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WTF IS IT
What is this, and who gave us permission to publish it? The answer as usual is we
don't know and we don't care.
While The Gorko does enjoy disappearing down the cryptid rabbit hole from time to
time, we freely admit to being no great students of the Sasquatch. The theme in
fact came to us in a hypnagogic dream-vision from beyond the Wendigo in which
we were already editing The Bigfoot Special, a zine with different short impressions
on the oversized apemen, and munching on human entrails. So this collection is
more for cryptid dreamers than cryptid nerds, as you will see.
The question is, what do YOU picture when someone says Bigfoot, Sasquatch, Yeti,
Apeman, Wendigo, Skunk Ape, Grassman, Iceman, Hairy Man, Harry Man? And no
cheating, we mean the first thing that pops in there.
Here are some great first impressions. Thank you to all our contributors! Please
check out their bios below and their other work around the web.
Raddy

articles, poems, cartoons
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ARTIST'S RENDITION OF A
BIG FOOT
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2 Poems by Nolcha Fox
I thought I saw you
running through the trees,
long hair flowing
as you leaped, taut
gym-toned muscles,
over brush and rock.
I followed you
until I found
the imprints of
impossibly big
feet.

Too Much to Drink
A drunken binge,
a one-night stand,
a man who wouldn’t
show his face,
who left my life
before the dawn.
And now his child,
a hairy,
rock-throwing
bully, too big
for his age.
I can’t find shoes
to fit his feet.
I need to start
drinking.
Again.
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Bigfoot jokes in which the
punchline is always ‘Bigfoot’
A: What is big and attaches to your leg when you go hiking?
B: Bigfoot!
A: What do you call a foot-long hotdog except it is covered in hair and eight feet long?
B: Bigfoot!
A: What is one thing a real scientist will never put in her shoe?
B: Bigfoot.
A: Why does Michael Jordan Bigfoot wear such big shoes?
B: Because he’s got a Bigfoot.
A: Why did Bigfoot Jesus come down from the cross?
B: Because the nail couldn’t hold his Bigfoot.
A: What hurts more than stubbing your big toe?
B: Stubbing your Bigfoot.
A: What were the famous last words of D.B. Cooper?
B: Bigfoot!
A: What were the famous last words of Amelia Earhart?
B: Bigfoot!
A: What were the famous last words of the Dyatlov skiers?
B: Bigfoot!
A: Bigfoot and Repeat Bigfoot were out on the lake when Repeat Bigfoot fell out of the
boat. Who fell out of the boat?
B: Repeat Bigfoot!
A: Bigfoot.
A: What is big and shaped like a foot?
B: I don’t know, but it sounds like Bigfoot.
A: Why do we tell Bigfoot to break a leg when she is on stage?
B: Because once she broke her Bigfoot!
TGG
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Trick or Treat?
by Michael Pollentine

Trick or Treat?
Do you dress
In white
On Halloween?
Giggle
At the distant
Cousin
In your family
Tree
Round
Cabin
Campfires
As you sip
Coffee
From cups
Fashioned
With skulls
Of missing
Boys and girls.

'I imagined Bigfoot dressing as a
yeti on Halloween.' -Mike P.
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Excerpt from 'The Ghost's Leavetaking'
by Jacob Austin
With intention, we set about building an altar on the edge of the clearing. Laura
drives a stake directly behind the first footprint, and another behind the second. We
draw a string between the two and then run it in a straight line towards the edge of the
clearing. In the place where the clearing begins to transition back into unmaintained
forest, we begin our work, building within the liminal zone, using unhewn stone, fallen
woodstuff, and a piece of moss agate that Riley had chosen from a rock shop. When it is
complete, we stand in a circle around it, and each of us carefully press our feet into the
earth, so that there is a circle of five prints surrounding it.
We are all in high spirits, and not only because of the footprint discovery,
but because it is our first full day out here, and because we are together, and because
the weather seems to be a co-conspirator in our adventure. This all seems to dawn on us
as we complete the altar. The air is imbued with a newness, like all impurities had been
blown away in the night. A few wisps of cloud give the new morning streaks of color, but
for the most part it is blue sky as far as we can see. The temperature is cool, but without
a bite. In the sunshine, one can sit without sleeves. We lazily slump around the fire,
eating breakfast tacos, and drinking the potent coffee from the french press. It smells of
damp bark, earth, and woodsmoke. I hug Riley close, but really I want to hold them all,
individually and all together, to hold them to me wordlessly, and bask in our
togetherness.
We are beyond cell phone service, so the little tyrants have been abandoned,
stripped of their allure. We are free. Beyond the reach of bosses, responsibilities, news
of death and destruction. In the orbit of only each other. I look across the small morning
fire at Laura and José, and think how easily we might have ended up in another
configuration: me and Laura, José and Riley, or Barry and Laura, and me and José, or
Barry and me and Laura. It seems almost trivial that it had ended up this way. We should,
any combination of us, be able to go into a tent together and not come out till morning.
Oh communitas and your swinger energy!
Oh bigfoot, you trickster!
I hug Riley close and forget the rest.
“So what is on the docket today, boss?” Barry asks José.
“Well, we should set up the trail cams. We did bring them, after all. And then I think
we should just sort of explore the area. Be on the lookout for any more signs from the
big guy.”

Excerpt from 'The Ghost's Leavetaking' by Jacob Austin
Originally published in JAKE
https://jakethemag.com/the-ghosts-leavetaking/
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THERE IS NO BIGFOOT IN THIS
PICTURE
Bigfoots of the Sierra Juárez, Oaxaca (1993-2016)
compliments of the B.I.G. Photo Project

The characteristic domed
shape of a Bigfoot head
can be clearly made out
emerging above the
treeline in this image from
San Juan del
Teocuitanguis.

The loping gigantic
(approx. 30-foot) ape-like
figure that appears on the
ridge of Yatepec was
finally captured on film in
1998.
TGG

An unmistakable Bigfoot nest near San Manuel del Río, made
of tree branches twisted into teepee form and covered with
needles for camouflage.

The infamous Jorge Luis
Brier photograph:
snapped from only
meters away in 2006, Sr.
Brier snapped this
Bigfoot lurking in some
underbrush.
Unfortunately the
quality of the photo has
led some skeptics to
doubt its authenticity.

The famous track of the Ixtlán
Bigfoot, a Bigfoot print measuring
approx. 45 centimeters toe to heel,
was discovered in 2016 by B.I.G.
researcher Colin 'Raddy' Gee near
Ixtlán de Juárez, Oaxaca. The trail of
the Bigfoot led away into the forest
at a brisk N'NE canter, into the heart
of the ancient mesophilic Forest of
Sweet Mists. Gathering a hardcore
posse of local lumberjacks and his
trusty dart gun, Raddy plunged into
the haze and pursued the tracks until
they petered out near the thousandyear-old Tree of St. Pedro Afuera.
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Becoming A Woodwose In Montreal
by Daniel Ross
When the mail came,
we rubbed our hands togeth
er
like flies.
A parcel of Grandmother’s lov
e:
Cookies and candy,
tea and playing cards.
Cross legged on the floor
I spread the cards
divining,
looking for my suit and numb
er,
and death’s herald,
but all I found was your liken
ess
in the Queen of Hearts.
You slid the King to me,
but I preferred the Joker
dragging the stone.
It was the last time
you rolled your eyes
at me.
Civilized, we sat,
our chairs scraping
the hardwood floors.
I was haunted furniture
gathering dust,
barking to the old Gods
living between
cracks
in the walls,
while you coloured
the dead crows on my shoulde
rs.
Your camera built
my good side
dressed in your wool sweater.
What did you see
crouching next to me?
The wolf-soul, or just
those red bricks, and
blue paint peeling out of fra
me?

The shutter closed
and the flash seared
a blue phosphene dot,
into my eyes, closed,
far away in the dark,
and then I was gone.
That night you slept,
with Orion’s belt
m
shining through the bedroo

window,
shifting
while I watched my shadow
in your dumpster-mirror
whispering
s
to the ghosts of dead leave
dancing on my altar.
A thicket grew
us,
in the blackness between
and the smell of hemlock
needles twisting
synapses. You woke
to howling.

Naked,
on all fours, with
canines bared
I crawled over you.
HIS unchained dog,
bearded, otherwise,
a hairless animal
en,
breathing on your face. Th
rs,
I didn’t understand your tea
but still I licked them up.
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Bigfoot Pleads Her Kind Aren’t Tall Tales Despite
Public Opinion by J.B. Davis
From high in the Uinta Mountains, a common belief is being challenged by a usually quiet
humanoid. 'It’s all a misconception, and it’s as simple as that,' stated the feminine, yet
frightening voice. Speaking from the shadows of the forest, Sassy, a seven-and-a-halffoot, hairy, ape-like creature, known as Bigfoot, said she has had enough of the fallacies
of her kind not being real.
'Step on my foot, and I’ll scream. Punch me, and I’ll rip you in half,' she said. 'I’m as real as
a camper’s forgotten smoldering campfire, or as obvious as a metallic disk flying through
the clouds.'
Word had gotten out to Sassy that more and more mountaineers have started
categorizing Bigfoot in the same group as global warming or a staged moon landing. 'I
pulled up NBC News on my Jitterbug, and I saw a picture of the legendary Patterson
filmed Bigfoot, Patty, next to melting ice caps and Niel Armstrong. ‘What the pine nuts is
that all about?’ I said to myself. Then I conducted half an hour of tree knocking and
campsite raiding.'
Even though the public appears to be losing its faith in the legendary creature, Sassy
says she, as well as other Squatches from across the continent, will stand steadfast in
their unyielding dedication to prove that they are real. 'As long as there is just one happy
camper wetting themselves at the thought of us, we won’t fade away into obscurity like
the Macarena, or that misrepresenting YouTuber - Chewbacca Mom.'
'We’ll continue to stalk hunters, throw skunks inside camp trailers, and steal cooling pies
from window sills,' Sassy stated between mimicking owl hoots with other hairy creatures
from further in the forest. 'You’re in my house now, fool, and we’ll scare you into next
Thursday just to remind you of that.'
When asked why one of their kind won’t just take a Zoom call with the Pope or climb the
Empire State Building to bring attention to their realness, Sassy quickly responded by
stating, 'We don’t do that crap. You want drama? Turn on your damn TV. Watch King Kong
or Easter Mass. Why should we have to prove ourselves? You’re the fake one. This
interview is over.'
Even though the interview wasn’t over, Sassy stepped out of the tree line just enough to
show off her ripped calves and glutes. She concluded by stating, 'Don’t believe
everything you see, but watch out for that tree.' She then pushed over a quaking aspen
and vanished into the woods.
As soon as she was gone, she returned and asked if she could 'bum a ride' to the next
mountain over so she could visit her boyfriend, Barry. No word yet on whether or not
public opinion will be swayed on the reality of Bigfoot, or if Sassy and Barry will tie
the knot. This is a developing story.

xv

A poem about the dude in question
by Colin James
ETHICS AS A CONSEQUENCE
This was before they finally identified Bigfoot.
Hired him as a greeter
at the local Walmart.
Ma said he would be moody
and she was right of course.
He lifted up two little kids then
threw them much higher into the air.
But before they eventually came down
his mood had changed again to friendly,
yearned for a peanut butter jelly sandwich.
Around the time Ma bought her shoes,
red high heels four sizes too small.
Refused to take them off.
Wore them twenty four hours a day.
Then she got caught in a Oklahoma rain.
They stuck to her feet like bias.
On his third visit the Doc cut those shoes off.
Said that was the best he could do.
She would always walk like an old dog
trying to negotiate hot asphalt.
It was when I saw you crossing Mr. Parseghian's field.
You were dressed in that stained white pinny.
I didn't realize you already had five kids.
You must of just washed your hair or something
because it glowed in the morning sunlight.
I stood and watched till you were gone.
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Bigfoot eh?
by Bruce Gee

Size 13 boots. The old man had a stride that was three times mine; would walk
to town to clean the Methodist Church with me in tow. It was, what, fuck, all the
way down Lynn Avenue to Broadway, across the river, I'm dying now, past the
old Ford garage, up town past the court house. Not a word said, at least that
my conscious mind can recall.
Old Big Foot was enough monster for me, in a twisted, little boy, cold-in-winter,
get-me-outta-here kind and loving way.

In fond memory of Bayard, size 13 boots,
1919-2005
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Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be
What thou art promised: yet do I fear thy nature;
It is too full o' the milk of human kindness.
-Lady Bigfoot, Act 1 Scene 5
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Bigfoot Macbeth: An Excerpt
SCENE I. A Bigfoot cavern. In the middle, a Bigfoot cauldron.
Thunder. Enter the three Bigfoot Witches
First Bigfoot Witch
Thrice the brinded Bigfoot hath mew'd.
Second Bigfoot Witch
Thrice and once the Hedge-pig Bigfoot whined.
Third Bigfoot Witch
Harpier Bigfoot cries 'Tis time, 'tis time.
First Bigfoot Witch
Round about the Bigfoot cauldron go;
In the poison'd entrails throw.
Bigfoot Toad, that under cold stone
Days and nights has thirty-one
Swelter'd venom sleeping got,
Boil thou first i' the charmed Bigfoot pot.
ALL Bigfeet
Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn, and Bigfoot cauldron bubble.
Second Bigfoot Witch
Fillet of a Bigfoot snake,
In the Bigfoot cauldron boil and bake;
Eye of newt and toe of Bigfoot frog,
Wool of bat and tongue of Bigfoot dog,
Adder's fork and Bigfoot blind-worm's sting,
Lizard's leg and Littlefoot owlet's wing,
For a charm of Bigfoot trouble,
Like a hell-broth boil and Bigfoot bubble.
ALL Bigfeet
Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn and Bigfoot cauldron bubble.
TGG
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BIGFOOT HAD THE GOUT! FOOT
SWOLLEN 3X NORMAL SIZE!
ACTUALLY WEARS A SIZE 6

The legends of Sasquatch as known to the First Nations of North America have long
focused on the eponymous large feet of the elusive apeman, but an astonishing new
report by the Bigfoot Information by Gorko (B.I.G.) committee presents evidence that
the Bigfoot may not have naturally large feet, but is more likely simply suffering from a
complex form of arthritis known as the gout, that has swollen their feet to their
outrageous size.
'The Bigfoot prints we have studied show typical symptoms of the gout, plain and
clear,' explained B.I.G. spokesperson Yetiboots Lufimisan, from her stilts, 'the
distended yet light imprint of the big toe, abnormally splayed smaller digits, deep
imprint of the non-arch side of the bigfoot, all indicate a favored side, most likely due
to a swollen ankle, heel, and big toe.'
They said, 'Before the gout the Bigfoot probably had in fact a smaller than average
shoe size, say a U.S. 5 and a half or 6. In fact what we are looking at here is not a
Sasquatch at all, rather an average-sized but acutely arthritic human, possibly named
Harry.'
The B.I.G. representatives went on to explain that the Bigfoots' raucous, degenerate,
backwoods party-child lifestyle perhaps led to the onset of gout, after decades of drug
and alcohol abuse and (depending on incidental or intentional contact with local
loggers or through-hikers) perhaps even the introduction of STDs.
Confirmed Yetiboots, 'The harmful lifestyle choices of the Bigfeet [sic] have been long
documented by lumberjacks and native tribes in the Pacific Northwest.'
TGG
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Excerpt from 'The Ghost's Leavetaking'
by Jacob Austin
“Have you ever considered that you have hidden what you want out of life behind the
idol you have constructed?” We are around the fire again, of course. It is late now and we
are talking. Things seem to slosh out more easily. Barry is asking us this, but he is having
trouble gathering his words and piling them in a comprehensible pattern. “I mean,
imagine someone asks you what you want out of life. What you really want lies behind
your answer. Doesn’t it? Can you even see it anymore, behind the idol’s overwhelming
stature? Like, I say I want to be a professor, but that is not true. What I want is to explore,
and I have chosen that path because it seems to me that it will afford me that option, but
then I forget to explore because I am too busy trying to become a professor, you know?
The idol has hidden the god.”
“You are exploring right now.”
“Yes, but this is a rare occurrence. When was the last time any of us did something
like this? I want to explore mentally, and spiritually, to be afforded time to think, to
daydream, to meditate, and also physically. To go new places. To be a stranger in
unknown places. Foreign countries, nature. To experience that which I have never
experienced. And I want a home to return to. I don’t want to be a wanderer. I don’t want
to roam. So I have chosen the path of professor because that will provide me with the
stability I also crave. The home. The money. It’s all so mixed up.”
“You want to be afforded a chance to live a fully human life.”
“Yes! Is that so goddamn much to ask?”
Barry is crying. The fire illuminates his tears, so they run like lava down his face,
reshaping it into new forms. José and Laura go to him, sit on either side, and put their
arms around him. “Hey man,” José says after a while, at the exact appropriate time to
diffuse the situation, “at least you have a giant bird.”
A shocked sniffle turns into a laugh and then we are suddenly all discussing his
massive cock, which I had not been alone in noticing. This seems to cheer him up and we
forget the impossibilities of attainment, the forever- running-through-our-fingers aspect
of desire, our society’s utter disinterest in human fulfillment, and fall into lurid jokes and
storytelling.
“Bigfoot must be hung,” Laura says dreamily.
“Actually, humans have the largest penis-to-body ratio of any primate.”
“I thought bigfoot wasn’t a primate.”
“Right. If they aren’t biological, then why would they have any genitalia at all?” Barry
asks.
“Magical creatures are always fucking, aren’t they?”
“That’s true. Those old stories, they are all very sexual.”
“Because sex disrupts. It is a departure,” Laura says. “And that is what these
encounters are, right? Departures from our meat-and-potato thoughts, as Sylvia Plath
puts it. Dreams, sex, magical encounters, meditation, synchronicity storms, altered
states, they are all departures.”
“To where?” José asks, and then adds, sounding a little frightened: “From
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where?”
“Conversations like this, too. Aren’t they departures? Doesn’t your mind feel like it’s
being massaged right now? People don’t talk like this. We don’t think like this. Except
when we’re stoned, or in the shower. It’s like our minds want to, but we block it out,”
Barry says.
“That’s because only one state of mind is given any value: the focused, productive,
lucid state, but our minds are meant to drift. It is exhausting for them to be held captive,
to build walls around different states.”
“Yes. It is exhausting. We are caged in, so our only form of relief is turning our mind
off. We have made it yet another binary thing when it should be a vast spectrum. Either
on or off. That’s why alcohol and caffeine are the drugs of choice. One or zero. Bigfoot
hangs out somewhere between.”

Excerpt from 'The Ghost's Leavetaking'
by Jacob Austin
Originally published in JAKE

https://jakethemag.com/the-ghosts-leavetaking/

'Bigfoot hangs out somewhere
in between.' - J. Austin

Pie Grande de Tenek
Huasteca Potosina, Mexico, 2020
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MORE BIGFOOT JOKES FOR YOUR
DELIGHT
Bigfoot Swimmer, the Abominable Skier, and Crookfoot Bigfoot walked into a bar. Bartender,
bring me a tall, I mean TALL blueberry snowcone, said the Abominable Skier aka Abs of Snow,
who had been slaloming hard that morning, and the bartender instantly handed him the tallest
blueberry snowcone you have ever seen.
Bartender, give me a tall I mean a TALL glass of water, said Bigfoot Swimmer aka Paddlefoot,
who had been churning the local rivers like crazy, and was immediately served ice water in a
massive stein.
Crookfoot Bigfoot looked confused for a second, then said, Bartender, also get me a tall, but I
mean a TALL glass of water. The bartender, Bigfoot swimmer, and the Abominable Skier all
cleared their throats as Mama Bigfoot stepped from behind a curtain.

***
Knock knock!
Who’s there?
Sasquatch.
Sasquatch who?
Sasquatching TV, and you?
***
A: What ailment do most Bigfeet commonly suffer from?
B: Clawstrophobia.
***
A: Why did Bigfoot cross the road?
B: The road crossed Bigfoot first and had it coming.
***
Yetiman, Big Snowshoe, and Bigfoot were crossing the desert. They all met in the morning at
the edge of the wasteland and compared notes.
I brought the extending cactus pear clippers so we can get the cactus fruit down from the
cacti if we get hungry or thirsty without getting pricked to hell by the stickers, said Yetiman,
showing the others the clever instrument.
I brought you boys snowshoes for the treacherous quicksands at 51°31’ N - 0°04’ W, put in Big
Snowshoe aka Big Mukluk, whose feet already functioned as snowshoes, spreading his weight
across snow or sand so that he could pass on top of otherwise impassable dunes and drifts.
What did you bring, Bigfoot? Yetiman and Big Mukluk asked their friend in unison.
Bigfoot withdrew two baffled and terrified hikers from behind his back and said, I brought
a couple of human tourists with cameras in case we need to high-tail it into the woods!
TGG
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Bigfoot Swimmer,
the Abominable
Skier, and Crookfoot
Bigfoot walked into a
bar . . .

An Astute Wooly Mammal
by Bruce Reisner
It's often mistaken for weakness. Unless people are correct about niceness. Maybe times
changed, and it's stupid to attempt friendship with people one is frightened of. I'm
calculating. That's also probably a symptom of some inadequacy or other. But, then, where
would the social sciences be if everyone was completely on the ball? The idiot who lives in
the house next to mine yelled over to me the other day, something about a bear walking on
two legs. For the last twenty years I've been unable to step outside to check the mail
without having to respond to a hellishly obnoxious neighbor. I'm seeing a very clear two
sides to being a good neighbor to people who should probably be locked up.
Usually the guy asks me the same stupid battery of meaningless questions like, "How's the
ladies treating you?" He knows I've been a hermit for the last decade. I yell back across the
quarter lot between our houses, "Great, Larry. Too good to be true." That's been my stock
answer, for years running. He completes the cycle by yelling back, "Ya' gotta' have a pocket
full of money if ya' want a woman." I know you can't believe this stuff goes on in this day and
age. The alternatives available to me in this situation can't be committed to paper, so I'm
still playing nice with the situation. I know how revolting it is.
Larry was mistaken about it being a large bear walking on two legs. The Sasquatch, or, Big
Foot, is well-read and well spoken. It adores the English language, or whatever language is
spoken where the so called 'beast' winds up. 'Beasts' have to keep moving to survive, unless
it's a person, like Larry, in which case he's fairly well protected from himself and others.
Larry is probably unaware that academics have been crying for generations about what has
happened to a truly beautiful and unbelievably versatile language. It's been opined that the
English language made it possible to advance the arts and sciences, and the media has
reduced it to capitalist blurbs and ugly catch phrases. I've become a good neighbor to the
destruction of a great language.
There's about five acres of wooded vacant lots behind my house up here in a hilltop slum,
rife with deer and raccoons, birds and butterflies. There I go again, rationalizing life in Hell.
Last time I dragged my gimp leg back to the vacant lot, Big Foot was sitting on the thick flat
rock I often use as a park bench.
"Hello," I said to it, the way you say hello to a stranger's dog, to let it know you are friendly
towards it, and to reduce the chances of it biting you into bleeding shards of flesh. Big Foot
gave me a careful blank look, and indicated with a huge furry index finger that I could sit
down on the flat rock, too. There was plenty of room for both of us. Of course I considered
the worst possible outcome, like it could smile and say, "Jeez, you're stupid," before killing
me. But I sat beside it. It didn't talk right away, and I didn't either. We watched some
butterflies that were flying around for a few minutes, and then it said, "I notice you have
xxvi
a nasty living situation. Any thoughts about why that is?"

That's a sign of intelligence, taking note of an environmental concern, and letting other
people present their views before voicing opinions and facts. It was like I'd had this problem
for years, and couldn't help pouring it on the ground, like a box of iodized Morton's salt.
After I explained that I'm not a strong man, and I'm not a complete idiot, like Larry is, and
it's probably safer to tolerate him than to file a law suit for harassment, and that Larry has
been known to resort to arson when challenged, Big Foot took a few moments to let me
settle down. I'd gotten excited while talking.
"Are you familiar with the stages of psycho-social development?" Big Foot began. I had,
when I was a goofy college kid. To confirm this, I dug memory and said, "Was that Eric
Eriksson?"
"Well, yes," he replied, "and also Piaget, and other social scientists as well. My name is Big
Foot. What is yours?"
"My name's Bruce."
"You mean like Springsteen? Sorry about that. I couldn't help that."
It's one of those jokes people say when they hear my name for the first time. It's risky,
cracking a common joke when you first meet someone. Sometimes it breaks the ice. Other
times your new acquaintance assumes you are a worthless nitwit. I'm thinking it was a good
move on Big Foot's part. A lot of people said the exact same thing, and it's usually tiresome,
but it was the first time from a ten foot tall talking wooly mammal.
Right away we began relating the stages of psycho-social development to the situation I
was in. Big Foot was astute to understand that when an adult is functioning at the
social/emotional level of a two year old, the individual cannot develop relationships beyond
the repetition of meaningless word groupings. Behavior takes the form of a childish game,
not unlike peek-a-boo, or patty-cake. Yet an adult can be extremely dangerous while
relating to the outside world at the level of a two year old. While an infant might scream and
cry. the adult may commit a heinous violent crime. Like a school shooting. As an
afterthought, Big Foot added, "but that requires more deliberation than an infant is capable
of. In those cases, the perpetrator may have the emotional maturity of an eight year old."
"Yes," I said, "and some persons with personality disorders are locked into the level of a
teenager."
We had a very enriching, truly therapeutic discussion, and then we sat quietly together,
watching fauns and butterflies. It would be the only chance I would get to chat so nicely
with Big Foot. It won't be stopping here again. He's plenty smart enough to know that
people like Larry own assault rifles.

Swamp photo by Markus Spiske on Unsplash
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A thicket grew
in the blackness between us,
and the smell of hemlock
needles twisting
synapses.
-Daniel Ross
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