
	
                                               A TRUE SITING OF BIG FOOT

	Many suggest that the sittings of big foot are not true or not substanuated by the facts.  Possibly this remains an open question because no body or remains has ever been found dead or alive.  
	My story establishes that not only does big foot exist, I testify that I seen Big Foot.  
On Labor Day in 1987, my wife and I were gathering corn and strawberries from our 5 acre garden.  The Strawberry patch was adjacent to the road which located across the street from our home.  I was eating strawberries and it was a hot day and I decided to go across the street and get a drink of water from the hose next to the house.  I stopped dead in my tracks as l looked down towards the end of the road.  Coming out from under a weeping widow tree and entering the street was none other that Big Foot, standing erect and peering back at me for maybe a minute.
	I screamed at my wife and she came running across the field.  I expect that my yelling distracted him and he lit out across an open field we called Tiffany Flats.  Without hesitation I got into my car and made a u-turn and headed for the street, which made a right turn towards the Avenue of the Giants, named after the gigantic Redwoods trees.  As I rounded the bend in the road there was a knoll which blocked my view and as I continued to make the turn Bid Foot was up a steep embankment and crossing the two lane highway.  
	Walking along the highway was retired Catholic Priest.  He was hard of hearing and I stopped the car, he was reading a letter, he had just left our small post office. 
	 “:Mike”
	 I yelled to a man that could not hear, again I screamed louder than before and he looked up.
	“Yeah, what is it?”
	“Mike. Do you see Big Foot go by you?”
	“Big Foot?” 
	He questioned.
	“Yeah, Big Foot, he just ran past you for Gods sake>”
	“What?” he looked befuddled 
Page two
“Mike I am asking you if you seen anything, anyone run past you, he couldn’t have been more that fifty feet from you, you must have seen something, didn’t you?”
	“Nope, just reading this letter here that’s all ain’t seen nothing.”
	“Okay, okay you haven’t seen any movement?”
	“Just seen Ruth down at the post office, she don’t look good, not good at all>”
	I got into the car and returned home to question my wife after my badgering her for a time she relented and said she seen him, but she hadn’t seen him I am sure of that.  But I had defiantly seen Big Foot, but a lone and bittersweet sitting.
	Until early spring when at a meeting of the Avenue of the Giants meeting held in Myers Flat, a village along the Avenue.  The subject came up of how to increase the traffic and visitors that travel the freeway that runs adjacent to the Avenue of the Giants.  Seated next to me was Carl and Alice, LNU, they owned the motel across from Tiffiny Flats on the Avenue and directly from the location where I had last seen and lost site of Big Foot.
	Alice leaned over and said within my hearing.
	“Carl, tell them what you seen last fall.”
	“No, I ain’t telling them anything about it”
	Carl who was seated next to me was adamant about what he had seen.  So I said, 
	“Hey Carl, it wouldn’t have been on Labor Day would it?”
	He looked startled,
	“You seen it Dick?”
	“Yes and chased it too, but I lost site of it on the Avenue”  Then I told him the story of how I had seen Big Foot coming from under the weeping willow down on the end of the road coming up from river bottom and how I questioned old Mike and he told me he hadn’t seen anything out of the ordinary.
	Mike began to tell his story first to me and then we both related our stories to the assembly.
	He began,
	“I was watering the hillside next to the motel, it was a real hot day and I needed a beer, I went into the house, cracked open a bud and drank it and then took another.  The hillside was wet and the level area leading up to it was saturated because I had left the hose running while I was getting a beer.  When I returned the first thing I noticed was huge foot prints in the mud.  I
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	I too told my story which led into Carls confirmation.  Everyone appeared to be impressed but decided that there wasn’t any way to use it to promote the sitting.  I owned a small gift shop and had a sandwich board made with the figure of big foot on it.  It drew attention but soon thereafter, Willow Creek, began promoting Big Foot and it had also seen several sittings, however I do not believe any were as visual as mine and with Carl and Alice’s confirmation of seeing the foot prints.  I believe that others might be interested in seeking out the one called Big Foot along and among the big Sequoia Redwoods trees on the AVENUIE OF THE GIANTS….
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