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            FOREWORD

          

          BY DARRELL ADAMS

        

      

    

    
      My strange and unusual story started in December 2017 when I moved from Glide, Oregon, to The Owl Moon Lab House, near Cottage Grove, Oregon. At night, almost immediately upon moving into the new residence, we began hearing strange and unusual sounds at night from the thick forest directly behind our property. As an avid hunter, those sounds were like nothing I had ever heard. We attempted to begin recording them. However, it was December, cold, and pouring down with rain, making it hard to record anything. In addition, upon moving in, we also began hearing noises inside the home.

      Shortly after moving into the residence, we built from scratch a large metal shop. Upon completion, strange things began to happen within this new shop. Items, tools, and other things were being moved from one location to another. On top of all of that, there were a lot of deafening noises coming from inside. Additionally, there were unknown male and female voices that we were able to catch through recording.

      As the season changed into spring and the weather became much nicer. The noises, voices, banging, and overall activity steadily increased. We heard more screams, howls, whoops, and countless other noises from the forest, which we recorded with our parabolic recording equipment. We began noticing little trinkets, some would call gifts showing up around the property. Many of the gifts, most amazingly, seemed to be connected to our private conversations we had while relaxing at home. For instance, one conversation between my wife and me was about a heart surgery she had years previous. The next day or two later, my wife found a pink glass heart that fit in the palm of her hand. It was placed in a tree she was trimming. Many have said, this home could easily change a person’s thinking. This is why I coined the phrase, “I was normal when I got here.”
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      To operate the QR codes within the pages, simply point any smartphone at the QR code square like you are going to take a photo. Your phone should immediately prompt you to the link needed to access the Owl Moon Lab audio, video, and photos. Click that link. Headphones or earbuds are suggested for an optimal audio experience.
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            IN THE BEGINNING

          

        

      

    

    
      Before we begin, this is not a story for those seeking answers to questions they think they already know. This is a story about questions that ask harder questions. For me, it started in the forest and ends in the forest. It’s in the shadows of giant Doug Firs and Sword Fern-lined trails, a simple question was asked, “What goes around the bend?”

      When I was a child in Pleasant Hill, Oregon, home to such things as berry fields, Ken Kesey’s estate and broken down Chevys, I recall certain midnight showing my father let me stay up and watch. It was the story of a witness who could not let go. I now know the movie to be Close Encounters of the Third Kind, The line Richard Dreyfuss’s character (Roy Neary) repeats is a mantra, “THIS MEANS SOMETHING!” that was the quote that carried me through my adolescence, into my teenage years and adulthood.

      I was, and still am, set apart from others, based upon this question, “What goes around the bend?” Where accepted science left off, that, for me, is where the real adventure begins.

      Without belaboring all the details of growing up as an only child with a single mother in the small broken town of Springfield, Oregon. I can tell you my years have been blessed. I have become a father to a young man who defines my role as proud Dad. I have loved and lost, but who hasn’t? I have set sail on the seven seas as Navy Corpsman and chosen every job available after, from driving a semi-truck, to shooting x-rays, to hospice in a haunted house; now that was an interesting four weeks. I’m what you call a vagabond, and moss don’t gather easily on the Johnson men. My father, who I only know the darker side of, is like this as well, a mover and gypsy.

      So now you know enough for us to begin. You have your template of a personality somewhat, and the rest is up to the imagination.

      Our story cannot begin without getting a couple of things out of the way. First, this is not just a Sasquatch story, it’s the true account of how Sasquatch led me deeper. By that I mean; in searching for a mere physical sighting, I came to know more about me and my fellow man. I came to know how small I was and how deep the infinite unknown is. Sasquatch is a foundation to build off, it sets typically “a young man’s imagination afire” with adventure in the wild and the hopes of being transformed. This is the true nature of Sasquatch. For me, this transformation happened over 15 years and brought me to a small property in Cottage Grove, Oregon. It was at this property The Owl Moon Lab came to be.

      To tell the story completely, we must chronologically go through specific dates of my inquiry into the world of Sasquatch. I should tell you, upon initially looking into this subject I was in a liminal state between two worlds, growing from one relationship to another. To be totally transparent, I saw Sasquatch as a way to deal with depression. Well, I took to it like a drug and sought conventions, eyewitness testimony, and areas of recent sightings. However, my main focus was what I now call Sasquatch Contactees. These are witnesses who claim to have prolonged experiences with Sasquatch on or near their property. A detail, that will be hard for some to believe, but you ain’t heard nothing yet. So, with that...let us start four years after my son was born in the mill town of Thurston, Oregon. It’s in Thurston I began to not only question, “This means something,” but...this means something else.

      
        
        Dec.2007

        LIMINAL

      

      

      I was recently divorced and shared dual custody of my only son. However, my ex-wife and I still communicated about activities to share with our child. One pastime came to stand out more than others, as we both still shared the joy of hiking. On a particularly cold December day, we both met up with my son in tow at a mutual neighborhood hiking spot. I hugged my boy and waved presumptively to my ex as she grabbed their packed lunch. The three of us doubled knotted our laces and began the hike above the suburban hillside. It was a locals hangout known not only for hiking and dog walking but truancy. My hometown high school was down at the bottom of the suburban hillside and the trails we were on would get the occasional 17-year-old flunky who would nest up in the crook up in a tree and load their bong. It was the perfect spot if ya wanted build a pallet board treehouse and flip through Smuthouse magazine.  Although I never found myself with that rebellion, I understood the draw of being defiant and going off the radar.

      As we walked up the path, the early morning air was crisp and wet. The ice melted slowly in the wet mud, and the clear blue morning sky only dropped the temperature. We hiked up through the southern shadow of the Thurston Cliffs. My son walked ahead and I followed behind with my ex. After about 15 minutes of our steady climb, we stopped near a bend in the trail where my son was pointing down at something. He piped, “Dad, is that a Sasquatch track?” I said, “Well that sure would be awesome; ya think ya see something?”

      I walked up to where he stood and noticed what he was pointing at. It was a track that showed attributes of a bare-footed impression in the frozen trail. It showed five toes, a heel, and the exterior and interior of a single-footed size eleven. I explained that bears can leave a double step track, but this looked different. I then mentioned the good possibility of high schoolers that could be up here with us on winter break, and this would be the perfect place for hoax. Perhaps they were even now waiting for someone to record the whole moment for a quick laugh. I said, “Well ya know son, it looks pretty good just the same. I think we should take a photo of it and stick a scale object in the frame”. Sticking a small scale object such as a dollar bill, credit card or in my case a red hiking whistle, gives size to just how large the track is. So, quickly and with little thought, we took a quick smartphone photo. The one curious thing about the track was that it was deep for such a compacted area in the frozen ground, and it looked fairly fresh as it was heading into the blackberry bushes.
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        INITIAL TRACK

      

      

      About three months later nothing much had become of the photo on my phone, but it fed a curiosity in me that I was sharing with my son. Divorce sucks. No matter how happy you are to be leaving your ex, the triage work that needs to be done with kids is painful. I never wanted to be a statistic with marriage, so maybe that’s part of the reason I was so quick to encourage my son’s new curiosity. I decided that the photo was good enough, that I could approach someone who knew better about these things. Luckily we had someone in mind, and he had more than a “better idea” about Sasquatch.

      Ron Olson was a someone in the world of Sasquatch. He was at one time a well known Sasquatch researcher and movie producer who invested time and money into the phenomenon. He financed the 1970s classic movie, SASQUATCH: The Legend of Bigfoot, filmed near the Three Sisters Wilderness. Ron was more than just a curious filmmaker, he sought out the legend full time. He’s said to have been on friendly terms with Roger Patterson and Bob Gimlin during his heyday and the movie he produced shares a common theme of trackers on horseback who come face to face with the mystery.

      After a couple of informal phone calls to Olson, he suggested I speak to a river guide named Dan Rogers. Apparently, this guy had active Sasquatch research spots and might be willing to talk to me about his experiences. I was warned by Olson that the guy “is a little bit out there.” I took that with a grain of salt and thought, well...you would have to be a “little out there,” and it wasn’t a put down at all in my book.

      
        
        2008

        ROGERS WARNING

      

      

      Dan Rogers was an interesting fella who was what I would call an anxious and reluctant witness. When we first met, we decided it best to meet at a public park and have a cup of coffee. I sat down eager to hear the details of what he saw. His details surrounding the events of each encounter were very specific but almost too incredible. He was describing seeing multiple Sasquatch over his many years of being an outdoorsman. He described coming as close as twenty feet away from one between him and his truck. His stories ranged from fantasy to possible delusion, perhaps symptomatic of a lonely man who needed wonder and meaning. I listened all the same but battled a growing contempt for him probably wasting my time. Then he said something that caught my attention. At the very end of our initial meeting, as I was walking back to my car, Rogers said, “I’d tell ya the rest of the story, but it’s far too weird and you’d never believe me."  I turned back to him and said, “Let's meet up next weekend, I wanna know the rest of the story.” There was something about him adding that final comment that told me I was being way too quick to judge from my initial interaction with a stranger. So, we met again, and Rogers told me the rest of his story, and he was very correct; it was far too weird. However, I believed him. Something told me he was obsessed with something strangely true, but impossible to believe in for the rational mind.

      After a couple of months of emailing back and forth, we set a couple of dates to try for a campout, as the snow was melting from the Oregon Cascades. Rogers believed we would stand a good shot at getting into the backcountry before anyone else. So on a cold November 09’, we drove in his truck for an overnight up to a spot called Cougar Lake. The snow was still falling as we hit 2500ft. and Rogers decided that we were now in danger of getting stuck in the snow if we went any higher. We pulled over and grabbed the tailgate for the rest of the night. No fire, no noise, just the sound of wind and small bits of ice rain pecking down on the roof of the truck.

      I broke the now shivering silence with a request for Rogers to tell me even more of the weirdness he had encountered. Although he wouldn’t tell me exactly where some of these encounters occurred, I assumed we must be close.

      He described how Sasquatch can follow you home from hundreds of miles away. Rogers described how they can control animals around in the forest and use them as a distraction or decoy. He alluded to them reading your mind or talking to you telepathically. He said they can turn invisible and walk right up to you and blow in your face. These were all extraordinary claims without a shred of proof, but he told me all this without caring what I thought. He must have thought any guy who’s willing enough to drive out here and sleep in the snow with a guy he barely knows may be worth telling the rest of the story.

      The last time Rogers and I spoke, he told me something that stayed with me and haunts me still to this day. He said, “They can  suck you into their world, and before you know it thirty years of chasing shadows will have replaced your own life with theirs.”

      
        
        2010

        BIGFOOT & BEER

      

      

      The hook was set after meeting Rogers and although his warning wandered around in the back of my head, I was set on meeting more witnesses and learning what they knew. They couldn’t all have stories like his. There had to be a wide variety of encounter types and I wanted to know them all. I felt behind the curve of the research and needed a place to learn and speak with witnesses more often. It would just so happen that after following up on a recent Sasquatch sighting area I would stop in at a place called Ike’s Pizza in Leaburg, Oregon. I walked in and saw a newspaper article from California that said, “Local man sees Sasquatch.” I asked a man who appeared to be the owner of the restaurant if he knew the fella who the article was talking about. He quickly said, “You betcha I do, it’s my cook back there.” I ended up staying for hours talking back and forth with the cook who had little else to do in the empty restaurant than relate his incredible Sasquatch encounter.

      A couple of weeks later I went back to Ike’s and approached the owner with the concept of a live show called Bigfoot & Beer. The idea was simple, I would pack the house once a month with locals who wanted to hear a good Sasquatch encounter story, and in return, Ike’s would get a much needed dinner rush ordering large portions for a profit. They had nothing to lose by trying something different to bring in customers, so a deal was struck.

      At first, the structure of witness testimony over dinner was done completely without structure. We mostly set up a witness to talk to twenty or so people while they ordered a pitcher of beer and a large pizza pie. However, word got out quickly and in a couple of months, the newspaper wrote an article that boosted our audience and customer count. Twenty, turned to forty, and word got out quick. Within a couple months we would get local and national media attention from our unique monthly meetings.

      One of the first witnesses I remember relating his encounter story was a lawyer, and ex-

      Deputy Sheriff Jeff Boiler. He only lived a couple of miles away from the restaurant and must have seen a flyer we had hanging out of the window. Boiler approached me in private,  and it was obvious he was excited to relate the incredible story to someone who believed him. I listened intently and watched Boiler relive the whole experience. He said in the 1980s he was hiking in the Three Sisters Wilderness to visit a spot where his deceased friend's ashes were spread. He wanted to revisit the spot and pay homage on the anniversary of his passing. It was on the start of that solo hike he saw something red and hairy shift around on the bluff up right above him. As he approached what he assumed was the backside of an Elk, he said he was face to face with what he called a red haired caveman. Boiler described dropping his jaw and cocking his head to one side in disbelief. Surprisingly, the red-haired caveman copied Boiler’s exact head movement, and dropped its jaw, and cocked its head to one side. However, Boiler explained it did something with its eyes and body that made him think it wasn’t copying or mimicking him, it was mocking him. He went onto say this “mocking” so unnerved him he thought about grabbing the station-issued sidearm he had with him whilst off duty. He described how the caveman seemed read his mind and knew what he was about to do before he made the slightest of moves. It then suddenly bolted off into the desert scrub brush. The story got even more exciting in what transpired after that moment, but it doesn’t help us understand the previous two trademark behaviors of a common witness description, that being mimicry vs. emotional intelligence, and  hyper-alertness vs. omniscience. Both of these qualities were present in Boiler’s retelling, and it left him wondering just what in the hell was he dealing with. You can find the rest of the story on SYFY’s now-canceled series Paranormal Witness season 1, Watched in the Woods.

      I could tell Boiler was intrigued by the possibilities of what he met that day, but he wanted immediate answers as to why he was never told about them as a matter of safety or cultural significance. After Boiler’s incredible encounter he went back to his police station to tell the Sheriff what he had just gone through. The Sheriff started to laugh after he heard the first few seconds of Boiler’s encounter. The Sheriff then went on to explain to then Deputy Boiler, that he was now an exclusive club of folks who have made similar claims about a creature on that side of the mountain. He then encouraged Boiler it would be unwise to make an official report and just move on.

      
        
        2010

        OZ

      

      

      Unfortunately, the real estate crash of 2008 was too much for a struggling pizza restaurant way out in the woods to survive. The press coverage was not enough to keep the foreclosure walls crumbling around Ike’s, and even with my efforts appreciated, soon Bigfoot & Beer would be no more.

      On our last evening at the restaurant, I was closing out my tab and heading to my truck when a friend, Helen, came to me and said she met a couple of witnesses that did not want to be known and who wanted our help. I walked over to the side of the parking lot by the dumpster and there I met Chad and Mary.

      Mary introduced herself and her husband Chad as a local to the area and said, “We think we have Sasquatch in our backyard.” I looked at Helen and then looked back at the witnesses. Mary described all their activity, as Chad mostly stood silently shaking his head. She described how they have seen and heard something massive racing on the hillside back and forth and scaring the hell out of their prized pitbulls. They said, “Whatever it is, it has glowing eyes and runs like a shot.” They asked us to come over as soon as possible, and if we could, could we come by that night. I asked Helen if she could join me and perhaps interview Mary while I interviewed her husband, Chad. We then headed out to their hidden home off the highway, where at least six roommates and three children came running out, all talking at once with their own encounter story. We must have stood in the drive for an hour just listening, before we were taken to the back property that merged onto the vast forest edge.

      That’s where Helen escorted Mary, which left me trying to take in these witnesses' testimonies by myself. The children described seeing something watch them from the forest as they played on the trampoline. The roommates showed me eighteen inch stick structures that look like long leafless twigs made into letter x or a cross. The middle section of the structure bound the intersecting sticks with a combination of pitch and mud. They said they retrieved them in the forest behind their house. Chad said they found them one night when they scrambled up with their guns. I asked why they went up with guns and he said, “Because we have someone or something watching our kids and it’s fucking pissing me off.” I could tell Chad was not dealing with the phenomena like Mary was, and something told me we most likely wouldn’t be able to learn from their property for long.

      It was soon after sundown and Helen was walking back with Mary. Helen grabbed my shoulder and told me what she had discovered from Mary and that we might want to research at a later time. It turns out Mary was a long-term witness of the Sasquatch, and as a little girl on the Oregon Coast had seen a Sasquatch watching her and her friend. It was masturbating. She was so grossed out by the childhood memory she was alarmed that her young daughters might have the same horrific experience.

      We told the family we would be back soon, and we would love to stay the evening and perhaps even go up the mountain to see what we could find. They agreed that would be fine and a mutual date was set. But the day passed by, as these things do. I would attempt to work out another day when all of us could scour their property and make our way up into the mountain, but unfortunately, the day never came. The hill behind their house was about four miles to the peak and would be a great spot to get up to for an overnight, but privately I sensed relationship woes between Chad and Mary. The day simply never came.

      I took matters into my own hands and discovered who owned most of the property on the hill above their house. The tens of thousands of acres of lumbar would for sure belong to a lumber company or BLM. Thankfully I was wrong on both accounts. After asking around, I found out that four doors down from Mary and Chad was a retired elderly guy named Earl. It was all his, and he was within arms reach. I drove down the road to a yellow double-wide nestled in the Doug Firs and knocked on the door. About nine feral cats came running off the patio as I shuffled back through empty popcorns bags and kitty shit. I could hear rummaging coming for the door. As the door opened an elderly man with a big neighborly smile  asked, “How can I help ya?” I introduced myself to whom I assumed was Earl, and asked him if the property behind his trailer was all his leading to the hill. He nodded and said, Ya, sure is. But what do you wanna know for?” I began to tell him my story and he told me his. It turns out Earl was a US Navy badass with several tours in WWII and a huge photo album of all his deployments. He was active in a trial version of what would become the US Navy Seals. I could tell he had memories of spending most of his early 20’s knee-deep in adventure. Honestly, I felt like a total pussy sitting there next to this unknown military hero.

      I was more than a little stuck as to tell the rest of the story as to what I was there for. Finally, Earl did the job for me. He turned and looked at my parked Jeep and said, “Hey I notice you have a Sasquatch bumper sticker on your rig. “Hey Brandy,” Earl piped. “Go get the photos of those weird footprints we found.” Brandy was Earl’s middle aged live-in daughter. I laughed and said, “No shit?” It wasn’t more than a couple of minutes until Brandy came out with three color photos of bare-footed human like tracks that stepped from the snowy hillside. The prints walked right out from the trees into the backfield and simply vanished. Earl then posed a question to me,“Justhow did they do that?” I said, “I don’t know Earl, but if you give me permission to hike up there maybe we can all find out.” Earl said, “That’s not a problem,” and permission was granted. He seemed ecstatic to have the company and wanted to share in a good ole crazy adventure perhaps one last time.

      So within a couple of weeks, I was back and ready to hike up the infamous active mountain. I was offered a tour guide, that being Brandy’s  fifteen year-old son who was on the spectrum somewhat.  He was a very nice young man who knew how to hike and was obviously very eager to get out from the watchful eye of his mother. So we packed up an overnight bag and headed up.  After about 2 hours of uphill bushwhacking, we landed in a clearing, which looked to be an old inactive helipad landing with a now overgrown cleared-out area that was perfectly flat. We decided this would be the perfect spot to set the tent and go for a scout. We spread out my map in front of the small two man tent and each took a couple of bites of our granola bars. We then walked up the old skid trail attached to the clearing.

      As we headed on up, we both noted a visible ridge that was in sight. If we could get up to this spot, we could most likely not only see our campsite, but the entire Mckenzie Valley. It was the summer months, and the days were long. I broke out my binoculars to look down at the clearing our tent should have been visible. Instead, I struggled to find it from my suspected perfect vantage

      
      
      
      
        	Large phosphorescent white lights exploding at close range. No sound experienced with them, or camera found at site. They exploded four times moving in front of the trees from right to left at approximately one hundred feet off the ground to as low as fifteen feet off the ground.

        	Small pinpricks of white light bursting at approximately five feet off the ground

        	Tree structures in the middle of old trails.

        	Small fresh dead rodents with blood still oozing out from their innards. It appeared as though the animal was pinched in half and set on the trail.

        	Heavy stomping / running at me from the backside during a hot summer day on an open trail. Nobody was there as I turned around and saw nothing.

        	Large human-like scat with bone and hair inside it near one of Earl’s lawnmowers. To the left and right of the scat were 2 human types of foot impressions on the lawn.
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        	It was cast over five days in a complete weather deluge, largely at night.

        	It was cast on private property owned and managed by the ACoE Army Corps of Engineers.

        	There were no other visible tracks or impressions on the lakebed other than 14.5-inch barefoot human-type tracks.

        	The tracks were over 40” apart from step length of toe to heel.

        	There was a noted lack of a deep heel impression and a very present gripping of the toes.

        	Most tracks were cast in the lakebed which quickly filled with rainwater atop mossy topsoil.

        	The tracks were almost perfectly inline or “tight rope” steps with only occasional slide-outs, and one 90 degrees angle left turn on the ball of the right foot.

        	The lakebed tracks were never reported to anyone. The initial three steps on the ridge were all that witness Max Roy mentioned.

        	There is a reported lack of toe spreading and closing between each step.

        	No known significant dermal or skin wrinkles

        	No known hair sample was gathered and tested

        	The reported tracks photographed were done so near a local fishing hole.

        	People who helped document the London Track’s reported seeing other tracks cross London Rd. coming from private property and including a five foot tall barb wire fence. These claims were never accurately corroborated.

        	Tracks cast were left in the rain during the evening at one point while we cleaned up at a neighboring motel. During that night tracks were stolen.

        	The Army Corps of Engineers never went on the record to help us or deter our efforts.

        	The personal contact of Cliff Barackman from Hood River, Oregon who performed a weight displacement study on the track maker's total weight in lbs. never made his results public. He told me privately over the phone after tracking him down, that the tracks made no sense as far as weight. He went on to say the tracks were 500+ lbs. in weight and that his calculations must have been off. This news was never documented or publicized as far as I know.

        	Cliff Barackman has since given his entire casted prints from The London Trackway to Sasquatch Author, author, researcher Thom Powell.
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