going on three weeks, which is nothing here in Colorado and about the lifetime of a white dwarf in Hollywood. 

What to do when your groceries have been ensconced in your freezer box and your girl has decided to take Mustachio out to the RV dog park for a quick jaunt and sniffling butthole surf? (To say Mustachio and I disagree on his preferred method of communication is putting it lightly.) 

Well, what else is there to do? It's procrastination station here at La Casa de Grant. My good friend the internet's hive of news aggregate suggests to me news that may or may not be of interest. Oh look, a dog made friends with a lovebird. Aww. An ordinary agouti housecat does a backflip off a stunt bicyclist and lands in a pile of padded mattresses. Lesbians adopt a blind dog named Dwayne. Something something insufferable demagogue says something stupid publicly and no one bats an eye. Oh, wait—what's this?

What I clicked next on had a trajectory it shouldn't have, and honestly, why did I believe it? Who believes in cryptids? Complete maniacs, that's who. They're named Jemma and Bub and they wear Carhartt bibbed overalls and netted fishing hats, sleep with their half-brothers Michael and Billy Edgar and have children named Raelisha who need help with about fifteen different inherited diseases, the poor angels. My girl says this is snobbish effrontery, because she knows a lot more about the English language than I do.

May my sins be forgiven, then, for Bub and Jemma are so very right about cryptids. The headline says 'Bigfoot Spotted at Tokul Creek' and my finger must have applied some kind of pressure, because the sluggish internet allows the video to populate. I watch silver caps on black water beneath a sky of pale blue, hear the familiar churn of Washington snowmelt rapids and see the glorious pines that frame the waters stretching heavenward and dense along their roots with a cover of Spanish moss. Cascadia calls me home, briefly, before my eyes catch what will be immediately be circled with a white oval by the uploader. 

Moving through the woods on the other side of the embankment is a shape. A tall shape, a shag along the neckline and jowl as it half-crouches through the brush. Sandy gray mane, like a senescent lion, a bald pate, naked from head to foot, body tangled with moss and its own pubic carpet.

Incidentally, Pubic Carpet is a great name for a band. They would be GrrlRock punkettes, the lead singer would be named Jordan and have a propensity for cherry flavored lollipops. LaShelle would roll her eyes but it's true.

This shambling thing made me swallow my heart. Replay the video on repeat, eating my bandwidth, as LaShelle approached the deck of our RV from the dog park's direction, and Mustachio perked his ears, nub of a tail pointed like a flag made out of one of her ponytail extensions. 

'Hon, what is it? Was it a mass shooting? Did you get fired?' I think I didn't respond for another few seconds. She was in front of me, her cute face creased in so many places with worry. Mustachio nuzzled my bare unshaven knee, and I brushed him off with an absent pat to the head. Still his tail wagged, and his Ewok black eyes stared up at me.

What music, for something like this? My mind darted to Lena Horne's 'Aint it Deh Truth.' 

Stranger things in Heaven and Hell, Horatio. And here was my dad, shambling out of the Snoqualmie area along the riverside, naked as hell, two and a half decades later.  
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LASHELLE OF COURSE could not believe any of this. Who could blame her? She holed herself up in our attic loft, the convertible bed with a skylight that pushes out over the roof. We can just barely peek through the canopy of gum trees at the band of heavens, and on a good night, maybe once a year, get to see a sweet view of the Milky Way galaxy.

I left her there to ponder, of course, while shoeing around in the yard, plotting the murder of English prog rockers and wondering plaintively (it's a word so sooty with its Victorian past, but comforting in any shoegazing scenario) about the video. A few hardcore cryptid enthusiasts had latched onto the story, a few debunkers clanging around in their echo chamber disrupting their peace. I had decided to share it with myself via an Imagr account and that had taken a good chunk of a half hour with the bandwidth issues we were experiencing.

Mustachio crept around trying to find something to poison himself with and settled on a wood spider the size of a baby bird. It was vacuumed into his mouth along with a gum leaf. The yelp that followed, therefore, was unsurprising.

Deep in thought, I had a God-honest flashback, or some form of acid tripping dream. This is how it went:

Sandy haired man. Tall in trees. Rough hands up to taste pine sap. Proffers pine sap. SmallMe shakes head. Does not want to eat pine sap, Daddy. Daddy eats pine sap like Small Bear's Papa eats honey, big paw scooping it with a big stupid mouth. Daddy does not wear many clothes, but many medallions. SmallMe does not know how much he looks like Thor Heyerdahl of Kon-Tiki fame. SmallMe's brown hair is in a ponytail held together with a figure 8 with plastic marble balls on it. SmallMe doesn't know LaShelle calls them twinbeads and says they're only for small children until my thirties when I make the decision to wear some in my hair on a hiking trip. Why was there so much lace on kids' clothing back then? It feels like a hankie attached to the front of my breezy little shift. Cold toes in the moss. Daddy climbs the pine tree and rattles down pine needles. Is it a pine, or a Douglass fir? It could go either way, one second full, one second bearing juniper levels of trunk. 

Sandy haired man jumps from one tree to another. LaShelle breathes on my face and asks if I'm having a stroke. A beam of light falls down on my face, and I run, run up the cedar deck, turning gray from weathering, toward the wood door—back when screen doors were just coming into place and no, we did not have one, this is the Pacific Northwest, it's never that warm—and I see the glass tulip window of my childhood and the eyehole on the panels, and somehow it morphs into the brown, ropy body of a sandy haired man climbing through the trees in some kind of tantric, Ghandhi-like langot made out of red paisley bandana. Toenails digging into the rough plated tree bark of a pine. Fingers gripping like a marmoset.

Get out of the sun, LaShelle demands. Mustachio licks what feels like an eyelash but what I know is a spider leg onto my cheek. Daddy runs up on me through the snowy mist of the Cascades, eyes gone, only vacant eyeholes, wearing the tusks of dead boars and a langot made of woven moss that breaks apart all over the place and reveals his wrinkled, wagging penis. I think I screamed at some point and woke up in a cold sweat—actually, a cold water bottle, emptied over my face by a concerned LaShelle, her adorable forehead wrinkled like Master Yoda's.

"Cary? Whatever just happened looked a lot like a dissociative episode. Do you want to maybe talk about it?"

I did not, because we had already had that hoopla. I'd set it to dramatic pulses on a keyboard in my head. She remonstrated—and said so—that I was having some form of panic attack over what was likely a staged video made by people who could not possibly know my father.

There was only one way to prove her wrong, though, and that led to a nearly partnership-ending row about renting a car and trekking cross country toward Skykomish. Eventually, she agreed, as long as I could call her twice a day and assure her I wasn't having a psychotic break, but I'd have to take Mustachio.

"He'll get into everything while you're gone if you don't," she shrugged rather sagaciously. What she really seemed to imply was, 'He's going to keep you
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