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CHAPTER 1 — OUR INCREDIBLE DISCOVERY 

 

 

The moment I saw the Sasquatch I knew he was hurting. 

 Okay, so I’m not telling the truth.  

 I was actually so astonished to see a real Sasquatch, I didn’t even think about how he was 

feeling. Only after I pinched myself did I realize it must be in terrible pain from the— 

 I’d better start from the beginning. 

 That Thursday December morning my online friends clobbered me on Xbox without 

mercy. Disgusted, I signed off and wandered downstairs.  

 I was itching for an adventure. Or at the very least, a reason to avoid my homework.  

 My sister sat hunched over her schoolbooks on the kitchen table, and nibbled the ends of 

her blue-streaked hair. I crept up behind her. “That’s interesting geometry, Lisa.” 

 “Don’t sneak up on me like that!” She shoved her fashion magazine under her math text.  

 I cracked a smile. “Let’s go check out Grumpy Guenther’s trap line.”  

 “Drive the snowmobile in this weather? Get serious.”  

 I perched on top of a chair back, with my feet on the seat. “I am serious.” 
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 “Can’t you sit on a chair like a normal person?” 

 “Show a little respect. I’m almost twelve.” 

 “Ha! Like in three months. Grow up. Stop doing stuff that can hurt you. Why do you 

want to see Old Man Guenther’s trap line?” 

 “You’ll keep this a secret?” I asked. “You swear on Bogeyman Batlair’s spooky grave?” 

 “Absolutely. Next time we pass by the cemetery I’ll promise on his grave. Now spill it.”  

 I sighed. Lisa was only a year older than me, but she bossed me around like a grown-up. 

She did keep her promises though—at least most of the time—that is, when she thought she 

wouldn’t get in trouble for it. I figured my secret was safe. 

 “Grumpy Guenther is poaching,” I said, “So I want to set the animals free.”   

 “You’re going to open his traps and let the animals go?” 

 “Sure. At least those that haven’t already gone to animal heaven.”  

 “Ricky Reckless Romero! That should be your name. What if an animal attacks you?” 

 “They’re so scared that they always run off. I did it once with Dave on Saturday, after we 

found the traps. But now he’s on holidays, and I can’t open the traps alone. So are you in?” 

 “Have you lost your mind? It’s too cold to go out! Check the temperature yourself.”  

 I peered through the kitchen window and squinted to read the outdoor thermometer. 

“Nine below zero.” 

 The howling wind from the worst blizzard in eleven years blew the snow about with 

fierce gusts, and it rattled the frost-coated windows.  

 “So there you go. Besides, Dad said not to leave the house when we’re home alone.” 

 Schools were closed because of the heavy snowfall, but Dad still had to go to work. 
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 “Please help. Grumpy Guenther will be sure to check his traps tonight after work. The 

news said the storm should die down by then.” 

 Lisa tapped her pencil on the table. She knew that bugged me. “Dad would never let us 

go near traps, and we’ll be grounded if he finds out. Look, I know how much you care about 

animals. Our raccoon would have died if you hadn’t found it with a broken leg. But humans kill 

millions of animals every day. You can’t save all of them.” 

 “I can save these ones.” A thought gnawed at my heart—the thought of a trapped animal 

out in the bitter cold trying to chew its leg off to escape. “I’ll give you my Halloween candy.” 

 She looked me over with narrowed eyes. “All of it?” 

 I nodded. You’d think my sister would be grown-up enough to eat a proper diet, but she 

craved candy as much as me. Anyways, all I had left in my hidden stash were rock-hard, sour 

gummy bears—and other totally gross candy. I was happy to get rid of it.  

 Lisa puckered her lips. After half a century she said, “I’ll only help if you also give me an 

MP3 Player for Christmas.” 

 “No way! It’s too expensive. You had to go and lose your iPod. Ask Dad.” 

 “He said he’d never buy me another iPod if I lost the one he bought me. Why doesn’t he 

buy us iPhones so we can be like the other kids at school?”  

 I mentally calculated how many papers I’d have to deliver to shell out that much money. 

Not good. But on the bright side, an MP3 Player would cost a lot less than an iPod.  

 Lisa rapped her pencil on the table like a drumbeat. “So I guess you don’t want to go.” 

 “Okay! I’ll get it for you.” I’d have to figure out a way to break my promise later. “Now 

can we just leave? It’s my turn to drive.” I punched the air in victory and leaned too far back on 

the chair. It flipped and I tumbled to the floor.  
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 We attached the sleigh to the back of the snowmobile. The sleigh held all the safety and 

camping gear. Dad made us take it whenever we went snowmobiling. Then we shot across the 

fields, towards the eastern slopes of the Cascade Mountains. 

 I liked to rev up the engine on the hills so the front skis lifted off the snow when I sped 

over the top. That was sweet. Real sweet. 

 “Don’t go so fast!” Lisa shouted from behind me. She thumped my back. 

 “Don’t be so bossy!” I slowed down anyway because it was hard to see with zillions of 

snowflakes zooming at us. The line between the snowy hills and the clouded sky was blurred.  

 We spied a red fox in the first trap. 

 “Look.” I pointed. “The old buzzard used a dead rabbit as bait. That’s against the law.”  

 So was trapping in a Washington State park. I’d already emailed the Report-a-Poacher 

hotline, but until the game warden removed the traps I was determined to free all the animals.  

 “See the trap’s teeth?” I said. “Grumpy Guenther also broke the law by using outdated 

leg-hold traps. Those serrated teeth can cut into muscle.”  

 The fox trembled all over as we crept up to it. I trembled too, but from excitement. My 

blood pumped faster. I was thrilled to come so close to such a cool creature. 

 We opened the trap and the magnificent animal limped free. At a safe distance it faced us 

and yip-yipped a bark before it vanished into the forest. Maybe that was the way it thanked us. 

 The next two traps were empty. I tripped those traps and then drove the snowmobile to 

the edge of a small cliff overlooking the ravine beside a frozen stream. I cut the engine.  

 “The next trap is at the bottom of this gully,” I said. “It’s too steep to drive down there.” 

 We put on our snowshoes, so we wouldn’t sink up to our waists in the deep snow. Then 

we fought our way past the clinging branches of evergreens that lined the steep ravine.  
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 Something still out of sight made a moaning sound, broken by screams. 

 “What animal makes that noise?” Lisa asked. “It’s creepy. Let’s turn back.” 

 “Don’t be a wimp! Come on!”  

 We pushed onward, but more carefully now. I bent aside the branches of a western 

hemlock, but could only see a furry leg. At that moment the animal screamed even louder. We 

scrambled away from it, onto the bank along the frozen stream. 

 Then we saw its face. 

 Lisa’s jaw dropped and her eyes widened. I froze and silently sucked in my breath. We 

stared, stunned and speechless. The animal glared back, its eyes wide open with terror.  

 “What kind of animal is it?” Lisa asked. 

 I closed my eyes hard and opened them again. The creature was still there. This wasn’t a 

dream or a figment of my imagination.   

 “It’s not a bear,” I said. “It looks like a gorilla, but they only live in Africa. So this must 

be a Sasquatch.” I’d seen drawings of them in books. “Look how badly its leg is hurt.”  

 “But nobody’s ever seen a Sasquatch,” Lisa said. “They aren’t real.” 

 I snorted. “Thousands of people have. But scientists won’t believe it because no one has 

ever given them a Sasquatch body. This one is just a kid—a boy. He’s less than five feet tall. An 

adult Sasquatch stands almost eight feet high.” 

 “The Sasquatch Kid,” Lisa said. “I feel sorry for him. He’s lost so much blood.” 

 His right leg above the ankle was cut and bloody, possibly from the teeth of the trap. Or 

maybe he bit his own leg to try and free himself. My heart throbbed to see him suffer.  

 “If we take off our goggles and helmets,” I said, “he’ll see our faces and won’t be so 

scared of us.”  
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 We did that, and crept closer—but not too close. A Sasquatch is a fierce animal.  

 He was covered with two-inch-long chocolate brown hair all over, except for his face and 

the bottoms of his hands and feet. He had a flattened pug nose, a sloped forehead, and almost no 

neck at all. His broad barrel chest and arms were so long they reached past his knees. And of 

course his feet were big. About a size sixteen, if he could wear shoes.  

 “Let’s set him free,” I said. 

 The Sasquatch cowered by wrapping his arms around his knees, and he shivered.   

 “No way.” Lisa backed up. “What if he tries to bite us? I’m afraid of him.”  

 “Don’t worry, I’ll push his head away with the catch pole, just like we did with the fox.” 

 “He’s a lot bigger than the fox. Let’s just leave him here and go.” 

 The animal control catch pole had an adjustable noose on the end of a six-foot pole. I 

ignored Lisa’s worries and slipped the noose over the head of the trapped Sasquatch.  

 But when I tightened the noose snugly around his neck, he growled. A throaty g-r-r-r-r, 

like the sound a vicious dog makes before he attacks.  

 “Let’s get out of here!” Lisa cried. She turned to run, but I held her arm. 

 I said in a calm voice, “Grab the pole, and push his head away while I open the trap.”  

 She wavered and stared at me with panic in her eyes. “No way.” 

 “Trust me. He won’t hurt us. Please help me—I can’t do this alone.” 

 Lisa sighed. “You give me more grief than a horrible hair stylist.” She took the catch 

pole, and pushed his head away with all her strength. But the Sasquatch Kid thrashed about. 

Lisa’s arms shook like branches in the wind. 

 The trap was chained to a stake in the ground. I pressed the back of the coil spring trap to 

my hip, then pulled the lever on each side. I grunted as I opened the jaws of the trap enough to 
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let the Sasquatch Kid escape. He stopped growling and scooted backwards to free his leg. Lisa 

let him out of the noose on the catch pole. 

 “This trap is much bigger than the others,” I said. “Was Grumpy Guenther trying to catch 

a lynx?” 

 The Sasquatch stood and swayed like he was drunk. Then he fell. He lay in the blood-

soaked snow, panting and taking deep breaths. Sweat streaked the hair around his face.  

 “He can’t even stand,” I said. “Is his leg broken? Or is he dizzy from losing blood?” 

 The Sasquatch Kid gave a heartbreaking cry. Like a coyote’s howling and the lonely call 

of a loon, both put together. The sound gave me goose bumps.  

 Then Lisa said the words I feared most.  

 “I think we should tell Dad.”
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CHAPTER 2 — WHAT TO DO NOW? 

 

 

“Dad can fix his leg,” Lisa said. 

 “I know that,” I snapped. “Even you can do stitches. Dad taught you how.” 

 Our dad was a veterinarian and did that stuff all the time. He worked long hours at his 

own business, sometimes fifteen hours a day. And because our mom died when I was born, 

whenever Dad finally got home he still had housework to do, even though we helped.  

 “First we’ve got to stop the bleeding,” I said. “He’s lost too much blood.” 

 “I’m not going near him.” Lisa backed away. “He’ll tear us to pieces!” 

 “Not if he’s asleep. Hand me the first aid kit.” 

 Lisa unbuckled her waist pouch. It held everything needed for emergencies. She threw 

the kit at me and stepped back further. “If he bites you, I won’t be the one giving you stitches.” 

 The kit even had some leftover Tylenol IV. Dad had given me some after I fell from a 

tree and broke my arm. The dissolvable Tylenol IV is a strong painkiller made with Codeine that 

makes a person sleepy. Or an animal, I hoped.  
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 My water bottle had a screw-on cup. I snagged the bottle from my snowmobile pants 

pocket, took off my gloves, and dissolved two tablets of Tylenol IV in a cup of water. 

 “How much will you use?” Lisa asked. 

 “I don’t know, but I want to really knock him out. I’ll throw in another tablet.” 

 I offered the cup to the Sasquatch Kid. He was sitting now, but he looked puzzled. Dumb 

me. Of course he wouldn’t know how to drink from a cup. So I showed him. I brought the cup to 

my lips and pretended to drink a sip. 

 He raised his arms and held out his hands. I handed him the cup, and he awkwardly 

brought it to his lips. He gulped down the water fast. 

 “He must be thirsty.” I let him have more cups of water, until he drank my water bottle 

dry. Then he leaned back on his elbows and stared at me with his black, haunting eyes. It was 

like he gazed right into my soul. 

 What did I look like to him? Probably he saw me as a tall, scrawny kid. Although I loved 

sports and was on the school basketball team, I hated lifting weights. 

 He’d see a boy with black hair and dark skin—part of my Latino ancestry. He might even 

guess that deep down inside I wasn’t sure of myself at all. I was shy with other kids, quiet in 

class, and didn’t make friends easily. I wasn’t a social butterfly like my sister. 

 “Where are your mom and dad?” I asked the Sasquatch Kid. “Did you get lost?”  

 “Probably in the blizzard,” Lisa said. “Maybe his parents couldn’t hear him over the 

wind. Look, he’s getting sleepy now.”  

 He lay in the snow. Once he fell asleep, I wrapped a gauze dressing around the cuts in his 

leg, and tightened a stretch bandage over the dressing. “That should stop the bleeding for now.”  
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 I felt his neck for a pulse. “His pulse is weak, and his skin is clammy.” I pried open an 

eye. “His pupils are big too. So he must be in shock.” I kneeled in the snow. 

 “On second thought,” Lisa said, “we should leave him here. Remember when you took 

home the baby robin that fell from its nest? Even though we fed it constantly, it died from fright. 

If we take the Sasquatch, he might die too. We don’t even know what he eats. He could starve.” 

 “And what if his parents don’t come soon? If the Sasquatch Kid doesn’t move, Grumpy 

Guenther will find him tonight. And he’ll kill this poor Sasquatch for sure.” 

 I had to decide between two bad choices, and I was torn. I sat in the snow and cradled my 

mixed-up head between my hands. “The news said the temperature will fall to twenty below zero 

tonight. If we leave the Sasquatch Kid, he’ll die. If we take him, he might live.”  

 I stood. “We have to take him home.”  

 Lisa shrugged. “Then you agree to let Dad see him.”  

 “No way. Grown-ups always make a mess of things.” 

 “But Ricky—” 

 “You promised to keep this a secret. Remember? We have to take care of him ourselves. 

Once you’ve stitched his wounds and he’s healed, we’ll help him find his family. I need you to 

stick with me on this one.” 

 “How are we ever going to—” 

 “Leave it to me. I know exactly what to do.” Actually, I hadn’t the faintest idea. 

 Lisa shook her head gravely. “Okay, but if Dad finds out, it’s your funeral.” 

 I grinned. “Just bury me in a pine box. I don’t need anything fancy.”  

 “Why do I have a gut feeling that this is not going to end well?” 

 “You worry too much,” I said. “Let’s load him onto the sleigh. I’ll try to drive closer.” 
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 “Don’t leave me here with the Sasquatch! I’m coming with you.” 

 We snowshoed back to the snowmobile and climbed on. Then I drove along the meadow 

by the edge of the forest. A snowmobile is like a motorcycle without wheels. It has the same kind 

of track as a bulldozer or a tank. The engine turns the track, and the track spins and grips the 

snow. After five minutes I got lucky and found a break in the woods. I drove down the field to 

where it met the stream. The trees along the field came right to the edge of the frozen stream, so 

my only choice was to go over the ice. 

 “Don’t drive over the stream,” Lisa said. “The ice isn’t thick enough.” 

 “How do you know?” The way she always told me what to do annoyed me more than an 

unpopped pimple. 

  I gunned the engine as I drove over the stream. The ice cracked and some water gushed 

out, but I made it. I parked on a narrow bank, near the Sasquatch Kid. 

 “I told you not to drive on the ice!” Lisa shouted. 

 “Don’t sweat it.” 

 “You’re lucky you haven’t killed yourself by now.” 

 “Yeah, my guardian angel works overtime. Help me load him onto the sleigh.”  

 We gently rolled the sleeping Sasquatch onto his side, and I spread a blanket beside him. 

Then we laid him back down, onto the blanket. I bunched up and lifted one end of the blanket. 

Lisa did the same on the other end. We settled the Sasquatch Kid into the sleigh and tucked 

another blanket around him.  

 As we sped homeward across the open fields one question raced over and over in my 

mind. How could we ever keep this a secret from Dad?  

 


