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1 Cramer 

There are not many rules of my kind, but they are unbreakable. If I break them, I 

commit myself to a hidden death, swallowing as I enter the deep waters. 

Do not make any sound of pain: be silent. 

Travel only in darkness away from the shelter. 

Stay hidden to preserve the life we lead, even if it means death. 

Have nothing to do with humans: from them comes all that is evil. 

Human lives threaten and invade my domain, and I must move cautiously away 

from them to somewhere else. I will never allow humans to see me. I remember the pain 

of the distant past and only want to forget. Dreaming, I dream of ghosts from that place 

when I walked without fear of discovery and found happiness in all those I loved. Now, I 

am a dying breath that waits for extinction with no future. 

Long Ago: 
The small hand: I try to reach for it 
Blood pours over my eyes. 
I stretch out the only arm that can move. 
It is too late. 
They are broken. 
My daughters. 

My last recollection of them is remote, and I cannot quite tell if this is right: 

everything blurs now. I walk through my woods, solitary and impervious to the snow, but 

this was my past from wheri I was still a human and before that, from when I was still an 

ordinary woman living an ordinary life. 

*** 
I was enfolded in a gray haze. The late fall landscape was devoid of most of its 

color. It evoked no pleasant nostalgia for times past - just a gray bleakness behind and 

ahead. The entrance to my family land was off the county road: more of a dirt path than a 
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road. The cabin was settled next to a private lake, large enough for good fishing and 

utterly remote. Around it, my dad had owned 50 wooded acres bordering Chequamegon 

National Forest. When I was young, my mom was diagnosed with cancer, and within a 

few months she had passed away. After Mom died, Dad and I used to come up for most 

weekends in every season, and we tried to spend much of the summer here. I had carved 

my name in the fence post that summer of her death, and "Jessica" could still be read on 

its greying wood. I wandered in the woods that summer all on my own. Dad left me alone 

to deal with my loss. He ended up spending his last couple of years, living in the cabin 

pretty much year round. 

Once upon a time, Timothy and I also brought the girls up here every summer. 

We tried to fit in times the rest of the year for short visits with dad. After dad fell, we 

moved him into an assisted living near us, but he never recovered. I think he missed 

being in the woods, and he missed my mom. Maybe some people would be saddened to 

keep going to the woods after Dad's death, but I wasn't. I loved being able to share the 

land I remembered from my childhood with my family. Though this time was different: I 

didn't come to share the land with anyone. I wanted to be left alone. 

I mentally went over my supplies, considering the random items I had thrown so 

haphazardly into bags and boxes before driving from Chicago. Had I remembered 

flashlights, batteries - the keys? I did remember going into my kitchen and tossing 

pretty much everything inside boxes, including as many canned and boxed foods as I 

could fit. I had stuffed in various camping supplies, piling them all up by the food boxes 

into the back of the 4Runner. I knew some things had been forgotten. 
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I hopped out, and pulled the gate open so I could drive in, and in doing so, I 

noticed the arching scrape of sand that showed that the gate had recently been opened. 

Strange, I often allowed hunters to enter with permission and hunt during the season. 

Deer and turkey were plentiful but there were few predators to keep the population down. 

Still, this Fall, no one had called, and so I was surprised to find the gate had been moved. 

I stared at the mark on the ground for a moment and then shrugged. I would send 

whoever it was away. No one was going onto my land now. The place was only for me. I 

got back in my car and drove it up the long driveway to the cabin. 

There were no other cars around, and if there had been, the falling leaves had 

covered any sign. The place was unchanged. The familiar, tall creaking trees welcomed 

me as they clattered with the November wind. I hauled out all my baggage, clenching my 

teeth. I smelled the pine and earth, the wind coming across the water and over the trees, 

pulling and wrapping around me. In my mind I saw my daughters running ahead to the 

lake. Laughter. 

"How do you know there isn't a really giant fish? A fish in the lake that lies at the 

very very bottom of the really deep water?" Emma asks me. 

Vanished time: the ghostly image faded. The trees creaked with the breeze. I felt 

the ache as if there was a giant hole blown into my chest, and wind rushed in with every 

breath. I stood alone by my car. 

"Okay then, let's go," I told myself, and I took a long dragging breath and picked 

up my bags. 

I lugged my supplies inside and flopped down onto the dusty sofa. I would clean 

and go to the local reservation store for groceries later. Right now I just wanted to sleep 
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and ignore the hurt. But I could not forget, not even in dreams. Tim was there. I didn't 

want to remember, but the past came into the dream. 

"Timothy. What are you gonna do with all your stuff? You have more clothing on 

the floor than on the hangers. Come on and pick it up! It looks like something could 

crawl under it and die!" 

Timothy, still wearing his suit from swimming with the girls, drops on all fours. 

He throws the pile onto his back: ridiculous under the stinky mess. 

"Really Timothy? Come on I'm serious!" 

The pile moves in my direction. I kick at it halfheartedly. He grabs my foot and 

draws himself up to me pulling me down. We were both in a pile of dirty laundry on the 

floor. 

"What if the girls come in?" I ask. 

"We will be so quiet, they'll just think we were laundry." He laughs. 

The shed outside banged. Bang, Bang, Bang. 

"Dad, there's something in the shed. Hurry." 

"Damn. It just figures. You better go Tim. It'll be that coon ... Tim. Tim?" 

"Tim?" I said aloud and I woke. 

Thud, thud, thud. The evening twilight made soft shadows on the floor by the 

sofa. Thud, thud, bang. Someone was banging on the front door. 

"Who the hell would that be?" I thought as I dragged myself up from the couch. 

Just then the door opened, and three bear-like men shuffled their feet on my threshold. 
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"Whoa, what do you think you are doing? This is my place. Get out!" I yelled. I 

lunged for a weapon and reached for my toolset, grabbing a screwdriver awkwardly. The 

men all startled - as surprised as I had been. 

"Oh Jeez Lady. Son-y, we didn't know if there was anybody actually here." one of 

them said, and they backed up and closed the door. One second later, I heard them knock 

again as though fumbling to rewind their intrusion. I stared at the door a second: sighed, 

shrugged, and turned the handle. 

"Okay so what do you want?" I asked them, opening the door. The three men 

looked like they all came from the same kind of crazy. Two of the men were large, 

unkempt, and shabbily dressed in jeans, t-shirts, plaid hunting shirts and jackets (from the 

same outfitter apparently). One of them wore glasses, but other than that, they were hard 

to tell apart. One guy, younger, taller and leaner than the other two, with a short little-boy 

haircut grown out, and a field jacket open to show his "I believe" T-shirt, was standing 

hunched in the back. He was looking sideways like a boy trying not to stare. 

"Ma'am we don't want anything at all." The older guy with glasses said. "We just 

wanted to know if we could use your land to walk through for the next week or so. See, 

we are from the Northern Territory Sasquatch Field Association of Researchers, and we 

were sent here to investigate some reported Bigfoot sightings. We believe firmly in 

getting legitimate scientific proof. We have everything we need. We wouldn't be a 

bother. You would hardly notice us." 

"Yeah, um, no. I don't think ... this is not really a good time." I started. 

The other big guy spoke up then. "What my brother, Carl, is trying to say is that 

you don't have to won-y. We just park our truck a little down the way on your drive, and 
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we walk into the woods to access the National Forest without being too close to other 

people see? We could pay you something, but really, we need to get into the land from 

here, because it is the closest remote access to where the sightings occurred." He smiled a 

goofy grin. I found myself automatically smiling back: more out of habit than humor. He 

reminded me of some random field associate from my post-graduate years working with 

pipeline fluidity compounds in Alaska: a big, stupid looking veneer hiding a superb 

intelligence and no social sense. The men stood at my door - large and imposing -

taking up way too much room. But they didn ' t scare me with their awkward shuffling; I 

felt no fear. I was annoyed at the intrusion though. 

The young guy saw my absent smile and thought he had a way to change me. He 

spoke up a little too loud, practically yelling, "Those two are brothers, Carl and Calvin 

Sanderson, and I'm their cousin, Nicky Runnels. You could come out with us if you 

wanted. We sometimes take people out with us to get Bigfoot more interested you know. 

Calvin didn't say that, but he thinks Bigfoot likes ladies better 'cause they smell like ... 

um. . . you know . . . better." He stepped down from the porch like he was intent on 

running after that comment but then turned and said, "You can call me Nick." Then he 

was off the porch and walking down the road. 

I said nothing; I was too astounded to speak and just stared out after the retreating 

Nick. Carl put out his hand to shake mine. "Yeah I'm Carl; I guess you figured. And 

Nicky is right; we do sometimes take people along with us. Want to come?" 

"No. No way. I didn't give any of you permission to set out on my property -

that's just crazy. Bigfoot? Seriously? No way!" I started to back up into the cabin as if to 

close the door, but Calvin stepped forward. 
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"Ma'am, we really are professionals," he sincerely declared. "We send our 

evidence out to several related research teams. This is the last chance we get before 

winter to do this and since we think Sasquatch hibernate, cause nobody sees them much 

in winter; we have to look for Bigfoot now. Some kind of evidence is necessary: tracks, 

anything. We just have a lot of people thinking this will be it, and we '11 get to walk in the 

tracks of Bigfoot. Haven't you ever wondered what was out there? I mean the stuff you 

couldn't see or explain? Bigfoot is the real thing. Not just an urban legend or ghosts or 

anything. Lots of people seen 'em." 

"Wh-what? Whatever, I guess. It's fine ... just don't bother me." I closed the 

door. "Ghosts," I whispered with my back to the now closed door. 

I see Maggie, in pink sleeper pajamas: she crouches low to the ground. She is making 

homes for her stuffed animals. Her voice is soft, whispering to them in the dark corner. I 

can almost hear her say it again to them now. 

"We promise we are friends. We will go walking on adventureses tomowwow." 

"Okay Maggie what does that even mean- 'We promise tomorrow' - Maggie? 

Maggie? - God, you really are sick," I said aloud, and I chucked the useless screwdriver 

across the floor into the darkened corner. 

"I can't believe you just said yes to those guys. 'Finding Bigfoot?' Jesus, I am 

going completely insane!" 

Then, I started pulling foodstuffs out of their boxes and onto the kitchen shelves. I 

unpacked all my things. The floor needed sweeping. I worked to get dust from every 

comer. Then I scrubbed the cabinets in the kitchen area. The scruff-ing-scruff of the 

cleaning sponge was the only sound I could hear. Tim always thought I was too focused 
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on cleaning. He didn't get it and didn't really care about it, but usually, he was willing to 

help. I cleaned until late at night, but couldn't keep the thoughts and memories from 

haunting me despite how I scrubbed. 

Timothy: at Loyola, he is tall, thin, a little awkward, incredibly smart. He was 

focused on finishing school and his career goals. We have a fight over job opportunities 

that draw us in separate directions. We break up over our different destinations, and I 

don' t see him again for several years. At a conference for professionals in Energy, I meet 

him again. He is a gasoline risk analyst within BP's Whitten Refinery. I plan to return to 

the Chicago area with the Woodland-Benzie Company as a flammable risk assessment 

chemist. One thing comes from that reunion: I am certain that I don' t want to lose him 

again. He is more important than my work. And I am happy: happy, and without 

knowledge. 

I had nothing left to clean, and so I crashed into uneasy sleep. 

The next day, I went to Hoffman's store to get food and supplies. It was not really 

a grocery store but more of a clapboard shack with dusty shelves and a lot of canned 

goods, flam1el shirts, beer, Playboy magazines, fishing tackle, and a small fridge for eggs, 

milk, and bread. The floors tilted and buckled under me as I moved from the front of the 

store to the back. It had what I needed, as well as serving the purpose of letting John 

Hoffman know I was in the area. He kept tabs on what was happening and acted as the 

unofficial news source for most of the people who stayed there or passed through. As far 

as I remembered, John had always run that store and he also got dustier as the years went 

by. 
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I spoke briefly to him and but was glad John was pretty quiet at the moment. I 

didn't want to have to give much explanation for myself. 

"I'm sorry to hear about Tim and the girls. Let me and Natalie know if you need 

anything, okay?" John said simply as I turned to go. 

"Okay John, Thanks. Tell Natty I said, Hey." I mumbled the last part and hurried 

out. My lip bled bitterness in my mouth, but I just focused on walking forward. 

Everybody asked if I needed anything, but there was nothing that anybody could give me 

to fill the pit inside of me. 

The rock wall bordered the path next to me. Emma was always fascinated by it. 

On her knees, Emma would flop down and poke around under logs to see worms and 

fungal growth. She was compelled to find whatever creepy-crawly thing lay underneath. 

"Mama, what makes them know to live under things?" 

Impatiently I answered her, "Emma, how would I know? Put the rock down. I 

have to go." 

Her dirty fingers held back a rock on the top of the wall as she looked and 

wondered at the life she saw - her life that I lost. I turned away from the rocky wall and 

focused on my car door. Emma. 

My car rumbled up my drive and I drew my brows together tsking my teeth as I 

noted the two cars parked there. One was a pickup truck, the other a van with the words, 

Northern Territory Sasquatch Field Association of Researchers across one side, and then 

NTSFAR printed on the back doors. There was no one in the van, but there was some 

camping equipment in the back of the pickup. They had taken my okay as a full invitation 

apparently. I drove my SUV up the rest of the drive and brought my groceries in. 
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After putting them away and settling myself to make a cup of tea, I saw the young 

guy, Nick, walk past my window. He was slowly moving towards the van, and he got out 

some technical looking equipment - sound recording devices and cameras, it seemed. I 

saw him stumbling uncertainly back and forth like he was debating what else he should 

be getting. I was irritated with him and decided to go out and speak to the kid. 

I stomped off my porch and over towards the van where Nick was picking his 

equipment for his walk back into the woods. 

"What are you doing?" I said. 

"Huh? What do you mean, I just. .. " Nick startled and then looked at me blankly. 

"Did they send you back to get what you guys forgot?" I peered into the open van 

doors. Their equipment was poorly kept and outdated. "Really this stuff looks completely 

ineffective. Where is your thermal device? Are you taking a sound-structuring monitor to 

enable lower frequency vibrations to get recorded? We used most of this stuff ten years 

ago and no one thought is was decent equipment then. Did you have a perimeter cable to 

line your target area and get images of movement crossing its limit? Doesn't look like it." 

"How do you know about this stuff? I barely know about it except it gets these 

great nighttime images and we have one of the best resources of any of the Bigfoot 

research teams, so I mean, yeah." His statement drifted to nothing as I scowled at him. He 

just stood and looked back at me like I was some foreign beast he'd never encountered 

before. 

I said nothing else, but shook my head again and walked away back into my 

cabin. It started to rain. The droplets burned a coldness on my face, as I walked. Painful 

and unwelcome. It viciously brought back the memory of rain flooding under the 
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crumpled tilted car and I recalled opening my eyes and seeing Tim crumpled within the 

metal, bloody above me, and his warm blood and the cold water raining on me. 

He was so bold, reckless even, but I never saw this coming in my life with him. 

He wasn't scared or intimidated by me. I felt safe in his confidence. I remembered the 

first time I saw him in our Instrumental Analysis Lab. 

"What do you know of this process? Did you actually read that flammable risk 

assessment?" The professor asked him. 

"We are working for one of the best resource companies of any analysis team, so I 

mean, yeah." Tim answered. 

I watched him from the other side of the lab and wondered if he would hold up 

under pressure. He did. 

"You can check my data here; the experiment shows we have considered all 

factors. Just try it. Burn, baby, burn!" He grinned and looked my way. 

Too fast, and that is all it takes. Rain and a slick highway takes him away. Rain, 

and I have nothing left of him but his ghost in the dripping woods. 

For the next several days, I watched the team when they had to return to their 

trucks for supplies. They shuffled carelessly past, and I felt a growing dislike for their 

presence here. Usually they were off in the woods somewhere, and I only saw them as 

they came and went, but I was always aware of their being nearby. I ate canned soup for 

most of my meals and sat watching the rain coming down across my windows. This was 

the kind of rain that changed to snow in the quick shift of the wind - it was miserable: it 

suited my mood. 
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When I saw Carl struggling to get a set of Det Ear sound disks from the van, 

however, I sighed, threw on my coat and walked out in the afternoon rain and mud to 

assist. Ghillie suits hung in the van - monster costumes from a bad movie. I knew of a 

couple hunters who had worn them for deer hunting and swore by them, but I almost 

laughed thinking of Carl and Calvin putting on the ridiculous fake tree leaf costumes to 

fool Bigfoot. 

"You know you would never really fool anything with those Ghillie suits. They 

would smell you, I bet, and you wouldn't even have a chance to see them, much less take 

a picture. Here, I'll carry those two," and I picked up two of the Det Ear Disks used for 

picking up sound at a distance. 

"Thanks, I know the suits probably won't help but we'll try anything," Carl said. 

"Come on, show me where you all are. I probably should know so I can tell them 

where to find you when you get eaten by the Wen di go!" 

"Oh that's just a myth. It's not real," He sputtered. I almost smiled. 

The men were idiots. They did not know what they were doing to my woods and 

my desire for quiet. At the same time, I wanted to direct the activity to make sure 

everything was done right. Directing them and controlling their equipment was as 

familiar to me, as the woods themselves. Before I realized it, I was working to set up the 

research camp with the strange group. Calvin had a "Gone Squatchin" Shirt on, and it 

looked like the same one from our first meeting several days ago. Nick was nowhere to 

be found. The team had created a fake campground with food and a small tent as a lure 

for Bigfoot. Surrounding it, they had placed some of their recording equipment; cameras 

were mounted on surrounding trees, and food lures hung from ropes here and there and 
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amid the fallen leaves. I noted several noise making metal sheets, which would sound if 

stepped on. I smiled at the thought of the bears and raccoons enjoying this scene tonight. 

"We all spent the last several nights calling out to Bigfoot," Calvin told me. "Nick 

even tried a megaphone to help broadcast his Bigfoot cry. It's pretty authentic, you 

know," 

I did like setting up the equipment. I could concentrate on getting the wiring put 

properly in place and was careful to mount recording equipment: meticulously measuring 

the distances between trees and crawling down on the ground to get the wiring correct. I 

didn't talk much to either Carl or Calvin. They were a constant intrusion and reminder of 

human stupidity. They offered to help me, but I refused. "Just get out of the way and let 

me do my job." 

After the accident, I had made an attempt to go back to work, hoping to find my 

identity and some comfort. But I had changed and found it was impossible to deal with 

people. I couldn't tolerate the sympathy of others, any more than I could handle the 

incompetency of the interns in the field. 

"Jess, you have to take it easy on Cummins. He isn't an idiot," my boss said. 

"Richard," I sighed, "he'll never learn - I think all of you need to stay out of my 

way." 

Richard turned and looked at me. "I think you need to take some more time to 

recover." 

I worked to make the Sasquatch area a possible source of information and study, 

and when I was finished, I walked back to them and informed each of my arrangements. 

The men regarded me, as I moved about their camp, with little comment, staring at my 
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scraggly hair and dirty face like they were about to explain how I had done it wrong. All 

my efforts felt pointless. We all knew it didn't really mean a thing. Bigfoot wasn't to be 

caught. I noted Calvin's timid expression and silent gaping mouth. Clueless people like 

them were the reason I needed to get away to the woods. I left mumbling, 

"Motherfuckers." 

"Did you ever meet a woman like her? Serious issues there." Carl said a little too 

loudly. 

"Shut up Carl." Calvin muttered. I felt them watch me as I walked back towards 

my cabin. 

I closed the door and sat down on the floor. The light from the window made 

marks on the wood: a pattern of squares and lines, lines and squares, squares and lines. 

I was in the hospital with all its squares and lines when I knew. I woke in the 

hospital bed and remembered. The sobbing shrieking without words came from my 

animal sound of pain. The nurse came in and called for help. A growly noise then a 

panicked screech as I pulled the bandage over my head, the drip from my arm. "Where 

are they?" I screamed, "Where is Tim? Where are my girls? Where?" They gave me 

something to drug me to sleep, but I heard the nurse say I would have some serious 

issues. Lines and squares. Life no longer fits the framework of this world. 

Defeat crept closer to me then and my eyes stung. I was constricted and confined. 

I pulled my shoes off and threw them hard at the wall. They made a long, muddy trail 

across the room. I looked at my feet. They were foreign: not my own, and different 

somehow. I felt dizzy. Perhaps I was hungry. "Get up you idiot! Let's go. Come on! 
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Uugh," I grumbled to myself and got up barefoot to go to the shelves and find something 

I could focus on. 

I resolved to put together a research journal for the team so that any evidence 

gathered could be in one place. There was no Internet at the cabin, and I hadn't brought 

much with me anyway. No laptop, no iPad. I had never wanted to chase work while I was 

here. Now though, I strangely wanted to loose myself in the stupidest research I had ever 

done. I pulled out a paper journal and made some diagrams marking out a crude map of 

my property and the land of the neighboring forest. I didn't add much but wrote: 

Likely areas include: 

The line of Eastern hills near lake 

The fallen trees Northwest from the steep ravine 

The western Kissick bogs - small remote islands 

Northern deep forest valley 

I stared at what I'd written, but didn't know what to do with them. The words just 

seemed strangely meaningless. I put the journal down. I thought about how much I 

wanted the researchers to leave and what it would take to have that happen - not finding 

Bigfoot anyway. 

I was planning on going to the store again tomorrow but the rainy weather was 

blowing colder and a few flakes were falling, so I decided to go before it got dark out. 

The grocery had several people in it all getting a few items, probably before the snow. I 

was surprised even so, and asked John what all the people were doing here. 
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John leaned over his counter and spoke a little quieter. "You didn't hear? Well, 

we 're supposed to get a real storm here tonight and tomorrow: there's talk of over a foot 

this evening. You be careful Jess. We wouldn't want to lose you too, you know." 

John must have noticed my face as I paled at his words, an ache in my stomach 

making me lean too heavily towards the counter. 

I remembered Maggie: lost for a few terrible minutes but not like the loss of her 

forever. She had been in the toy aisle, and I turned around and she wasn't there anymore. 

She wasn't in the next aisle either. I dragged Emma through the store with me, frantic 

until I saw one sandaled leg flop out from under the woman's clothing rack. Maggie lay 

there humming. But I didn't see Maggie in the car after the crash. She was gone, her life 

lost in the rain and storm. Lost. 

John was stumbling over his words. "You okay, Jess? Hey Jess, I didn't mean 

anything. Just know we care about you okay? Be careful. Bad weather, you know." 

I mumbled a thanks for his concern and help, and brought my groceries home. I 

didn't even put them away, but instead pulled on warmer clothing and walked out to 

where I knew the Bigfoot hunters were stationed. Nick was the only one there. The 

brothers were gone, perhaps on the nearby ridge to set up another night camera site. Nick 

was sitting in the little tent holding a thermos when I came up to him. 

"Shit," he exclaimed. "I thought you were a Sasquatch when I heard you come up. 

It's getting so dark, I can hardly see out there. What's going on? Hey, did you need 

something?" 
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I shook my head and sat down next to him in the tent since standing outside over 

him seemed more awkward. "Not really. I was just checking to see if you all were still 

here. I heard we're supposed to get snow tonight." 

"Yeah I guess maybe so. That will make this whole thing harder. We had some 

great sound recording too; kept going on and on last night. You would not believe it." 

"No I probably wouldn't," I smiled. "Hey, so where are Calvin and Carl anyway? 

I figure I'll go tell them there is a storm coming in and you should get your stuff packed 

up. It's supposed to be over a foot." 

"No kidding? Already? That's too bad, it's not even December. We'll have a hard 

time unless the weather improves. Carl and Calvin are to the North, by that creek bed 

over there at the forest border." 

I remembered the creek. It was Emma's favorite spot for adventures. In my mind I 

saw her splashing into the water overwhelmed by the muddy wet that rose past her boots. 

She would shiver and laugh. She called to me, "Mama, come on!" That memory was 

replaced by another: water over the car window, and her head at an awkward angle, as 

she hung sideways from her car seat after the crash. 

I had to get out. 

I stumbled to my feet. "Hum, yeah, Okay. I'm going to walk over there before it 

gets dark and let them know," I said, and I hurried out of the tent. 

The woods were held waiting for the snow to start. Rain still dripped down, but it 

was turning into little icy pellets. I hurried on to the ridge knowing that night would come 

earlier with the cloudy sky. I walked through a low valley where the small creek flowed, 

familiar to me as a place I also had played when I was young. The water could be jumped 
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over with ease, but it made a pretty flow traveling away into the trees. I jumped it and 

then stopped to look for a moment - something caught my eye. A dark shape in the 

bushes shuffled towards me. It moved unsteadily and seemed uncertain of where it should 

go. Humanoid in stance and covered in - was it dirt? Mud? I stared for an unmeasured 

moment, holding my breath. Could it be? - my heart beat faster. Her body was muscular 

and long like a great-dane puppy, and she smelled - a strong smell of woods when 

decaying leaves are overturned: mushrooms, and fermented spiced apples. 

The creature raised itself up in the glooming darkness of the evening and she saw 

me through my eyes. She looked at me, and I looked at her. And something passed 

between us in that moment. She took hold of the things that anchored me to Tim and the 

girls. I grasped her knowledge of the woods. It was a breath-held moment of awareness 

for the other. She stood there contemplating me, and I knew her as well as myself. 

She was what they were looking for, but she was avoiding their discovery. I 

recognized the fur-covered torso, the long arms and muscular legs, but this was not a 

giant. She was still young - practically a baby but already fending for herself at almost 

my height. Her hairy face was crumpled in concern. She was worried about getting 

enough food before snow. I didn't have to talk to her, I just knew: like a mother who 

knows her child is sick. All the signs were just there, and in my mind a sudden 

communication came into existence and began to grow like a seed of awareness. I wanted 

to protect her, defend her, because she was young and of the forest, and because she had 

seen that last part of me. 

It was then that I looked down and realized how awkward I was, half-crouching 

half standing, with my head thrust forward to see her better and my feet planted at odd 
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angles in the mud. She made a noise deep in her throat, which began like an owl's hoot 

and ended low, as a Tibetan horn. The sound completely overwhelmed me, and filled me 

even to my bones until I could hear nothing besides the call of her distress signal. I could 

only watch as she turned and with two or three quick strides, left the stream, and moved 

up the bank on the other side of the water. 

I saw her disappear into the brush before I could do anything, but I wanted to 

follow her. Not chase her, but to be with her and go where she went. I felt a longing to go 

into the forest just as she could, and an anger over the threat to her and to us from the 

men in the woods. I no longer wanted any part of them: all I wanted was to get lost within 

the protection of the forest. I trudged through the falling snow, and eventually ended up 

back at the cabin. Every part of my body felt heavy and foreign. Even the cabin was not 

enough. 

Once long ago, my friend Marie told me the cabin would not be enough to help. 

This happened months ago. I was still in the hospital, after the car accident that ended my 

life with Tim and the girls, when Marie came to visit. 

"It'll get better Jessie honey. You'll get better. Don't go on up to that cabin. 

You'll be so alone." She said. 

"Enough. Enough. I have to be alone. I need this." I exclaimed. 

"Oh Jess, I don't know what to say. I'm so sorry." Marie put her arms around me 

but I couldn't do it. 

"No, just don't. Go away." I told her. So she left then. 

Afterwards, I ignored her phone calls. My best friend: I ignored her messages. 

Her friendship wasn't enough to fill the void. I was alone. 
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*** 
I am alone. The process began then. The woman, who had been in pain long ago, 

no longer swallows me. I exist in the woods. I follow the laws and the paths of the forest 

as all my kind does. I am forever altered. 

*** 
The next day, I woke late and tired. Feeling disoriented and out-of-place, I headed 

into the woods to see if there was any evidence to be found of the young sasquatch. At 

five inches, the snow had been less than expected, but was still enough that walking 

through the woods was challenging. I had not gone far towards the eastern ridge when I 

lifted my leg to go over a log and realized I was walking without any boots! How had I 

forgotten? I stared at my feet. They did not look like my own. The snow had not frozen 

them. A fine layer of red-brown hair covered my entire feet and legs. I pulled off my coat 

and looked at my arms. The same fine hair covered my hands and arms. I left my pack 

and coat and turned back towards the cabin. The cabin seemed odd and not-right 

somehow. I walked quickly now, without the hindrance of a coat or boots, and went into 

the front door. The cabin was no different. I was the one who was changing. I sat down at 

the small table, took out my research journal, and began to write. The paper was too 

white: the pencil was too thin. I got up after making one entry that read: 

-Snow cold. Cold white and cover ground. 

Why? Roll and curl and make place safe. 

Huhmmmm-

Was there food? Food I had not eaten in so long - it seemed so long. The refrigerator 

had the last milk. The eggs went into the milk with some applesauce and I drank it. I was 
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able to eat some bread and peanut butter but then I had to sleep again. I dragged the 

blankets off the bed so I could climb under my table and pulled my blankets in with me. 

The nest felt warm and right somehow. I thought of the young one in the woods, and I 

wondered where she was staying warm. 

I lay down with a headache of stars, and when I slept, I dreamed of them. In the 

dream, Tim and the girls are walking away from me. I am standing and watching them 

like I watched them once at the park. Tim holds Emma and Maggie's hands. He turns 

back and says to me, "Look at the stars do you see? They all have their own creatures 

living there. Time is different here." Tim finishes and they wander off. My daughters 

walk with their heads pointed up. The Pleiades are above - a family of stars that vanish 

with my ghosts. I am left in darkness. 

I awoke and immediately knew I had to leave. I stepped outside the cabin and 

pulled the door closed behind me. I held the key to the cabin in my hands and walked into 

the woods to the Bigfoot Research camp. It was time for me to get rid of the danger of 

those men, so the forest and my kind could be left alone. I saw them from among the 

trees and felt my anger towards them rising like a how 1. I dropped the key in the bushes 

as I neared their space. 

Carl and Nick were putting their things into crates. 

"We didn't have any real sign of Bigfoot last night," Carl said as I approached the 

men. 

"Well," Nick answered, "we had some rustlings and some loud knocking! And we 

heard a call. Now you gotta admit, that was incredible! And Calvin thought he saw 

movement near the ridge where we were, but we couldn't find a source for that when we 
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went to check it out. Time's up though. Too dang bad!" He was putting equipment into 

bags and he didn't look over towards me. 

"Yeah, it was pretty cool though," Carl said. "Hey, but it was freezing here last 

night. Not a foot of snow though. Not yet anyway. I can't believe we've already got 

weather like this." He called across the camp to his brother. "So, Calvin, are you all done 

packing up those cameras now?" 

"Yep." Calvin answered over from the other side of the tent where he was taking 

down the camera stands. 

"We didn't get exactly what we hoped, but there are some definite signs of 

activity here. We'll sure be back," Carl said as he moved to help Nick. The two of them 

looked over at me and jumped in surprise. 

"What? Is that a ... ?" Carl must have known who I was. 

He continued with more confidence: "You look pretty convincing there. Are you 

wearing a new Ghillie suit or something?" 

"Maybe," I answered, but I didn't sound like myself. It came out more low and 

throaty and sounded like, "ma-aray". 

"Well maybe we'll have better luck when we come back," Calvin said not 

noticing me yet. 

"I don't want you to come back." I mumbled. But I know he didn't hear my 

words. I didn't want them to come back. I didn't want them to bring others. I didn't want 

to be bothered any more. They were dangerous and stupid, taking pictures of what they 

didn't understand. I was done with them and had to keep them from returning. A small 

part of me felt sorry that they hadn't left already, but I forced the remnant thought away. 
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Instead, I moved over to their things and picked up a crate. It was like holding a package 

of paper towels. Nick and Carl were standing without moving and staring at me. 

I grunted and threw the box up and into the closest tree. It exploded with a loud 

metallic crash. 

"What the fuck?" Calvin yelled and then he really looked at me, and saw me for 

what I was. "Shit" he said. He turned to run in the opposite direction. 

I picked up another crate and this time I hurled it at Calvin who dropped like a 

bird midflight. He hit the ground hard with a scattering of electronics around him. 

Then Carl took action grabbing a pole to fend me off, but I pulled him from his 

feet by grabbing his arm and wrenching him down. I was taller than either of them now 

and no longer weak or frail. I used the claws on my hand to rake at his chest and redness 

poured out. I grabbed his pole and shoved it hard into the middle of his torso. 

Nick was left. He had his camera in hand fumbling to get a shot. I jumped towards 

him and bit at his neck. I held on with my teeth and clenched my hands around his head 

and his shoulder until he went limp. He never said a word. I left him there, bleeding on 

the ground and went over to their trucks. I pulled out the car batteries and smashed them 

down. The snow had started up again and was already covering the camp carnage. 

*** 
I am crying: I am howling. I am howling into the woods and the woods surround 

me. 

I walk back to the place I used to stay in and enter the door one last time. I take 

off the awkward shreds of clothing, not needing them. My house this place was. Now I 

begin to pick up whatever I can find and throw it so it smashes. I smash every window. I 
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break the cupboards and the lights. I open the boxes and toss their contents around the 

room. I tear down curtains and shred the furniture. 

Everything is broken. The forest can come in now. The last box holds pictures and 

newspaper clippings. I look at the pile for a moment and know I will leave them as well. 

The words mean something to me. The pictures: too painful and too broken. A woman, a 

man, and two daughters. They cry out for me, but I do not listen. I stare at the scraps, and 

then crumple them on the ground before me. They are ruined, like life, before and long 

ago, is ruined. 

We only understand three times now. 

There is a remote long-ago: what made us, commg from our parents then 

struggling to be young without knowledge of what life holds: we know that time existed, 

but we choose not to consider - it is full of pain. 

There is a past: the before time. It is the true knowledge of what life holds - the 

loss, and the resistance to the life of our kind. The past is our tool and our motivation. 

There is a now: the now is all there is for us. We walk and breathe. We eat what 

we find, if it grows or blossoms, or if it wiggles in our large quick hands. We smell the 

forest - the place we are - and we notice the smell of other lives: distant and remote. 

I have to make the before-time go away, to break it and remove all humanness 

from the woods and from me, for I know this is the law of my kind. 

I leave through the broken doorway, avoiding the path and rounding back from 

the side of the house. I walk into my woods, impervious to the snow. I want to sit down 

for a moment and rest, but I go to find my own, the lost ones. I look for the young one 

who is also alone. 
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We are the people of the woods, the Sasquatch. I draw a full breath and the rolling 

sound comes from me as I call into the forest. The call is like distant thunder. I shake 

with the effort and wait for a reply. The snow is falling but I think a remote reply comes 

through the trees. We are safe; the humans are gone. The camp is ruined and the place I 

once lived is finished. My ghosts are left behind. 
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On Crafting "Displacement" 

I first wrote this story a year ago as a work of psychological realism that focused 

on the themes of grief, the natural world of the forest, and Sasquatch. I originally wrote 

this as a 4 752-word, sixteen page work of psychological realism. I made further revisions 

which changed the genre to magical realism, and increased the length to 7631 words. In 

the story, Jessica retreats to her family cabin after surviving a car crash that kills her 

family. She encounters the forest primarily as a comfort for her pain and later as a force 

that transforms and consumes her. My goal in the story was to consider how a person 

goes on with life after devastating loss, and what tools might facilitate their moving 

forward. In its earlier drafts, however, I felt compelled to attempt an answer or resolution 

to bereavement that involved a "fix": a kind-hearted solace for the loss. The story never 

felt quite right as a result. There is no resolution. There can be consolations or even new 

opportunities, but the loss is permanent. 

Joan Didion writes in her book titled The Year ofMagical Thinking, which depicts 

the sudden death of her husband and fatal illness of her daughter: "This is my attempt to 

make sense of the period that followed, weeks and then months that cut loose any fixed 

idea I had ever had about death, about illness, about probability and luck" (7). In a similar 

way, "Displaced" is my attempt to write about grief. Grief and loss do not make sense. 

Often, people suffering from tragedy don't make much sense either, for they find ways to 

rationalize their hope that things are different: that the tragedy did not occur. Didion 

writes about the difficulty of accepting painful loss. She says that, after her husband had 

died and was buried, she, "needed to be alone so that he could come back" (33). Like my 

protagonist, Jessica, Didion feels her life has ended. "Life changes fast. I Life changes in 
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the instant. I You sit down to dinner and life as you/ know it ends" (3). Didion tries to 

articulate her astonishment that the loss of her husband could result in such a complete 

change of her whole understanding of her own life. "Grief has no distance. Grief comes 

in sudden apprehensions that. .. obliterate the dailiness of life." (27). Somehow Didion 

had to find a way to bear the loss. After reading her account, I considered how often she 

expressed her sense that the loss was intolerable. "Displaced" is about what might happen 

when the pain of loss is too great to endure. 

Bharati Mukherjee also writes a short story about a grieving wife and mother that 

I used as a model for my work. In her story titled "The Management of Grief," the 

protagonist, Shaila Bhave, is left alone after the death of both her husband and two sons 

in an airplane crash. Shaila tries to be brave and calm, for a long time, and wonders at her 

numb emotions. Ultimately, she can go on no longer and makes a choice to walk away 

from everything in her life, after hearing the ghostly voices of her family telling her to be 

brave. The final lines of the story are: "I heard the voices of my family one last time. 

Your time has come, they said. Go, be brave. I do not know where this voyage I have 

begun will end. I do not know which direction I will take. I dropped the package on a 

park bench and started walking" (197). In my story, the protagonist, Jessica, also deals 

with the loss of her husband and children by walking away from everything, when she 

chooses to escape into the remote northern woods. Her unendurable tragedy carries her 

away from the life she knew and creates a lasting physical, as well as psychological, 

change in her. Jess becomes the elusive Bigfoot creature that everyone seeks because of 

her effort to escape the world of human sympathy and retreat into the wild. 
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The work has gone through many significant technical, developmental, and plot 

changes. It has transfonned from a lighter tale of transferred affection, in which Jessica 

finds a lost little girl in the woods and considers adopting her, to an account of complete 

altered consciousness, in which Jessica is literally transformed by her grief into 

something nonhuman. The description of the forest, which is the setting for the story, is 

based on my own experience of living in remote Michigan woods and visiting family in 

Wisconsin and Minnesota. In my return visits, the forest that feels unchanging: preserved 

in time. Like the pernrnnence of those real woods, the forest setting of the story has 

remained the same, having withstood the many revisions; yet it is more vivid because of 

them. Jessica's tragedy and her compulsion to retreat to the woods of her childhood have 

continued to be the core of the story. 

I made many technical changes between the first and final draft. One of these 

changes was an alteration in voice. The story was originally written in third person past 

tense, and therefore perspective was controlled by the remote omniscient voice. I wanted 

to show more of the character of Jessica. To do this I considered the suggestion from 

Michael Kardos in his writer's guide The Art and Craft ofFiction. Kardos claims that, "in 

a first-person story, the narrative voice can't help revealing the personality of the 

character doing the revealing" ( 61 ). First person narrative made the story more powerful, 

because Jess could speak for herself to articulate her motives and define her character. 

Therefore, using first person allowed me to investigate the true purpose of this story - the 

unresolved grieving process paired with the mystery of nature. The short story by Donald 

Barthelme titled, "Views of My Father Weeping" is an example of another writer's 

choice to use first person voice, and it effectively conveys the speaker's thoughts on the 
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senseless death of the father from a careless injury. The speaker repeatedly states that the 

father is occupied doing other things besides dying until finally saying: "There is my 

father, sitting in his bed, weeping" (Barthelme 490). This work affirmed my decision to 

switch from the third person voice to first person, because the purpose of that story is to 

understand who the nan-ator is and not simply to know that such events have occun-ed. 

In doing so, I was able to also change the tense in order to help convey the human 

voice of the past and the Bigfoot voice of the present. The later drafts, including the final 

work, make use of first person past and also present tense in order to distinguish between 

the past tense voice of Jessica, as she remembers her humanness, and the present tense 

voice of Jessica, who transforms into Bigfoot. I also used present tense when she recalls a 

memory of her family. I chose this to show how her memories control and haunt her, 

driving her to reject a human understanding of time and the pain of suffering, for if she 

lives in the present, she does not have to suffer the memory of the past. 

Furthermore, I worked to develop the protagonist's character more fully by 

showing her desire to escape her own existence and remove herself from humanity. I felt 

it was important to do this for, as Kardos states, "nothing is more fundamental to 

storytelling than character desire - especially strong desire," (117). Therefore, I used 

additional ghostly flashbacks, which also became an important part of showing her 

suffering. She was essentially bound to the dead, and she desired release from her life and 

awareness. I chose to transform Jessica's persona from slightly passive, sad but pleasant, 

to bitter, difficult, and judgmental. I made a later change to include information on her 

past, and how she came to be so interiorly alone due to her own childhood loss of mother 

and her distance from others outside of her family. Her attitude towards the research team 
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became tense instead of friendly. I emphasized her emotional separation and distance 

from others through more exchanges and interior reflection. 

The most significant plot change involved the protagonist actually becoming a 

Sasquatch as the way in which I revealed her changing character. This was necessary 

because of what Kardos calls, "the close relationship between character and plot" in 

which, "plot is the way that characters get tested and reveal their truest, deepest, selves," 

( 48). Bigfoot came into existence, within the changing story, as a physical symbol of the 

threatening inhumanity ·of her loss. Originally, I focused on the issue of loss and denial as 

a coping mechanism, and hoped to explore the varied motivations behind the extreme 

hobby of searching for Bigfoot. I sought to examine what kind of person would spend so 

much time, effort, and energy to search for something so impossibly elusive. As the craft 

process continued through various rewrites, I moved away from exploring this concept in 

order to focus on the transformative aspect of becoming Bigfoot, not just searching for it. 

The search for and eventual magical transformation into Bigfoot reflects the 

human search for peace through an altered state of muted sensibility after a loss. The 

duality between the isolation of grief and the existence of the reclusive Bigfoot creature 

mirrors the duality of two different but intertwining realities. As such, they exemplify the 

words of the editors in Magical Realist Fiction who state: "The most distinctive aspects 

of magical realism [which] lie at the point where two different realities intersect, perhaps 

to collide, perhaps to merge" (Young and Hollaman 2). The plot change from the earlier 

search for Bigfoot to becoming Bigfoot alters the story genre from psychological realism 

into magical realism. As a work of magical realism, "Displacement" moves from the real 

or natural, "with familiar events and details, and then moves towards the extraordinary," 
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(Young and Hollaman 6). The action begins within the scope of our understandable world 

and moves from that into the unexplainable. The unexplainable aspect of the magical 

realism genre fits the unexplainable quality of grief, which cannot be articulated or 

expressed. 

The ending was made dramatically different with the removal of the lost girl 

Ashley, who had acted as a kind of consolation prize in earlier drafts. Ashley was part of 

an inappropriate happy ending. Michael Kardos explains the need for appropriate 

endings. He advises writers to steer clear of their desire to tie everything up in a "neat 

little bow" (138). Kardos states that it is not necessary to resolve every issue, that life is 

complicated enough. There are, he says, "No easy solutions; no neat little bows" (138). I 

realize that this is one of my writing difficulties, and I wanted Jess to be healed, but that 

can't happen. She had to become Sasquatch and there was no more room in the story for 

Ashley. Changes also occurred in the various relationships involving the protagonist and 

other elements including the forest, her dad, kids, Bigfoot, and the research team 

invading her space. 

Titling the story was the first craft-related problem I encountered and part of the 

technical changes that I needed to make. I had never liked the original title, and knew that 

I wanted to change it. The story first had the title, "Walking in Smaller Feet." This is 

obviously a reference to children and Bigfoot, but seemed too cutesy for the somber 

theme of later drafts. I consider the title a critical element to story-craft and I had to find 

something better, but no title seemed to fit. For a time, drafts sported the heady title of 

"The Raw Metamorphosis of Misery". I threw this possibility out when I had a reviewer 

comment that it was a little bit to close to The Unbearable Likeness ofBeing. I retitled the 
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drafts "Chequamegon Forest" but as I have trouble pronouncing this, I didn't want to 

burden the reader. Next came the nod to native First Peoples with the title " People of the 

Woods." I felt that, while there was something appealing to it, the title did not include the 

concept of change and this is critical to the story. Jessica cannot change her past, she 

cannot change her spiritual starvation, and in order to end her ghostly reminders, she 

gives up her humanity and metamorphoses into something else. I looked for inspiration 

and found it in a list of psychological tenns connected to grief. "Displacement" is so 

titled because Jess transfers her grief into anger and violence towards others, and rejects 

the humanity of those who would care for her, and by extension her own humanity, as 

well. 

Describing and explaining the transformation of the protagonist from woman into 

Sasquatch was another craft-related problem I encountered as part of the necessary 

character development that I needed to reveal. In reality, people, such as Joan Didion, 

who experience tragic loss, feel changed, but are not physically transformed as a result of 

loss. In the genre of magical realism, that transformation can be an actuality, but certain 

rules or laws of magical realism must still apply. The transformation has to be believable 

within the context of the story. I wanted the reader to be uncertain of "which is real and 

which the magical, where fact leaves off and fancy begins," (Young and Hollaman 4). To 

do this, I felt the transformation needed a bit of subtlety but also could not be a complete 

surprise. As Young and Hollaman contend, it could not be "explained as hallucination" 

( 4). The transformation had to be an accepted fact within the story, not an easily 

explainable episode of grief-induced psychosis, in order to remain within the realm of 

magical realism. 
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I also didn't want to give too many long detailed descriptions of the physical 

change, because I felt this would steer the emphasis away from the psychological changes 

occuning in her. I gained some insight into how this could happen from the short story 

"Axolotl" by Julio Cortazar. Also told in first person and using both past and present 

tense, "Axolotl" tells of the protagonist's transformation into the unusual amphibian after 

a bond of interest forms. The transfonnation happens without explanation and without 

crisis. It simply happens: "I saw from very close up the face of an axolotl immobile 

against the glass. No transition, and no surprise, I saw my face against the glass" 

(Cortazar 358). Inspired by this work, I described Jessica's transformation as an 

unexplainable event that happens after she sees and connects with a young Sasquatch in 

the woods. All of her grief is likewise transformed, for in her new state of being, she no 

longer has to attend to grief: the ghosts of her past are able to be forsaken when she 

rejects her own humanness and completely withdraws from society. 

The story ends with her attack on the research lab camped out in the woods. The 

transformed Jessica no longer identifies with them as fellow humans. She sees them only 

as a threat to her species that must be eliminated. Thus she destroys them and all of their 

camp as well as her own cabin in an attempt to obliterate their existence. Her grief 

becomes displaced aggression canied out upon them. She is left to enter the primeval 

forest without further contemplation of her past suffering. 
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