BIGFOOT STOLE MY WIFE

"HE PROBLEM is credibility.

The problem, as I'm finding out over the last few weeks, is
basic credibility. A lot of people look at me and say, sure Rick,
Bigfoot stole your wife. It makes me sad to see it, the look of disbe-
lief in each person’s eye. Trudy’s disappearance makes me sad, too,
and I'm sick in my heart about where she may be and how he’s treat-
ing her, what they do all day, if she’s getting enough to eat. I believe
he’s being good to her—I mean I feel it—and I'm going to keep hop-
ing to see her again, but it is my belief that I probably won'.

In the two and a half years we were married, I often had the feel-
ing that I would come home from the track and something would
be funny. Oh, shed say things: One of these days [m not going to be
here when you ger home, things like that, things like everybody says.
How stupid of me not to see them as omens. When I'd get out of
bed in the early afternoon, I'd stand right here at this sink and I
could see her working in her garden in her cut-off Levi’s and bikini
top, weeding, planting, watering. I mean it was obvious. I was too
busy thinking about the races, weighing the odds, checking the
jockey roster to see what I now know: he was watching her too. He'd

probably been watching her all summer.
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So, in a way it was my fault. But what could I have done? Bigfoor
steals your wife. I mean: even if you're home, it's going to be a mess.
He’s big and not well trained.

When I came home it was about eleven-thirty. The lights were on,
which really wasn't anything new, but in the ordinary mess ot the
place, there was a licde difference, signs of a struggle. There was a
prlled D Pepper on the counter and the fridge was open. Bur there

was somcething else, something that made me sick. The smell. The

smell of Bigfoot towas hidegus. Towas - . the guy is not clean.
Hadt of Tradys dlothes are gone, not all of them, and there is no
note. Welll T know what it is. It's just about midnight there in the

kitchen which smells like some part of hell T close the fridge door.
It’s the saddest thing 've ever done. There’s a picture of Trudy and
me leaning against her Toyota taped to the fridge door. It was taken
Jast summer. There’s Trudy in her bikini top, her bellv brown as a
bean. She looks like a kid. She was a kid I guess, twenty-six. The two
times she went to the track with me everybody looked at me like
howd 1 rate her. But she didn' really care for the races. She cared
about her garden and Chinese cooking and Buster, her collie, who [
guess Bigfoot stole too. Or ate. Buster isn't in the picture, he was

nageing my nephew Chuck who ook the photo. Anyway I close the
tridge door and it’s like part of my life closed. Bigfoot steals your
wife and you're in for some changes.

You come home from the track having missed the Daily Double
by a neck, and when you enter the home you are paying for and in
which you and your wife and your wife’s collie live, and your wife
and her collie are gone as is some of her clothing, there is nothing to
believe. Bigfoot stole her. It’s a fact. What should T do, ignore it?
Chuck came down and said something like well if Bigfoor stole her
whyd they take che Celica? Christ, what a cynic! Have you ever read
anvthing about Bigfoot not being able to drive? Held be cramped in
there, bue Py sure he could manage.

don'treally care i people believe me or not. Would that change any-

thing? Would that bring "Trudy back here? Pull the weeds in her garden?
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As [ think abour i, no one believes anything anymore. Give me
one example of someone believing one thing. I dare you. After that
we get into this credibility thing. No one believes me. I myself can’t
believe all the suspicion and cynicism there is in today’s world. Even
at the races, some character next to me will poke over at my tip sheet
and ask me if 1 believe that stuff. If T believe? Whac is there to
believe? The horse’s name? Whar he did the last time out? And I look
back art this guy, too cheap to go two bucks on the program, and 1
say: it’s history. Ir is historical fact here. Believe. Huh. Here’s a fact:
[ believe everything.

Credibility.

When [ was thirteen years old, my mother’s trailer was washed
away in the flooding waters of the Harley River and swept thirty-one
miles, ending right side up and nearly dead level just outside Mercy,
in fact in the old weed-eaten parking lot for the abandoned potash
plant. I know this to be true because I was inside the trailer the
whole time with my pal, Nuggy Reinecker, who found the experi-
ence more life-changing than I did.

Now who’s going to believe this story? I mean, besides me,
because I was there. People are going to say, come on, thirty-one
miles? Don’t you mean thirty-one feet?

We had gone in out of the rain after school to check out a maga-
zine that belonged to my mother’s boyfriend. It was a copy of Dude,
and there was a fold-out page [ will never forget of a girl lying on the
beach on her back. It was a color photograph. The girl was a little
pale, I mean, this was probably her first day out in the sun, and she
had no clothing on. So it was good, but what made it great was that
they had made her a little bathing suit out of sand. Somebody had
spilled a little sand just right, here and there, and the sand was this
incredible gold color, and it made her look so absolutely naked it
wanted to put your eyes out.

Nuggy and [ knew there was flood danger in Griggs; wed had a
flood every year almost and it had been raining for five days on and

off, but when the trailer bucked the first time, we thought it was my
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mother come home to catch us in the dirty book. Nuggy shoved the
magazine under the bed and I ran out to check the door. 1t only took
me a second and [ hollered back Hey no sweat, 110 ones here, but by
the time I returned to see what other poses they'd had this beautiful
woman commit, Nuggy already had his pants to his ankles and was
involved in what we knew was a sin.

If it hadn’c been the timing of the first wave with this act of his,
Nuggy might have gone on to live what the rest of us call a normal
life. Bur the Harley had crcs’ted and the head wave, which they esu-
mated 1o be three feet mimimum, unmoored the trailer with a push
that knocked me over the sofa, and threw Nuggy, already entangled
in his trousers, dear across the bedroom.

[ watched the village of Griggs as we sailed through. Some of the
village, the Exxon Station, part of it at least, and the carwash, which
folded up right away, tried to come along with us, and 1 saw the
front of Painters’ Mercantile, the old porch and signboard, on and
off all day.

You can believe this: it was nor a smooth ride. We'd rip along for
ten seconds, dropping and growling over rocks, and rumbling over
tree stumps, and then wham! the front end of the trailer would lodge
against a rock or something that could stop it, and whoa! we'd wheel
around sharp as a carnival ride, worse really, because the furniture
would be thrown against the far side and us wich it, sometimes we'd
end up in a chair and sometimes the chair would sit on us. My
mother had about four thousand knickknacks in five big box
shelves, and they gave us trouble for the first two or three miles, fly-
ing by like artillery, left, right, some small glass snail hits you in the
face, later in the back, but that stuff all finally settled in the foot and
then two feet of water which we took on.

We only slowed down once and it was the worst. In the railroad
flats T thought we had stopped and I let go of the door | was hug-
ging and tried to stand up and then swish, another rush sent us right
along. We rammed along all day it seemed, but when we finally
washed up in Mercy and the sheriff’s cousin pulled open the door

The News of the World 83

and got swept back to his car by water and quite a few of those
knickknacks, just over an hour had passed. We had averaged, they
figured later, about thirty-two miles an hour, reaching speeds of up
to fifty at Lime Falls and the Willows. I was okay and walked out
bruised and well washed, but when the sheriff’s cousin pulled Nuggy
out, he looked genuinely hurt.

“For godsakes,” I remember the sheriff’s cousin saying, “The
damn flood knocked this boy’s pants off!” But Nuggy wasn't talking.
In fact, he never hardly talked to me again in the two years he stayed
at the Regional School. I heard later, and I believe ic, that he joined
the monastery over in Malcolm County.

My mother, because she didn’t have the funds to haul our rig back
to Griggs, worried for a while, but then the mayor arranged to let us
stay out where we were. So after my long ride in a trailer down the
flooded Harley River with my friend Nuggy Reinecker, I grew up in
a parking lot outside of Mercy, and to tell you the truth, it wasn’t too
bad, even though our trailer never did smell straight again.

Now you can believe all that. People are always saying: don't
believe everything you read, or everything you hear. And I'm here to
tell you. Believe it. Everything. Everything you read. Everything you
hear. Believe your eyes. Your ears. Believe the small hairs on the back
of your neck. Believe all of history, and all of the versions of history,
and all the predictions for the future. Believe every weather forecast.
Believe in God, the afterlife, unicorns, showers on Tuesday.
Everything has happened. Everything is possible.

I come home from the track to find the cupboard bare. Trudy is
not home. The place smells funny: hairy. It’s a fact and I know it as
a fact: Bigfoot has been in my house.

Bigfoot stole my wife.

She’s gone.

Believe it.

[ gotta believe ir.



| AM BIGFOOT

HAT'S FINE: Imoready.

Fam Bigfoor. The Bigtoot. You've been hearing about me for
some time now, seetng artists” renderings, and perhaps a phony pho-
tograph or two. I should say right here that an artist’s rendering is
one thing, but some trumped-up photograph is entirely another.
The one that really makes me sick purports to show me standing in
a stream in Northern California. Let me tell you something: Bigfoot
never gets his feet wet. And I've only been to Northern California
once, long enough to check out Redding and Eureka, both too quict
for the kind of guy I am.

Anyway. all week tong, people (the people T contacted) have been
wondering why I finally have gone public. A couple thoughrt it was
because Twas angry ac that last headline, remember: “Jackie O. Slays
Bigtoor.” No, I'm not angry. You can’t go around and correct every-
bodv who slanders you. (Hey, I'm not dead, and I only saw
Jacqueline Onassis once, at about four hundred yards. She was on a
horse.) And as for libel, what should T do, go up o Rockefeller
Center and hire a lawyer? Please. Spare me. You can quote me on

this: Bigfoot is not interested in legal action.
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“THEN, WHY?" they say. “Why climb out of the woods and go
through the trouble of ‘meeting the press,” so to speak?” (Well, first
of all, I don't live in the woods year round, which is a popular mis-
conception of my life-style. Sure, I like the woods, but I need action
too. I've had some of my happiest times in the median of the
Baltimore Belt-route, the orchards of Arizona and Florida, and I
spent nearly five years in the corn country just outside St. Louis. So,

it’s not just the woods, okay?)

WHY 1 came forward at this time concerns the truest thing | ever
read about myself in the papers. The headline read “Bigfoot Stole
My Wife,” and it was right on the money. But beneath it was che real
story: “Anguished Husband’s Cry.” Now [ read the article, every
word. Twice. It was pootly written, but it was all true. [ stole the
guy’s wife. She wasn’t the first and she wasn't the last. But when |
went back and read that “anguished husband.” it got me a litdle. I've
been, as you probably have read, in all fifty states and eleven foreign
countries. (I have never been to Tibet, in case you're wondering.
That is some other guy, maybe the same one who was crossing that
stream in Northern California.) And, in each place I've been, there’s
a woman. Come on, who is surprised by that? [ dont always steal
them, in fact, I never steal them, but I do call them away, and they
come with me. I know my powers and I use my powers. And when
I call 2 woman, she comes.

SO, HERE I am. Its kind of a confession, I guess; kind of a warning,
I've been around; T've been all over the world (except Tibet! I don’t
know if that guy is interested in women or not.) And I've seen thou-
sands of women standing at their kitchen windows, their stare in the
mid-afternoon goes a thousand miles; I've seen thousands of women,
dressed to the nines, strolling the cosmetic counters in Saks and I.
Magnin, wondering why their lives aren’t like movies; thousands of
women shuffling in the soft twilight of malls, headed for the Orange
Julius stand, not really there, just biding time until things ger lovely.

And things get lovely when I call. I cannort count them all, I can-
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not list the things these women are doing while their husbands are
out there in another world, but one by one I'm meeting them on my
terms. [ am Bigfoot. I am not from Tibet. I go from village to town
to city to village. At present, I am watching your wife. That's why I
am here tonight. To tell you, fairly, man to man, I suppose, I am
watching your wife and I know for a fact, that when I call, she'll

come.

i
i
t
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Y OUR wedding day, Brady had heard the word /uck two
hundred times. Everybody had advice, especially her sister

Linda, who claiimed to be “wise to me.” Linda had wisdom. She was
two vears older and had wisely married a0 serviceman, Buich
Feealebure s whose setos s G the army guaranteed them alife
ot teavelind adventure, They were going 1o see the world. If Brady

marricd me, Linda cold everybody, she would see nothing but the
inside of my carpet store.

Linda didn't like my plans for the ceremony. She thought char let-
ting my best man, Bobby Thorson, sing “El Paso” was a diabolical
mistake. “‘El Paso,”” she said. “Why would you sing thac at a wed-

ding in Stevens Point, Wisconsin?™ [ told hers because T liked che
song, nvasucker for astory, and because it was o love song, and
becanse there et asong called “Stevens Poine,”

Wl she sad thae day so long ago, “that is no way to wedded

Iliss

I wasn't used 1o thinking of things in terms of bliss, and I had no
response tor her. I had been thinking of the great phrase from the
song that goes “ . . . maybe tomorrow a bullet may find me . . .” and
[ was once again recommitted to the musical part of the program.
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What raised a// the stakes was what Brady did with the cake. She
was a photographer even then and had had a show that spring in the
Stevens Point Art Barn, a hilarious series of eye-tricks that everyone
thought were double exposures: toy soldiers patrolling bathroom
sinks and cowboys in refrigerators. Her family was pleased by what
they saw as a useful hobby, but the exhibition of photographs had
generally confused them.

When Brady picked up the wedding cake the morning we were
wed, it stunned her, just the size of it made her grab her camera. She
and Linda had taken Clover Lane, by the Gee place, and Brady pic-
tured it all: the cake in the foreground and the church in the back-
ground, side by side.

When Brady pulled over near the cottonwoods a quarter mile
from the church, Linda was not amused. She stayed in the car. Brady
set the wedding cake in the middle of the road, backed up forty feet,
lav down on the hardrop there, and in the rangefinder she saw the
image she wanted: the bride and the groom on top of the three-
tiered cake looking like they were about to step over onto the roof of
the First Congregational Church. We still have the photograph. And
when you see it, you always hear the next parr of the story.

Linda screamed. Brady, her eye to the viewfinder, thoughe a truck
was coming, that she was a second away from being run over on her
wedding day. But it wasn't a truck. Linda had screamed at two birds.
Two crows, who had been browsing the fenceline, wheeled down
and fell upon the cake, amazed to find the sweetest thing in the his-
tory of Clover Lane, and before Brady could run forward and pre-
vent it, she saw the groom plucked from his footing, ankle deep in
frosting, and rise—in the beak of the shiny black bird—up into the
June-blue sky.

“Man oh man oh man,” Linda said that day to Brady. “That is a
bad deal. That,” she said, squinting at the two crows, who were drift-
ing across Old Man Gee’s alfalfa, one of them with the groom in his
beak, “is a definite message.” Then Linda, who had no surplus affec-
tion for me, went on to say several other things which Brady has

been good enough, all these years, to keep to herself.
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When Bobby Thorson and I reached the church, Linda came out
as we were unloading his guitar and said smugly, “Glen, we're miss-
ing the groom.”

Someone called the bakery, bur it was too late for a replacement,
almost one o'clock. I dug through Brady’s car and tound some of her
guys: an Indian from Fort Apache with his hatchet raised in a non-
matrimonial gesture; the Mummy, a transtucent yellow; a kneeling
cicen soldier, his eve to his rifle; and a litde blue frogman with mov-
ablearms and legs. T was petting married in fifteen minutes.

The ceremony was rich. Linda read some Emily Dickinson; my
brother read some Robert Services and then Bobby Thorson sang “El
Paso,” a song about the intensities of love and a song which seemed
to bewilder much of the congregation.

When Brady came up the aisle on her father’s arm, she looked like
an angel, her face blanched by seriousness and—I found out later—
fear of evil omens. At the altar she whispered to me, “Do you believe
in symbols?” Thinking she was referring to the rings, I said, “Of
course, more than ever!” Her face nearly broke. I can still see her
mouth quiver.

Linda didn't let up. During the reception when we were cutring
the cake, Brady lifted the frogman from the top and Linda grabbed
her hand: “Don't you ever lick frosting from any man’s feet.”

[ wanted to say, “They're flippers, Linda,” but I held my tongue.

THAT WAS twenty years ago this week. So much has happened. I've
spent a thousand hours on my knees carpeting the rooms and halls
and stairways of Stevens Point. Brady and I now have three boys who
are good boys, but who—1 expect—will not go into the carpet busi-
ness. Brady has worked hard at her art. She is finished with her new
book. Obelisks, which took her around the world twice photograph-
ing, monuments. She’s a wry woman with a sense of humor as long
as a country road. Though she’s done the traveling and I've stayed at
home, whenever she sees any bird winging away, she says to me:

There you go.
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And she may be kind of right with that one. There have been
times when I've ached to drop it all and fly away with Brady. I've
cursed the sound of airplanes overhead and then when she comes
home with her camera case and dirty laundry, I've flown to her—
and she to me. You find out day after day in a good life that your
family is the journey.

And now Linda’s oldest, Trina, is getting married. We're having a
big family party here in Stevens Point. Butch and Linda have all
come north for a couple of weeks. Butch has done well; he’s a lieu-
tenant colonel. He’s stationed at Fort Bliss and they all seem to like
El Paso.

Trina came into the store yesterday pretending to look at carpet.
People find out youre married for twenty years, they ask advice.
What would I know? I'm just her uncle and I've done what I could.
For years [ laid carpet so my wife could be a photographer, and now
she’ll be a photographer so I can retire and coach baseball. Life lies
before us like some new thing.

It’s quiet in the store today. I can count sparrows on the wire
across the road. My advice! She smiled yesterday when I told her.
Just get married. Have a friend sing your favorite song at the wed-
ding. Marriage, she said, what is ic? Well, I said, it’s not life on a
cake. It’s a bird taking your head in his beak and you walk the sky.

It's marriage. Sometimes it pinches like a bird’s mouth, but it’s defi-

nitely flying, it’s definitely a kind of flying.




