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Notable cryptlds include Bigfoot,| Thunderbird, and the Loch Ness Creature. =
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Bigfoot Watches Cinderella & ‘ v i s
.’—.‘ \ ’ (_1“~ 1 y
Y : and trics to place herself in the story as
[ A F X
' anything but an ugly stepsister.
4 N; - |

A g G L. |

ol - Shc imagines herself as the princess. What
i she wouldn't give fora single night safely

\ mering blue

Zhit .
j e !K outside the forest, in a shim
%\V k gown and horse-drawn carriage.

She, oo, could emerge from her
dark home, woo everyone by
breaking hearts instead of branches

just for once. ‘

There would be no screams of terror. There _
b V) would be glasses raised in her honor instead of

L. - .‘.3 :;7 . T y ‘ i”rbc whole mass of her, shaggy hair
- and overgrown claws, begs for

' § So she retreats into the forest,

wanders further and further until all |

4

3 we have left of ber is a shoe,

or a blurry photograph, /
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| croch bebind e Black bog-rush. Between swamp aems and spikelets, | see her. Sbe

moves fough the waner, cely her loag neck and curved spine visble through the thick fog. How
she glimmers, even i the late spring downpeur, | remember ber this way.

P My Aumt Orks took ‘me sea trout ﬁshingutbelocbtconlyw I'd ever \isitnd—'l'b_ﬂ
I was smaller and dide "t thisk to question the existence of things. From afar | saw ber bathing
the deep bluc-groen. When my cousins heard of it, they berated me, forever mocking me for
chiming % soe moesters. | wonder if they feared her.

b As 1 duck down in the brush on fhe oatskirts of the loch, | femble with my Nikoa. She
nears me and my palms became hot pools of wa., | wast 10 caprure bes. Not for sy cousias of

my Aurt Orla, bet for my own saniey. But the camera shps froe my shaky grisp and thumps 0

the hard mud. She stops and looks in my drection. © W0 A

I cant help bue starsd up. | feed s urpe %0 muakie myself seen, | warnt % look at her, if oaly
fior a moment. But she ducks down and dissppears imo the abyss of the lock. [ run to e adge of )
the dock and bend over the water, searching her weeld foe any trace. But it's just blu2. "

Last time, I dove nght 1o the Joch. | opened my eyes underwater for the fiest s in my
life. My eyes stung, bet imside the Joch 1 felt a hoae. My Aust Orla screamed for me from tlu'4
shore. | was going to rum the intence of hor Suharu with my soaking calottes,

Aunt Orla tried 10 ocan me out of the water, | refused to leave vatil 1 saw the creature

again. My Aunt called for mne, yelbag cbscuntes and theemcrang 10 call my modwr, Evenoually

my hands and fees became pruned sed sy musches ached, so | begradgingly climbed out of the
water. We drove back to her house in sikenee and | ered the whole way.

| Secing the och now, the rain poundisg aop the wake's sure, begging to become apart
of it, | contemplate jamping in. | sit oo the edge of the dock, peenng cut into e loch, for five I
hours. She doesn't come. The raim intensifies s | s ere, lezs danghng over the edge, inviting
her 10 grab abold of cae 2ad pull me in l

[ think of ber rch salvery green skim and Row [ weuld feel on the train back w England
without secing her cnce moee. 0y

| push myself off the edge, and imo tie loch. ‘ -

| swarn 0 where | saaw ber ket Under Qe walcr, 8 wave of calm buts me. 1 am safe from
(be rain. But $ere’s no sign of her — just smalles, simpler fish.

[ swam until my leps cramp and dmost give out. And as | make my way back 1o the dock,

{1 feel 3 tap on sy right calf. 1look aad there she is, night behind me. Ste seems 1o be fleating
through spoce she's 5o graceful, T wave. She moves ber fin w0 mimic me and | suddenly feel an

oarush of coldness. | can’t bhelp but sob and grve mio the cumrent. g
| swam the loch for ber, forever ago. | emed thea, %o, ‘z {_I__,,- .
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how do you think the cryptods fiecl®
(0 you think nessie wants 2 be calied ﬁ U.um
2 mossker” pertaps ey dready hear
that doenang around 13 ther head every day
waniad w come 18 dhe surface 1o get awey

fram the jeess, anly W hear monser
monuer ocheing back

& do you think e jackalope
thought & was arything odver thas
sonnad until we irred Ghem Fedk?

& broben reight have waated w0 33y bello,
befars vou wicd o woved where you dda"t belong

& ogepoge. igopogo, nmipegn,
ol namad for their oaly hasees,
they just wasied o defond fhe only
reflection they've ever kagwn

& lusca, beann fUl maltearmed sea creatare
50 ssed v dncng witk Dier own kind
the of course ey would stack anything
the Efcat fos her owe

& loveland frog jes wried 1o imitse greabcss
wou waukd 900 if & wan the aely way 1o stay dlive

& bghoot » probably haed to find for a good reason
pet convartly oe the rn fom 3 people

who only wasti sare sont of proofl
warls Lo name ther other

same then farry cremvwre

souelive us

& Bow G0 you know that modh mas is eve that
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% take whae something lecks khe
Ben ary £ oo all they are

£ ose'te s lkews
10 call what we don't understaed

bepzed
take the folkdore

furn il eto ca't Be proves
the enviire Sefisition of crypeld ks undisputed
and o't sl jest e way
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Arc just like wshung on dead stars,

P | woeder if someone once wished upon me,
The saar than was me in the sky befare

White Dwarf’ Black Dwarf™
by Laures E. O"Brien

Me.

And maybe now it’s just ash. 6
| emce heard, and siowed to memxry oo = A9

That dead stars sill shine
Umti) they *ve cooled and : ‘5
Have fallen o ash. e

-

So, that star I"ve been wishing on
Is probably dead
Just like the wish | keep alive.

I also bave heard
93%
Strdust.

So, I guess I'm a saar 100.

And if these things arc true,

Maybe I'm just like a star,

And even if what you see in me glows,
Maybe that energy barned ot long age. ‘

And maybe your aspirations for me

<
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