Finding Love Through Bigfoot

A gay romance by Jamie Fessenden




Finding Love Through Bigfoot

A gay romance

By Jamie Fessenden
8/4/2011

Copyright 2011 by Jamie Fessenden



Stuart first saw the creature just about a weed afioving into the old farmhouse. Thor
was chained outside, barking up a storm, whichéneerdid. Stuart opened the screen door and
peered out to see what the hell was bothering eheally taciturn dog, when he got a whiff of
something foul. It smelled swampy, though thereniteany stagnant water nearby, and a bit
musky, on top of that.

Then he saw it -- a large, dark shape crouched delare the yard turned into an
expanse of overgrown pasture. At first, Stuartigia it might be a coyote or even a bear. But
then he nearly had a heart attack, because thg lgmpt up and ran ran, on two legs! -- across
the field, and disappeared into the forest on thercside.

Stuart dragged Thor into the house, the dog strgiagainst his chain to go after the
thing, and then he called the police.

"It seemed kind of like a gorilla,” Stuart told thean on the phone, though now that he
was in the bright incandescent light of the kitchttat sounded ridiculous. This was New
Hampshire, not the African Congo.

"Are you sure it wasn't a neighbor's dog?" theceffiasked.

"No...I mean, it wasn't a dog."

The policeman offered to send a car around to chiexkit, but it was after midnight, and
Stuart was beginning to think he'd imagined the tix@ycreature moved. It must have been a
bear, lumbering on two legs, or...something.

Stuart thanked the officer and said he was sw@stnothing.

The next morning, Stuart went outside with Thohniatside. The massive brown and
black German Shepherd nosed around at the matied ghere the thing had been squatting the
night before, and Stuart let Thor drag him up ®ékge of the forest, following the trail. But
apart from an unpleasant musky smell that lingargbe air, they could find nothing tangible.

Several days passed without incident, and Stuariooed himself that what he'd seen
must have been some animal common to the areat d¥ltse old-timers in town probably
wouldn't have given it a second glanc8oinds like you had a run-in with a black scatté&rho
Yep, they can be pretty scary to a city boy, bey'te harmless, if you know how to approach
‘em...)

So Stuart busied himself with settling into the rfeause and getting to know the
neighbors who hung out at the General Store all dagtting about farming and the weather, as
if nothing had changed in the past hundred years.

Until the night Thor woke him up out of a soundegle Usually the dog was content to
sleep at the foot of the bed 'til morning, botmtrpaws and his head draped protectively over
Stuart's legs. But this night Stuart woke to Tpacing back and forth from the bed to the door,
whimpering.

"You really have to go that bad?" Stuart groaneudirat but he got up and threw on his
robe and slippers. Then he let the dog lead hiwndtairs to the kitchen door.



Stuart had intended to just let Thor outside tdhiddousiness without chaining him, and
then call the dog back in. The dog was well endugjiaved for that. But as soon as he opened
the door, Thor bolted past him, barking furiouslyg.the bright moonlight, Stuart saw a shadowy
form stand up in the garden. (Stuart hadn't haé to plant anything, but perhaps the thing was
used to swiping zucchini from the previous owners.)

“Thor! No!"

But it was too late. Thor was nearly upon the teneawhen it bounded into the pasture.
Thor was running fast, but somehow this thing madag outdistance him, running along on
two legs again with a long, loping stride.

"Thor! Get back here, you dumb mutt!"

Stuart took off after his faithful companion withausecond thought. Thor didn't know
this area any better than he did, and he wasi&gtiihat the dog would chase his prey into the
woods and get lost. The poor dog could wanderratdorever in the northern New Hampshire
forests without finding a way out.

When he reached the edge of the forest, Stuartl&tilil hear Thor's barking, and he
plunged into the dense thicket of birch and aspaiting the dog until his voice began to grow
hoarse. He had good night vision and the moonhigisin the sky and nearly full, but the forest
was thick with shadows and Stuart soon realizedidsein danger of getting lost himself, if he
went any further.

He stopped moving, but continued to call after T voice growing shaky with
desperation. He'd had Thor for over a decade aad/Joved the dog like a child. The thought
of Thor wandering around lost and alone in thesedsahilled him. And what if Thor got into
a confrontation with...whatever that thing was?

"Come on, Thor!" Stuart pleaded. "Let's go honwmagh!"

He heard something rustling in the undergrowtht@tfis right and a little behind him.

For a moment, he thought the dog had circled batkm. But his relief was short-lived, as he
heard Thor barking again -- not from the underghgwut from somewhere far up ahead. Then
he heard a low, menacing growl, and got a whiahething halfway between a swamp and a
sweaty armpit, before something huge and dark luetbeut of the trees at him.

Stuart screamed and ran.

The thing was fast. Faster than Thor, and cegtdaster than Stuart. But it didn't seem
particularly bent orcatchingStuart. It seemed content to chase him and sca¢&im, making
noises that sounded almost like a man shoutingeoiitges, but very guttural and not fully
articulated. Stuart ran hard, dodging trees antpjng over brush and fallen branches, gasping
for breath until he thought his lungs were goingxtplode.

At some point, he lost his slippers, but he kephiag, stones and jagged branches on
the forest floor cutting into his bare feet.



Then suddenly, he realized that the thing's scnegumad stopped. In fact, he could no
longer hear it crashing through the forest behina hCertainly, he hadn't managed to outrun it.
Had it simply gotten bored and given up the chase?

Still, Stuart was afraid to stop, and might havptkenning, if he hadn't jumped a bush
and collided with something warm and soft. Oreatsk, softer than a tree.

He grunted, the breath knocked out of him, at Hmestime a man's voice gasped,
"Fuck!" Then Stuart and whatever it was he'd delli with tumbled forward and struck the
ground.

He lay there for a minute, gasping for breath,lum@irealized that what he was lying on
was also gasping. And covered in flannel. A sddater, the man underneath him snarled out
another obscenity and pushed Stuart of off of hihmard.

"What the hell do you think you're doing? You abbblve killed me!"

Stuart lay on his back, too exhausted to move amdensely relieved to hear another
human voice. "Something...something was chasing heegasped out.

"What?"

"I don't...know. It was...huge and...black...hairy...."

"A bear?"

Stuart shook his head, gulped hard, and forceddiirtgssit upright. He could see the
man more clearly now in the pale moonlight filtgridown through the trees. The guy was
dressed in jeans and a heavy flannel shirt. Semethunter, perhaps. He had close-cropped
hair and might have been handsome, but it wastoaell in this light.

"Not a bear. It ran on two legs."

Stuart thought the man might tease him and telllimvas imagining things, but instead
he jumped up and looked around quickly, searctiegiark forest with his eyes. "Damn it! |
don't see it."

Eventually, he gave up searching the surroundingds@nd turned to look at the ground,
near where Stuart had collided with him. He sigaed reached down to pick something up.
"Terrific."

Stuart couldn't tell what the device was, in thekgdhut it appeared to be broken, with
one piece dangling from a couple wires. He hopadsn't too expensive, since he expected the
man to demand that Stuart pay to have it repaired.

The man glanced over at him again, and it was th&nStuart realized he was sitting
with his legs spread, and the robe had spread iopahthe tumbling around. He also wasn't
wearing a stitch underneath it.

Embarrassed, Stuart scrambled to cover himself.

The man chuckled. "My name is Jake. Why don'geteyou to my camp, SO you can
tell me all about this thing that was chasing you?"



There was no way Stuart would be able to find lay wome without help, so he
followed Jake through the forest, until they cama small clearing. There, Jake had a single
man tent set up, with a campfire nearby -- curyeetinguished.

"I don't usually light the fire at night,” Jake dawhich struck Stuart as odd. "But you
look like you could use a nice campfire, right now.

Stuart had to admit that a cozy campfire, chasugyathe shadows, might do a lot
towards beating back the terror that threateneéotake him. He was still lost, with no idea if
Jake knew how to get him back to the farmhouse tlaaicthing was still out there, somewhere.
He also didn't know what he would do, if Thor nerreanaged to find his way back home.

Stuart sat on a log, pulling his robe tightly abbimself, while Jake lit the fire. Jake
appeared to be a competent woodsman, and he Hadirgfire going in short order.

"Are you a hunter?" Stuart asked.

Jake turned from his work to regard him thoughyfulln the orange-gold light of the fire,
Stuart could see that he was indeed very handssitiea strong jaw, covered with a few days'
of sandy blond beard growth, and vibrant green.ey&d a sort."

"What sort?"

Jake laughed and rubbed his chin. "Well, you ktiwat thing that chased you?"

"How could | forget?"

"That's what I'm hunting.”

That explained his reaction to Stuart's descript@snf he was disappointed that the thing
wasn't still chasing Stuart. "Well, then," Stusaid, "Maybe you can tell me what the fuck it
is?"

Jake appeared to be mulling that one over, bef@e@bwered, "Let me show you
something."

He rolled up his right sleeve to reveal a deepsaast-shaped scar on the skin of his arm.
Stuart leaned close and realized that the scabéeand caused by some kind of animal bite. "That
looks nasty."

"Not as bad as when it was fresh," Jake repliedtemaf-factly. "I got it when | was
patrolling the state park a few years back, workia@ ranger. Some campers came into the
ranger office one night, scared shitless, goingloout some kind of animal that attacked them in
their camp and ran off with a bunch of their fodshid it moved like a man, but it was huge and
covered all over with black hair. It also reeked."

"Oh, god," Stuart said, rolling his eyes, "Please'dtell me it waBigfoot That would
besolame.”

"Do you mind if | finish?"

"Be my guest."

Jake reached out with his right arm to adjust drtbelogs on the fire, and Stuart got
another look at that scar. There were two crescastif something had attempted to chomp
right through his arm. "l figured they'd just seehear," Jake went on, "And they were so
scared, their memories were playing tricks on th&ut | drove out to take a look. At first, |



didn't see much, other than the fact that theirgcaad been torn apart by something looking for
food.

"But | did smell something kind of rank, and thatsen | turned and saw a face,
watching me from the bushes. It wasn't a beawa#in't anything I'd ever seen before -- sort of
like a man, but covered in black fur, and withsart of a muzzle. | lifted my gun slowly, not
really intending to shoot, but...you know, justase. That's when | was hit from the side by
another one. That one beat me pretty near sessdBeg not before | tried to block it with my
forearm, and got a chunk taken out of it. Thdafitme there, and both of them disappeared into
the woods.

"l was in a lot of pain and losing blood, and Iddad out," Jake continued, "But
fortunately one of the other rangers came lookorgrie. She took me to the hospital, and they
stitched me up. The doctor said the bite lookeddmuto him, but pretty big. And whatever bit
me had fangs."”

"So you vowed you wouldn't rest until the creatwses dead," Stuart finished for him.

Jake snorted and gave him an annoyed look. "DoK like Captain Ahab?"

"Just kidding," Stuart replied, sheepishly.

"Look, | don't think the 'creatures' are evil, aything like that. Sure, one attacked me,
but I was aiming a gun right at its friend, or maféat just proves it's got enough brains to
know what a gun is. Over the past few years,d&en tracking them, trying to find out exactly
what they are -- hell, maybe thaye Bigfoots or Sasquatches, though hardly anyoneew N
Hampshire claims to have seen one of those. Ataey I've heard some stories and seen some
evidence, and so far I'm the only one in these wadtb seems to have been hurt by one."

Stuart grudgingly conceded that, if the creatur ieally wanted to catch him, it could
have. It was probably just chasing him to give hiscare, after Thor harassed it.

God, | hope Thor's okay.

"You hungry?" Jake asked him.

Stuart shook his head. "No. Just worried aboutioty, and damned tired. | was
sleeping before Thor woke me up to go monster hgtiti

"You think your dog can find his way home?"

"I don't know. We just moved here."

Jake nodded, his expression compassionate. "dlhope he does. In the meantime,
| can offer you a place to sleep, if you don't mihd tent being a little cramped. Then we can
try to find your house in the morning."

It was a reasonable plan, though Stuart was a liticomfortable at the idea of sleeping
in such close quarters with a total stranger. 3akened okay, but...well, just how sane was a
man who'd dedicated years of his life to huntingf&t? Granted, he had good reason to
believe the creature was real, but still....

At any rate, Stuart didn't have much choice. Isw#her accept Jake's offer or stumble
blindly through the forest until morning, probalggtting himself even more lost, in the process.



Jake at least gave the impression of knowing higsavaund these woods. He might be able to
get them out of here.

"Okay," Stuart replied, his weariness showing tiglgu'That sounds good."

Jake seemed to be mulling something over agairlasAthe spread his hands and said, "I
suppose | should tell you, before you crawl in teat with me, since it's going to be pretty
snug...I'm gay. Not that | can't keep my handsiyself, but...| know some guys would be
bothered by it."

Oh. Stuart stared at him blankly for a moment, wamdgif he should confess that he
was gay, too. But maybe that wouldn't be sucheatgdea. Jake might take it as an implied
invitation. Damn it! Did straight people haveshroblem?

"That's fine," Stuart said, electing not to volwartlis own orientation. After all, he
wasn't planning on making a pass at Jake, so wimpkoate things?

Jake insisted on making sure the fire was completad before they slept, dousing it
with water from a bucket he had nearby. Then h8tigart crawl into the tent first.

'Snug’ was definitely one word for it. Jake hairall LED flashlight hanging from the
ceiling, which he reached in and turned on, whtlea8 tried to make himself comfortable.
There was only one sleeping bag, of course, andsthardly big enough for two people. But
that was lying on an insulated pad, and there wenge heavy thinsulate blankets scrunched up
around the edges of the tent, along with a boftieater and some plastic bags of clothes. The
entire space had a masculine smell to it that wasistakable, but not unpleasant.

"You can take the sleeping bag, if you want,” Jaienteered, still crouched at the
entrance to the tent, as he unlaced his hikingsbaad removed them.

"That's okay. I'll just stretch out beside youtbe mat. Can | borrow one of these
blankets?"

Jake crawled inside the tent and zipped up the fiilmor "1 suppose you could do that,
but that insulating pad's not very thick. You'drbere comfortable -- and warmer -- if we laid
the sleeping bag out beneath us and shared a hladkeo you."

Stuart wasn't sure if that was sound wildernesgglrlogic, or just an excuse to get
close. Maybe it was a bit of both. But he couldeally say he cared. Now that he was no
longer pumped up on adrenalin, the only thing hddctthink of was laying down somewhere
comfortable and closing his eyes for a while. altd started to get frisky in the night...well,
Stuart would deal with that, when and if it happgne

"All right," he said. Then, taking note of Jakigans and heavy flannel shirt, he asked,
"Are you going to sleep in your clothes?" He méntiicked himself, the moment he said it.
Was hetrying to get them into a sexual situation?

"Do you mind if | strip to my skivvies?"

"l guess not."

Jake didn't bother unbuttoning the shirt. He gligtped it over his head, along with his
undershirt. The cool, bluish light from the LERghlight wasn't exactly mood lighting, but
Stuart was nevertheless impressed by the musauterand chest revealed. When Jake shucked



his jeans, Stuart had to force himself to look awhkyjust a pair of black boxer briefs, Jake was
as beautiful as a Greek statue. Though, even mgehriefs, it was easy to tell the similarity
didn't extend tdhat part of his anatomy.

"Are you going to keep the robe on?" Jake askedeyes twinkling.

Stuart gave him a wry smile. "You already know ieked under this. | thought you
weren't going to make a pass at me."

"No pass," Jake replied. "Just making sure yaidrafortable.”

"Uh, huh." It was true that he was already feetaggled up in the damned thing, and it
wasn't that he was shy, exactly. "Fine. But lohtaking it off until there's a blanket over me.
And you promised to keep your hands to yourself."

"Scout's honor."

"Were you ever actually a scout?"

"Absolutely. Scout's honor."

Stuart sighed and shook his head at Jake's plgsiful

They spent a couple minutes wrestling with thelegebag to get it unzipped and lying
flat under both of them -- something they shouldehdonebeforeclimbing into the tent, in
retrospect -- but eventually they managed it. Thadte took one of the thinsulate blankets and
pulled it over them. Stuart slipped out of hise@mnd tucked it to one side.

At last, Jake flicked off the tiny flashlight artaety settled down in the dark, almost
spooning, but not quite actually touching. Steadld feel Jake's warmth against his back and
Jake's soft breath against the nape of his neckedtndonderfully safe and comforted, despite
the fact that he was (almost) snuggled up to & sttanger -- a man he might have considered to
be crazy, had they met a few days ago -- in thellmidf nowhere.

Within minutes, he was sound asleep.

Something woke Stuart, just before dawn. He wasm# what, but he had an anxious
feeling, as though he'd heard something in higpdbegt hadn't quite registered it. He noted
briefly that Jake had broken his "no touch" ruld &ad one arm draped protectively around
Stuart's chest. But Jake's deep breathing indidegevas asleep, and his hand wasn't roaming,
so Stuart couldn't say he minded.

Then he heard the noise that had awoken him sdhad of a large animal moving
around outside the tent. It was moving quietlyd &#om what Stuart could tell, poking at the
remains of the campfire, grunting occasionally. sWdhe creature? Or a bear? Both could be
dangerous.

Stuart thought about waking Jake, but he was afcamdake any noise. It wasn't long,
however, before he realized that Jake's breathagyne longer deep and even, and his hand had
tightened against Stuart's chest. He was awake aioavlistening.

Stuart knew enough about bears to realize thageotmput of the tent to confront one
would be foolhardy. Likewise, beginning a confiaidn with one of the man-things on hands
and knees, crawling out of the tent, would likeéydbad idea, too. Jake seemed to concur.



They remained still and silent for a long timetdising to the animal wander about the camp,
until the sounds drifted away.

Then Jake got up slowly. In the faint gray lighat was filtering through the tent, Stuart
saw Jake motion for him to remain quiet. Then Jakapped the tent door and peered out into
the gray morning. After looking around, he slippedside.

Stuart waited for the sound of screams or growligumrfire (though he hadn't actually
seen a gun anywhere), but when all remained cgetpuldn't resist poking his head out. Jake
was standing at the edge of the clearing in nothurtdgis underwear, looking ethereal and
beautiful in the morning mist, as he scanned thedsdor any sign of the animal.

Stuart climbed out of the tent and went to join riéweger.

"Something was here," Jake whispered, "But it'agjeared."

"Do you think it was a bear?"

"No. Look."

He led the way to the fire pit, where something blearly disturbed the logs and ash.
There were several prints around the area -- s@neclear -- of bare feet that looked basically
human. But they were enormous. When Jake plaisgodt near one, careful not to obscure it,
Stuart could see that the print was several intdreger than Jake's foot.

"Damn it!" Jake said, still keeping his voice IoWwish | had my camera.”

"Where is it?"

"In my knapsack. Currently, in two pieces."”

Stuart remembered the device he'd knocked outkefsldand the night before and
thought it best not to say anything further abaut i

"I've got some plaster,"” Jake went on. "I can wippa batch and make casts, at least.
Just be careful where you walk."

For some reason, Jake seemed to be carefully agdiibking at Stuart. That's when
Stuart looked down and realized he'd crawled otih@tent without grabbing his robe. "Oops!"
He laughed, embarrassed, covering his crotch vistidinds. "Sorry. | wasn't thinking."

"Can't say | mind," Jake replied, the twinkle backis eye, though he was still averting
his gaze. "Not at all.”

Stuart turned to go back to the tent, then stopyadfivay and told Jake, "l suppose it isn't
really fair of me to keep pretending I'm straighin not."

"So now you're going to run around naked for trst of the day?"

"Well...no. It's not related. | just...."

Jake chuckled warmly. "I hate to tell you thigy&t, but | kind of figured it out.”

"Really?"

"Really. Now, why don't you go grab your robeadslanket? I'd liked to get these casts
poured. After that, we can figure out how to geti jaome. I'll bet your pooch is already there,
waiting for his breakfast.”

As nice as it would be to sit in his cozy kitcheyaim, nursing a cup of coffee --
hopefully, with Thor safely curled up on his neadng bed -- Stuart felt a little disappointed.



Would Jake just drop him off at the house and gisapback into the woods on his bizarre
quest? Would this be the last Stuart ever sawno? hit was absurd to say he'd grown fond of
the man in less than a day, but...there was defynst@inething about Jake that Stuart found
intriguing.

When he got to the tent, acutely aware that Jalkepn@bably getting a pretty good look
at his naked butt, Stuart bent down to open thefl@m Then he stopped, his breath catching in
his throat. There was that rank smell of sweat@garmpness again, carried to his nostrils on a
shifting breeze. And when he slowly turned hiadyéhe saw it.

In the bushes just off to the left side of the tendlark face peered at him, mostly
obscured by leaves, but the eyes were unmistak&bid.human.

Or almost.

Stuart began to back up slowly. He wanted toaatlito Jake, but he was afraid of what
the creature might do, if he made any loud nois&as Jake still watching him?

"Jake...." he hissed, his voice as low as possible.

"I see it. Just keep backing away slowly."

But before Stuart had taken another step, the tleimgt out of the bushes and charged at
him, screaming inarticulately. Jake screamediin &nd tried to run, but found himself
stumbling over the cold fire pit. He fell and stkithe ground, just as another dark shape came
leaping out of the bushes to his right.

It was Thor. The dog barked ferociously at the fttang and struck it full in the chest.
Both animals went down in a ball of fur and fangd alaws, snarling and screeching, as they
tumbled over and over in the dew-covered grass.

Stuart felt strong hands underneath his armpitdaks lifted him up and half dragged
him away from the fighting animals.

"Thor!" Stuart shouted, as soon as he caught leiatbragain. "Come!"

Surprisingly, the German Shepherd obeyed him tims t- or at least, he halted his
attack for a moment. The creature took advantagieoto scramble away and plunge into the
undergrowth. Thor looked as if he wanted to gikase, but Stuart called him sharply again, and
Thor reluctantly came to his side.

Jake made certain that Stuart could stand on his before releasing him to rush after
the creature. Stuart was so deliriously happyateehlhor back, that he barely noticed Jake's
disappearance. He kept scratching the dog's edrBuyging him, alternating between, "Who's
a good pup?" and "Don't you ever run off like tagain!"

Thor, for the most part, seemed unharmed by hisatdve. He had some burrs in his fur
that Stuart picked out and he smelled like he'l®daih something disgusting. But there was
nothing wrong that a bath wouldn't fix.

Eventually, Jake returned to find Stuart sittingtloa log by the fire pit, wrapped in his
robe, with Thor lounging by his feet.

"He got away," Jake muttered.

"What were you planning on doing, if you caught Bfm



Jake shrugged. "The plan, all along, has beeondardent the creatures, if | could --
pictures, video, castings, fur, scat. Whateveyuld find. Since my camera is currently busted, |
was just hoping to...l don't know. Maybe grab sdurdrom it, or something."

"Well," Stuart said, matter-of-factly, "You could/tiooking at your feet."

Jake gave him a puzzled look, before glancing doiwe.was standing right where Thor
and the creature had fought, and all over the degsifts of black fur.

Three nights later, Stuart sat in the dark on hklporch, watching the waning moon
creep across the sky, wishing he could have a topffee. But Jake wouldn't allow him to
drink coffee outside on their vigils, in case theatures were spooked by the smell of it.

They'd managed to find their way back to the farost®o with a compass, a map, and a
little help from Thor. Then Stuart had suggestet,tsince the creature had appeared twice in
his backyard, it might be productive to set upakabut there -- or whatever hunters called
waiting for their prey to show up.

It turned out that Jake did, in fact, still havpl as a park ranger, and only had a couple
weeks' vacation each summer to go traipsing almotltel woods in search of "monsters.” He'd
have to get back to work by the end of the mothd Stuart's house was a more comfortable
home base than his tent, so it hadn't been hardrteince him.

Stuart leaned forward in his deck chair and reacha#@ hand to brush the side of Jake's
rugged jaw, as Jake sat hunched forward in hisavair, watching the pasture intently,
clutching Stuart's cheap digital home movie camé@i@e ranger had shaved, so he just had a bit
of stubble, and even that was surprisingly sodtkeJlsmiled, closing his eyes and pressing his
cheek against Stuart's hand.

"You're being distracting,” he said, good-naturedly

"It's almost morning. | think | might go to bedThe two of them had continued to share
a bed, since returning to the house, though Shaalstill been holding off on having sex. Part
of him thought it was a little silly to keep resigt his desire for Jake, but he didn't want a one-
night stand -- or even a one-week stand. He'd chtwé¢he country to get some stability in his
life, and that included his relationships. He \geswing fond of Jake. But would the ranger-
slash-monster-hunter stick around?

Fortunately, Jack hadn't pressured him, remainamgent with cuddling at night and
making out...well, whenever they felt like it. Vehiwas a good bit of the time. It was clear that
he wanted more, but he was a gentleman. Now, rdediStuart's hand and kissed it, causing
Stuart's pulse to quicken.

But before it could go any further, a movement ¢ta&juart's eye.

"In the garden," he whispered urgently.

Jake was instantly alert. Moving slowly, he broutlie camera to his eye and Stuart
could hear the barely audible whirring of the tdleqo lens. The camera had a "night vision"
feature which would hopefully be sufficient to caet footage of the creature.



Stuart held his breath -- or at least, breathey gatietly -- for the next few minutes,
while the creature roamed among the garden. Thsrbarking furiously from inside the kitchen
and scraping at the door with his front paws, hatdreature seemed to be aware that the dog
was confined and not a danger. Jake filmed ii] iirgot bored and wandered back into the
pasture, then somehow disappeared. Perhaps dutkéd down low in the tall grass.

They waited a while longer, but the sun was risiog, and the creature didn't return.

"Let's go inside," Stuart said, at last, and Jakectantly followed him.

They were tired, but the sighting of the creatuad them too excited to sleep, so Stuart
put a pan of milk on the stove to make hot choeplahile Jake reviewed the film footage. It
wasn't wonderful -- some intriguing shots, but magiclear enough that a skeptic wouldn't be
able to dismiss it as possibly being some othemsomanimal. Stuart had allowed Jake to use
one of the empty rooms in the house to lay ouethdence he had with him, and this footage
would be added to the plaster casts of footprhms, samples and other miscellaneous evidence
Jake had gathered over the past week and a half.

Jake hadn't moved in, of course. It was too soottiat. He would return to his trailer
in Littleton, NH, in a couple days. But Littletavas less than an hour away, and Stuart had
secretly begun to fantasize about what it wouldikeeif Jakedid move in, eventually.

"What now, mighty hunter?" Stuart teased, as he®eh a stoneware mug of cocoa in
front of the ranger. "Do you intend to capture Bhe

Jake didn't seem bothered by the teasing. He gilifiigld the mug and took a sip. "No, |
don't think so. I'll keep gathering informatiotydying them. Maybe someday I'll publish
something, but if | did now, you'd probably havdazen Bigfoot hunters squatting in your
pasture before winter. | doubt you'd like that."

"Absolutely not!" Stuart said vehemently, as hektaseat across from him. Thor had
decided the two men were being boring now, so heauded up under the table, sleeping
soundly. Stuart wedged his stocking feet undedtigeto warm his toes.

"l really just wanted to prove to myself that | n&deen crazy about what attacked me,"
Jake admitted. "Now that I've finally seen oneclgse in broad daylight, | know | was right.
They do exist, and | suspect there's a...clan oe,tob whatever, living in these forests. Maybe
next summer I'll try to track them and find out wééhey live. But for now, it's enough to know
that they're there."

He set his mug down and reached across the tabdedStuart's hand. "I'm also glad
they brought me to you. And Thor, of course," Hded with a smile.

"Of course." Jake didn't know what to add to tkathe settled for returning Jake's smile
and gazing affectionately into those beautiful eafteeyes.

Later in the day, while Jake was busy writing upimtes about last night's encounter,
Stuart made a quick run into the center of towabeut five buildings on either side of a dirt
road. He nodded at the two old men sitting byuthit wood stove, just inside the entrance to
the General store and they returned his greetitiy fwendly waves.



As he stood at the counter, paying for his smakbtof groceries, he couldn't resist
asking Sam, the owner, "Has anyone around hereseegra big black animal in their fields at
night? | couldn't see it clearly, but | don't tkibwas a bear."

He thought he might sound foolish, but Sam gavejtlestion serious consideration.
"Big black animal? Maybe. Hey, Tom!" he calledbtee of the old men, "Isn't that what Jessie
Parker saw a few weeks back?"

The old man nodded. "Yep. We don't see 'em oliehthey come around, now and
again. Big and hairy, and walkin' around on ttménd legs. Smelly things, but mostly harmless,
long as you leave 'em be."

"Really?" Stuart asked, surprised. "Do know wihalytre called?"

"Well...there's some long Indian name for 'em, bean't remember it. Round here, we
just call 'em black scatterbotches."”



