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It was a cold and wet morning in the British 

Columbian town of 100 Mile House. It would be worse 

in the woods. Malcolm Yzerman, Mal to his friends, 

ran through his mental checklist. Bait? Check. 

Fishing gear? Check. Assault rifle and grenades? 

Check.  

When Mal saw the goodbye-come-back-soon sign that 

marked the edge of town, he put his foot down. The V8 

under the hood of his green pickup growled, and the 

speed indicator leapt from 50 to 100 km/h, along the 

Cariboo Highway. The road ran the length of the 

province, starting in Vancouver to the South, where 

Mal’s daughter was studying medicine.  

Today Mal headed North. Ten minutes out of town, he 

turned onto one of the roads only there for trucks 

hauling logs from the clear-cutting areas near the 

mountains to the sawmills outside the towns.  

This was lumber country. More so back in the day. 

When Mal was a kid nearly everybody came home with 

woodchip in their hair after a day’s work. Now, with 

Mal in his late forties, not so much. Machinery had 

gotten better, and the regulations stricter. Which 

meant fewer jobs.  
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Mal drove on. Both sides of the road were lined with 

green walls of firs, pines, and cedars, their height 

alternating in big patches. The taller the trees, the 

longer it had been since the last logging crew had 

come through. All stood in neat rows. Replanted to 

make clear-cutting the areas quicker next time 

around.  

The odd logging truck he met on the road honked at 

him. A friendly hello. None flashed its lights twice, 

which was the agreed sign for Mounties in the area. 

Seemed he didn’t have to bullshit the police with his 

fishing story. He’d done it often enough, but one day 

his luck would run out.   

Mal was liked by the folk working out here. They 

appreciated he was looking after them. Mal kept the 

rules away. It was an old problem. 

After the last big war in Europe, just when people 

turned their minds back to earning money and growing 

families, researchers from the University of Columbia 

visited 100 Mile House. They found a colony of 

sphyrapicus thyroideus. That’s Williamson's 

Sapsucker, a small bird.  

The lake south of town, and the surrounding hills for 

good measure, were turned into a Protected Area. 

Almost overnight. Not only couldn’t you log there 

anymore, trucks couldn’t drive through. It was a 

massive, costly, pain in the ass for the logging 
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companies. Everyone bitched and moaned about it in 

the highway-side bars for weeks. 

Then some out-of-towner pitched in. He had previously 

worked out of Bakerville. Good forest, good timber. 

So why was he down here? They’d found megascops 

kennicottii, the western screech owl, nesting in the 

trees. A big bird. That apparently warranted an 

entire Provincial Park.  

Scared shitless, people started making calls to 

family, friends, and even old American war buddies, 

working in the timber industry. Was the government 

closing down good forest in their parts because of 

some bird or other beasty?  

You bet, and there was a pattern to the job-

destroying madness. The bigger the animal, the more 

land was closed off to protect it. Anything caribou-

sized got an entire National Park. That rang true. In 

Alberta, you had Jasper and Banff National Parks. 

About 6700 squares miles of protected forest that had 

spelled the end of the local logging industry.  

The company bosses saw the writing on the wall. Their 

wall! Made from planks from their mills. 

That was where Mal came in. When a logging crew came 

across a vulnerable or endangered species, he got 

paid to make sure the conservation status of said 

local population quickly turned to ‘extinct’. Ideally 

overnight. The bigger the job, the better the money. 



4 
 

Mal drove for two more hours on nearly empty roads, 

and then turned onto a dirt path that took him up 

into the hills just south of Mount Perseus, a 

treeless peak out East. To his next job. 

It was tough going. The road was new, uneven, yet to 

be flattened and compacted by timber trucks and 

tracked machinery. Still, he made good time.  

Thank God for that. 

This was a category A. emergency. The entire fucking 

province could become a UNESCO World Heritage site.   

After 30 minutes on the uneven road, he reached the 

end of it. Here, two days ago, some tree markers, 

guys putting up the painted signs that tell a crew 

which trees to cut, had spotted footprints.  

Mal stopped the car. Ahead of him, he could only see 

dark forest. The trees were tall and stood closely 

together, their branches wrapped around each other in 

places, like a huddle of basketball players, keeping 

the sunlight away from the damp forest floor. Real 

woods, not the replanted knock-offs.  

Mal wiped the sweat from his brow. He’d be doing this 

for ten years now. Before him, his dad had done it, 

and taught Mal everything he needed to know. Just as 

his dad had sat under his owns father’s learning 

tree.  

But this was Mal’s first Category A. Dad had killed 

two. Grandad, five. 
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The beast didn’t have a fancy Latin name, and Mal 

aimed to keep it that way. Dad had called them 

Harries because of this eighties American sitcom, 

Harry and Hendersons. Most folk knew them as 

Sasquatch, or Bigfoot.  

Shooting a Harry would bag Mal enough money to buy 

his girl her own place in Vancouver. Away from her 

current housemates. Bunch of stoners. 

Mal got out, breathed in, and smelled the mossy 

forest air that was nothing like the fragrance of the 

small pine tree hanging from his rear-view mirror. It 

was quiet out there. No birds. Just a gentle wind 

rustling the branches and leaves.   

He walked around his pickup, lowered the tailgate, 

and climbed onto the cargo bed. He had a big metal 

storage locker there. He opened it and took out his 

fishing gear and an old boombox. Then he removed the 

false bottom where he kept the tools for this job. 

Mal slung the Barret assault rifle across his 

shoulder, and clipped two M67 fragmentation grenade 

to his belt. He put the fishing gear back, but took 

the boombox with him. Into the woods.  

He found the footprints quick enough. Thirty 

centimetres long, fifteen wide, and more than a metre 

between them. A giant’s gait. They led uphill.  

It was a hard slog. Mal had to climb over slippery 

moss-covered boulders, crawl under fallen trees, and 
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often lost the Harry’s track. When there weren’t any 

footprints to follow, Mal relied on what his family 

had learned about the beast’s behaviour. Harries 

preferred to climb over rocks, or wade through 

rivers, to cover their tracks. They were very clever 

animals and Mal developed a grudging respect as he 

struggled on.  

Finally, Mal reached a clearing in the forest with a 

tall rockface on the other end. It might just be the 

place for a Harry den. They were cave dwellers. It 

was time to set the bait. Mal put down the boombox 

and hid it from view between two small boulders. He 

turned the volume dial way up and pressed play on the 

cassette deck.   

The sound of a crying child filled the forest. Mal 

quickly made his way back to a thick patch of bushes 

some hundred meters back. He unslung his rifle, lay 

down, and aimed towards the bait. 

Thinking about it, any respect he had for the beast 

quickly disappeared. They seemed cruel animals. 

Attracted to the sound of children in distress. Easy 

prey. Grandfather had learned this about the Harries 

when he had taken Mal’s dad along for a hunt. Dad had 

been seven and wanted to be elsewhere. His sobbing 

had drawn in the first Harry grandad ever shot. Dad 

had acted as Harry bait twice after that, before he 

got too old to cry convincingly.  
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This recording was of Mal himself. Locked in a tool-

shed by his dad, at night, when he too was seven. 

Crying for his mother. It would be three hours before 

the cassette had to be rewound. Mal still didn’t like 

the dark, but he supposed he should have thanked his 

dad for not using him as live bait. Dad was dead now, 

and Mal had never shown any gratitude.  

Three hours passed. The sun was disappearing behind 

the mountains. The recording stopped. Mal got up, 

pushed through the bushes again, and entered the 

clearing. 

He heard something whistling through the air, but 

never saw the stone that struck him in the head. Mal 

fell and lost conscious. 

The next morning, two tree markers found Mal sitting 

on the ground, leaning against his pickup truck, 

which was upside down. Next two him lay his two 

grenades, crushed like soda cans, and the rifle, its 

barrel bent like a rollercoaster looping.   

“How about we leave these woods well enough alone?” 

Mal said. 

No one disagreed. 
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