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IF LOST PLEASE RETURN TO:
SNOWBIRD JONES
869 Barton St. E

Hamilton ON.
L8L »B4
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Today’s the day I finally get to go on
the wildest nature trip of my whole 60
yeal's oh this planet to the most
’cht‘illihg ¢orhe!l of North Ametica

FLORIDA!!!

My SUV has beeh weathet proofed
for the steamy terrain and ravenhous
hurricanes that may prevail du‘r‘ihg
my eXpeditioh to see wacky flora and
fauha.

Ontario has hothing against this place,
ahd I wouldn't ke too shocked if I end
up staying for good. I've a]lways
wahted my owh beach vacation home
ahyways, 50 a mah c¢ah dream!

Though, I don’t think I'll see much
keaches whete I'm heading; I’'m out
to explore the marshes and swamps.
That’s whete the true oddities of
hatutre come to hew lehg’ths of life.

I got a Jong drive ahead of me; grant
me some Juck oh trusty travel journal!
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Having driven for so Jong throush
thick, waxy foliage and feeling the
Iaea’ting suh oh Mmy face ’chrough my
chipped ¢ar windows, I finally
approached a beateh path that seemed to
be echoing my hame.

I spotted it very kriefly from ohe of
the country roads I had keen
thoroughly toiling down around in
Centra] Florida for the past week to
find just the right place bursting with
potential of active wildlife and Jush
tropical treasures.

The path was small, so my SUV had to
stay behind in the gu’(’te‘r‘ of the road...

thankfully it seems that no one comes
dowh this way ahymote as the dirt
seems to be delicately untouched by
human waste or developments, so I ¢an
only hope for the kest for my trusty
vehicle.

Gathering my things, I hit the path and
began my endeavor. I went for lengthy
distance, until I heard something
suddently erupt from the brush, and
changing my life forever.

i In the blink of ah eye I was met with the presence of an
alligator, deeply wounded yet still very flerce. Though
what shook me to my core was the eyes peeking through
its mouth. It moved so fast at the thrum of its own keat
like mosquito wings, and kreezed throush the shallow

[ marsh with its inhards stringing hehind it like a gory
¢arhiva] foat.
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I haven't been akle to stop replaying what ‘
I saw in that moment, the shock of keing
met with shar'p eyes from something so
ihhuman ¢ah really sehd your brain to
wild places.

Pm stil] struggling to decipher what I
truly saw.. Was that just that alligator’s
meal stuck in its throat, or did it actually
have a hidden face?!

No matter how many times
I draw this keast.. this...
Goliath Gatotr.. I ¢ah’t seem
to fully capture it’s elegant
destructiveness ahd swift
‘ movemehts.

This keast giVeS me the
|| impression of some sort
|| of fallen angel, with thin
wings ahd atches hiked on
’ its head anhd back like devil

hotns.

Is the Goliath a thteat and
the reason why this town is
|| empty, or is it & protector

|| to make sure humans don't

come back?
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This Goliath Gatotr has become a
keacoh of wohde!' to me, ahd a
staple as to what truly makes
Flotrida a star’c]ing angelic place
to come face to face with the ¢los-
est things to demigods hiding in
the swamp.

I'm still so captivated by the
ga’col"’s pealrlescent scales, the
jagged spikes ripplihg from its
back, and those damn eyeballs.
The image of the Goliath from that
moment is haunting; though it did
not fee] like immediate dahgel".
The beast was injured, afterall.

I wondet ahd feat what ¢aused
the disembowelment oh the beast,
because I think there are Ioiggel"
threats out thetre that are Wai’tihg
to ke ehcounteted.




| I¥s been such & long day, and
the return to my SUV kefore
suhdowh seems inctredibly
uhlikely, as does my survival
being so eXposed in such a
fo‘:‘eigh place like Florida.
After more stumbling through
the swamp and brush, my eyes
ale ohce agaih met with quite
a sutprise.
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Amongs’t all the overgrowh palm fronds

ahd the dronihg souhd of hissing cica-
das, there’s a long abandoned neighkor-
hood in a cozy culdesac past its prime....
Well, that’s what it seemed like at first,
whtil the lighi from an open garage
fltering through the humid evening sky
caughi up to me.

Incredibly Yelieved to ke in the presence
of some{hing alive —some’chihg human -
brought an intense relief upoh me.

But that quickly dissolved as the closer
I got, what was inside this garage
statrted Lecomihg scarily clear.

Deep and concrete, this garage was
pretty barren, aside from the cuts of
meal and various carcasses tucked away
ih vatious cothel's as some sotrt of
PooY‘l}’ hidden stash.

My hearirate was higher than the moon,
I NEEDED TO GET OUT!!!

Though, in the midd]e of my silent panic
ahd escape, a little old woman appeated
out from onhe of the ¢revices of the
garage, intrigued by her visitor.
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\ Her hame was Itehe, ahd she had
ho’ching but a2 warm ahd Welcoming

garage was a home to. She invited me
inside her home and it was very
different than the garage, as if it was
stuck in time from = Lygohe eta.
Though, the more I observed ITene,
somethihgsbecame incredibly odd, yet
familiat about het..... particularly her
eyes.

demeahot, despite the nightmare that her |
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'! | Irene seemed o be vel'y Feserved, N £

{hough aftet a few momehts of shated .

wondet of each other’s presence g
imploted het to open up to me, and what that

ehtailed was uhexpected but not unfamiliar.

Before my eyes Ifehe Femoved her hood and ‘
revealed her true appearance- another

{ mystifying alligator like the Goliath I withessed

before. Were they related? Mother and son? I didn’t

waht to pry, but this opehed my mind to eveh mote

internal hysteria and questions. § 2
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Irene treated me to a wonderful dinner from what
I ¢ah assume is othet

alligator meat, though I can’t ke sure. It certainly
was hO’(hihg like what we have back home in Caha-
da!

We had a quiet evening chatling, ohe old traveller
to another, bonding over the ¢arnal dinhet. She let
me spend the hight until sunrise, with the prom-
ise of keeping het secret safe.. well, this journal
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When motrning came, I said farewell to ITene Wit

and vehtured oulside to experience the secrets
in the Sunshine State.

Having gotlen some sleep and using the aide
of sunlight, venturing around this overgrown
ghost town yielded different observations. . H5
I don’t khow if it's because of the overcast | B Ay < : e
Jesterday of because of the Goliath, but there | B B < ?- \ | As if the palm tree golhg oh. a stroll
seems to be Mmotre activity in the brush now = sty s Gl wasn't odd enough, in the middle of my
R L e Ay = . ¢ _w-'i mazemeht I saw a mah dash on by in
At closer observation the plants and trees here || _ the distance of the mangroves.

seem to have mote of a life of their own.. quite || s T T s halignec, He seemed to be in a rush, carrying a

literally. Nothing could have prepated me for |52 S AR, het of oranges ahd brahches....
il o Walkihg Palm itee. B Unti] I noticed he wasn’t hOIdihg

e * » 2 ; branches. Those branches wele his

TR A N R oo ‘ R body. He saw me ahd rah of like a

- & /g&;"‘\\ -'-'._._ g4 - R P : skiddish deet, though I hope we ctross
% ¥ P e ; f;._ e 4 b Y < e Pa{hs agaih.
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I kept going through the thick,
moist marsh and observing the
alternative wild]ife.
The trees hete do seem to have
quite some petrsonality; I had
quite the staring contest with
a stoi¢ Sakbal Palm ahd had to
dOdge a solo stampede ftom an
agitated Royal Palm.

The plants closer to the ground
and swamp like to keep to them-
selves, though I did get followed
by a c¢urious Dwarf Palmetto.

I had acorhs ahd orang-

es dropped oh my head from
cheeky Firebushes hic{ihg in
taller trees, and accidentally
woke up a slumkering Clusia
bush.
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After some time walkihg ahd joi’tihg dowhn my ok-

\ setvations, I came actoss a large clearing with a
]oig swampy lake huggihg a]] corhets of the aten.
There weTe big, pale mangroves framing the wa-
ter, frequently splashing their rooted hands to
keep fish and insects from |
chewihg oh their bhatk.
l And, to my luck, I saw that tree man again. This i
time ’chough he had ohe of those Roya] palms
followihg behind him with = bridle.

The tree seemed to ke fairly domesticated unlike
the one I upset earlier; the sigh{ teminded me of aj‘

seasohed cowboy with his ’cr‘us’ty steed.




I kept watching the
ttee mah ahd his
steed from afar, but
could finally see the
fihe details of this
Tooty fellow.

He seemed to
flourish in tending
to the plant life and
¢teatures atound
him, like some sotrt of
Iandscaping wizard.
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I believe these once wete
transmission towets with their |
spindly wites and scaffolding,
though something about them |
seems melted and almost :
other-worldly. | EEP
It could just keen the | P
consequences of climate change
and heatwaves, though like f
everything else hete, they seem | [Tean
to have minds of their own.

While in deep observation of the Landscape
wizard, I steadily followed his tracks from

a distance. After passihg abahdoned hous- |
es, cracked streets, and overgrown brush, I !
seemed to have accidentally lost the Wizard’s ||
path. |
Havihg go’c’ceh lost in & new part of this town
has opened mote avehues for' ihsahe specta-
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cles, and nothing comes close to the daunting || / e\
{ heights of these intricate steel towers hiding in i - i s e —
plain sight. ‘ ' | —— - - -
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I got closer to one of the towers,
ahd to my surprise the

Landscaper Wizard had taken lik-
etly of the gaps ketween the sen-
tient towers as a place to rest with
his mounted tree steed.

The site was truly peaceful: ¢alm
water' across the swamp, golden
tays of suh and warmih like a
comforting bowl of soup, and
swaths of plant creatures iakihg 2
mid day siesta with their whimsical
¢atetaker.

The teflectiohs of the molten towers
ahd the beating sun cast fragments
of lighi everywher'e ahd for a
moment, if you told me I was in
heaven, I would kelieve you.

I already khow how much I will
yearh for this moment even before
it’s even ovet.
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As the afternoon started to near to an end, I
headed back to the main heighbol‘hood

culdesac. I backiracked as much as possikle to
whete I ¢could rememkel whet'e ITfehe’s house was,
unti] I was gt‘ee’ted to the sound of a guh being
locked and Joaded ditrectly behind me.

# Out of instinet, I freezed and put my arms up to

feigh inhocence. I slowly turhed around and was
face to face with ahother mah- ah actual humahn

this time - and a very.. tiny rifle. My fear melted
away pretty fast at the realization, though I still
don’t khow what this guy is capable of.
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This guy was hot fucking around,
despite his laughable atsehal.

Once he realized that I was just
some old fart with a journa] and a
sunbutrh, he put his weapoh dowhn
ahd saw Mme eye to eye.

I ashked for his hame, but he acted as
if he didn’t hear me and immediately
Jumped into askihg *me* questions.
Though, they weren’t questions about
myself.

All he kept talking about were

alligators. Or, mote accurately, ask-
ing me if 1 saw onhe ga’tor‘. The Goliath
Gatot,

His fascination for the c¢reatulre was
hot in the same Veih as mihe, he has a
much mote.. murderous opinioh oh the
beast.

I think I Khow how whatl caused that
injutry on the Goliath.

He knew that I khew something
about this place and about the Go-
liath, and wasn't going to let me go
until I gave him what he wanted,
ahd maybe eveh mote thah what I
¢ah bargain for.

This is going to ke a long night, and
I pray that I ¢cah make it out alive.
Despite being the only human hete,
he is the scatriest ahimal I’ve come
across yet.

... I just hope my SUV is still okay.
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......to be continued




