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Bigfoot Comes Calling
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One summer day, my older brother, Keith, wanted to show Joey, our younger brother, and myself a hill of white sand. Well, since Joey and I had nothing better to do, we decided to go see it.  Joey and I followed Keith down the railroad tracks, which were located between a creek and an orange grove, about a block from our home.  The further one followed those railroad tracks, the more rural the area became.

Apparently, Keith couldn’t remember the location of the sand hill.  Every fifty feet or so, Joey and I waited for Keith, as he cut through the brush, searching for the entrance to the sand hill.  Eventually, we came to a bridge near a pond and Keith realized we’d gone too far.  We spotted a huge mound of rocks under it.  It was too tempting for me not to go and check out those rocks.  For some reason, Keith and Joey didn’t want to join me. Perhaps, they both needed to pee and just didn’t want me around.

Keith said they’d go back and find the path leading to the sand hill, and come for me, later.  I whispered, “Sure, whatever, go do your thing.”

Soon, after they’d left, I heard a noise. At first, I thought it was Keith and Joey returning.  Instead, it was a man wearing overalls and a plaid shirt carrying a rifle full of buckshot.  Back then, only the rich could afford bullets. Now, I had read the “no trespassing” sign near the pond and my understanding of what that sign meant was, “Don’t get caught.”

It was obvious the man was searching for something or someone. Was I the prey? I laid flat on top of the mound of rocks, pressing my back against the bridge’s wooden beam.  Not daring to move an inch, I kept one eye on the man, as I breathed in the musty smell coming from the rocks.

My nose began to itch.  I sucked in my breath trying not to sneeze. No such luck!  I buried my nose deep in the rocks and let loose several times.  Now what?  For all I knew, the man might be standing near me with his rifle pointed at my head.

Slowly, I lifted my head to take a peek.  Nope, releasing a sign of relief. So, where was he?  I gathered up a little more courage and glanced in the direction of where I’d last seen him. I watched as he walked around the edge of the pond, glancing here and there before walking away.

I waited, making sure it was gone, before creeping out from under the bridge. I ran as fast as I could down the railroad tracks, until I came across Keith and Joey. 

“Where did you go?” I asked Keith.

“Just looking around,” he said, grinning from ear to ear.

I hated when he smiled like that. His grin was so sneaky. I knew he wasn’t going to tell me and that made me madder than a wet hornet.  But I asked him, once again, just the same.

“I want to know where you went!” I fumed.

“Why?” he questioned.  “We were coming back for you.”
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