
THE BIGFOOTER INVADERS (Good N Plenty Incident) 

By, Gablemp. 
 
 
I am the Boss of the Woods, I am the top predator here. 
 
I had been following a small band of puny humans for hours, their scent revolted me, the 
anger building up inside of me was causing my jaw to clench, and my teeth to grind 
together in such a way, that it gave me a headache, not the typical sinus headache, but 
that headache that feels like your temples are going to explode from stress. 
 
A few minutes after they left their vehicles I noticed an odd color on the leaf litter near the 
trail that they were following, the Loud-One had dropped these as they stepped over the log 
obstacle on the trail. It was an odd mixture of Pink and White, something you don't often 
see on the forest floor here in Northern Minnesota. They smelled of Anise, a plant we use 
around here to flavor the tasty stomach linings of the Hogs we hunt, and were slightly soft, 
with a hard outer shell. I tried holding them in my hand, but they were so small and my 
giant mitts were having difficulty containing them, "DAMN THESE GIANT CLUMSY 
APPENDAGES!" I semi-laughed, holding them up in front of my face as if I were scolding 
them. I quickly fabricated a pouch from some birch bark, and took some creeping vine, and 
made a shoulder strap to hold the pouch. I punched two holes in the pouch with the 
Woodpecker beak I had found earlier in the day, strung the vine through the pouch, and 
slung it over my shoulder.  
 
I quickly caught up to the group, staying well behind them, my bipedal footfalls, too 
stealthy for their weakened auditory system made dull by generations of city living, and a 
constant hum of urban commotion. Noting that they were setting up camp, I circled around, 
I noted some convenient sticks, and trees, a precaution I often take, in case I need to 
create some ruckus in the pitch-dark night, 'those might come in handy later' I mused. I 
noticed some music coming from the camp, and a large circular area, with logs and some 
red-hot heat emitting energy source, was being tended by the humans in the weakening 
sunlight, My rage was building, I knew I would have to satiate my thirst soon. As it got 
darker, they all sat around the hot circle, mumbling in their human gibberish, my thirst 
grew, I could feel the desire bubbling over in my head, Deborah, my Life-mate, hates it 
when I get like this, but without the quenching rain I was about to unleash on these 
humans, I knew I could not control it. 
 
I slowly, crept through the brush, concealing my breathing, careful not to step on a fallen 
twig, or dry leaf. The radiation of heat emitting from the magical circle, was causing me to 
squint, like you do on a sunny day, in an open field, when the sun is at the perfect angle 
above the trees, to hit you right in the cornea. I had one purpose now, to satisfy my thirst, I 
wanted to see the look on their faces when they realized what was happening to them, I 
wanted to relish in the irony of their plight, entering the woods to search for ME, and yet 



completely oblivious to their surroundings, their senses shuttered against the flow of inputs 
emanating from their organic surroundings. I wanted them to KNOW that I was the boss 
here, they were simply guests, enjoying their time at MY discretion, and it was all about to 
end. 

I had managed to get close enough, close enough to leap, and rip out the throat of the 
nearest one, before they could have even processed what was happening, my hunger 
boiled, the headache was gone, replaced by the adrenaline that was coursing through my 
tortured vessels. I waited for the loud one to speak, my muscles tensed, I had to 
consciously control my breathing, like Dogderbek The Elder had taught me, long ago. This 
was it, this was the "KOOP DE GRAHZY", as Dogderbek used to say. I reached down to my 
hip, pulling out one of the pink projectiles I had found earlier in the day, containing my 
anger for one more moment, I sent the projectile on a beautiful arc, it was, for a moment 
framed in the magical heat-light from the circle, it felt like slow motion, my eyes widened, I 
stood up, as if watching one of those home runs that towers way up in the air, not a line-
drive home run, but an epic blast, the arc perfect as it started it's downward descent into 
the lap of the Loud-One. My thirst quenched, I started for home, wondering what I would 
tell Deborah, when she asked where I'd been. It didn't matter though, this was worth 
having to sleep in the Coyote Teepee for a night... 
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