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THE ADVENTURES OF HAPPY BIGFEET: TO EACH HIS OWIN’

by

Larry Carrier

prologue


The asphalt of the parking lot shimmered and became liquid.  Small ringlets spread from the center of the parking lot as a small, cylindrically shaped object rose from out of the pavement.  It rose to about a foot high, turning this way and that, in every direction.  There was a lens embedded in the end of the hooked top of the object.  If anyone had noticed this object that had appeared in the center of the parking lot, they would have recognized it as a periscope, much like the ones that you see on the top of the average submarine.


The parking lot was half full, or half empty, whatever your philosophical stance may be.  There were no cars parked in the near vicinity of the periscope.  A few people would occasionally walk to or from their cars, not close enough to notice this strange thing protruding from the parking lot.


The periscope continued to turn this way and that, checking for any possible hazards that may present themselves.  A small man peered through the other end of it.  He was very careful about his machine, his latest creation.  It wouldn’t do to have a crazed lunatic come barreling into the parking lot and ram into him.  It would probably do more damage to the car than to his machine, but why take chances.


When the man was sure that it was safe to surface, he threw some switches and levers that were mounted on a nearby wall.  Then he watched some gauges that were mounted on the wall next to the switches and levers.  He was satisfied with what he saw there.


What the few people in the near vicinity of the parking lot saw did not satisfy them.  It didn’t dissatisfy them, either.  It just made them feel rather perplexed.  They stared at what appeared to be a submarine surfacing in the center of the parking lot.  It was a strange sight.  The people didn’t know what to do.  They just stood and stared at the surfacing object.


A car started to pull into the parking lot, but the driver, upon seeing the surfacing object, changed his mind and threw the car into reverse.  The tires squealed as the car returned to the street it had just left.  The man driving the car decided that he could use a drink right about then and drove to the nearest bar.  The bartender at the bar, upon hearing the man’s tale about the strange surfacing object, decided that the man had already had enough to drink and would give him no more.  The man stormed from the bar.  He drove around until he found a bar that would serve him.  He gratefully swallowed the strange concoction of otherworldly fluids that was put before him.  He soon forgot about the strange object that he’d seen surfacing in the parking lot.  He soon forgot about quite a few things.


Back in the parking lot, the strange submarine-like object had finished surfacing.  The asphalt rolled off of it like water rolling off of a submarine that had surfaced in the ocean.  The hatch (a round door with a funny wheel on it) on top of the submarine-like object flew open with a loud squeaking noise.  A small man with gray hair and a beard climbed through the open hatchway.  He wore a long white coat.  He moved the hatch back and forth, listening to it squeak.  The sound did not please him in the least.  He disappeared back into his machine and soon returned with an oil can.  He carefully splurted oil onto the hatch’s hinges and moved it back and forth again.  This time it was silent.  The man nodded approvingly at the sound, or rather, the lack of it.  He dropped the oil can through the hatchway and climbed down from the top of the submarine-like object.  There was a ladder welded to the side of the strange machine.  The man climbed down this, taking each step carefully, as a man of his age would.


The people who were standing around the parking lot watched the man cautiously.  They felt like they should be doing something, but they didn’t know what that something could be, so they stayed rooted to their spots and stared at the man, as if that were the something that they should be doing.


The people with wilder imaginations imagined that this was some creature from the darkest depths of the Earth, come to take over their upper world.


But he doesn’t look like a creature from the darkest depths of the Earth.  He looks like a normal human being.  Somewhat normal, anyway, the other people reasoned.


But he came in a strange submarine-like object from out of the earth in such an unnatural way.  He could be wearing a very clever human-like disguise.  Underneath that disguise could be a vicious three eyed being with fangs and warts and other disgusting features, the first people reasoned back.


The second people shuddered at this reasoning.  They desperately searched for some counter reasoning, but all they could think of was death rays and tearing flesh; not just any tearing flesh, it was their tearing flesh that they were worried about.  Where was that counter reasoning that they were looking for?


The small, gray haired man in the long white coat approached the people.


The people stared at him.  This is it, they thought.  He’s going to death ray us and tear our flesh.


“Excuse me,” the man said politely, passing the people and approaching the building that faced the parking lot.


The people turned to stare at the man as he disappeared into the large, three story, brick building.  Big block letters on the front of the building spelled out “Cheapwater Town Library.”  The people were a bit disappointed at not having been death rayed and flesh torn.


The man walked past the checkout desk near the front door and up the steps to the second floor.  He quickly moved to the nonfiction section and started walking up and down between the large shelves, looking for a particular book.  The book that he was looking for wasn’t just any old book.  This book was a very special book.  It was a book that he hoped would change his life for the better.


The man was becoming desperate.  He hadn’t found the book, yet.  Could someone have possibly checked the book out? he wondered.  It had to be here.  He had calculated very carefully, using a mathematical formula that he had devised, and the book should have been there at that time.  He’d even considered the positions of the stars and moon, just to be on the safe side.  He’d gone over the figures several times and found no mistakes in them.  The book had to be there.


The man had become so careless in his desperate search for the book that he walked right past it.  He stopped and looked back.  There it was.  There was the answer to all of his problems.  He was saved.


He pulled the book from the shelf and looked at it, caressing the cover.  It was beautiful.  The letters of the title on the cover of the book were so well formed and striking that the man felt suddenly drawn to it.  He stared at the letters as he continued to caress the book.  “Take me, read me, I’m yours,” the letters called to him.  He knew that he must have that book at any cost.  Fortunately, he was in a library, so he could just check the book out and it wouldn’t cost him anything.


He walked with the book back down the stairs to the checkout desk.  There he became casual.  He casually placed the book on the counter and slowly looked around the room.  No one was looking at him.  The few other people in the room were busy looking through books of their own.  The man became suspicious.  Why were all of those people just standing there looking through books?  That was a strange thing to be doing in a library.  He had a feeling that they were secretly watching him.


The woman behind the checkout desk picked up the book, looking at the title.  “‘The Joy of Sex,’” she said loudly, making the man wince.  “This is one of our most popular books.  It was given to us by that lovely Miss Janie Edward.  She’s a porno queen, you know.  She just got married to that wonderful man, Mr. Moneybags, from the last Happy Bigfeet Adventure.  That was some story, wasn’t it?  Did you read it? . . .”  Her voice rattled on and on.


The little man glanced at the other people in the room, his face turning red.  The people were no longer looking at their books.  They were looking at him with knowing expressions on their faces.  He smiled at them and let forth a short, hysterical laugh.


“It’s for a friend.” he said lamely, turning back to the desk and trying to hide his face.  This was most embarrassing.  Maybe these people wouldn’t know who he was.


“There you go, Dr. Blitzblatz,” the woman said, placing the book in front of him.  “I hope you enjoy it.”


The man mumbled a reply, picked up the book and quickly left the building.


The people in the parking lot were still standing there staring at the front of the building.  They were elated.  They’d been given a second chance.  Now for sure they’d be death rayed and flesh torn.  This was exciting.  They’d be in all the papers . . . but wait.


“Excuse me,” the man said, passing by them again.  He climbed aboard the submarine-like object and it slowly disappeared back into the parking lot.


The people stared at the spot where the strange vehicle had been.  This was a definite let down.  There had once been a time when you were assured of being death rayed and flesh torn by three eyed beings with fangs and warts and other disgusting features from the depths of the earth.  Times had sure changed.  What had become of the world?


