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INTRODUCTION


	Well, it’s
been a long time, friends. For those of you who already know me, I
really appreciate you returning to spend some time with me once
again. And for those of you I’ve never met, welcome! My name is Sam
White Owl. You’ll get to know me better in just a bit, so for now,
let me explain what the following book is all about.

	In July of 2020,
I entered into an informal partnership with Robby Antilla, better
known by his YouTube name of Swamp Dweller. Swamp is a narrator who
focuses primarily on all things scary. On his channel, he takes
submissions from members of the public and reads them aloud. People
write in to him to share their experiences with the paranormal, the
supernatural, and other frightening or dangerous situations. Over
time, Swamp Dweller has compiled hundreds (perhaps thousands!) of
accounts detailing all sorts of strange and spooky experiences, and
he’s drawn a wide audience by narrating them. My nephew introduced
me to Swamp Dweller’s channel, and as I listened, we both concluded
that Swamp might be a good avenue for me to tell some of my stories.
I had often thought about sharing my experiences, and this seemed
like a promising opportunity. So, on July 16, 2020, I co-opted my
nephew’s email account and sent out the following message: 



Dear
Swamp Dweller,

Hello.
My name is Sam White Owl. I've been following your YouTube channel
for some time now, and I've been pretty impressed with your content.
I'm reaching out because I have a proposal for you. It's pretty
simple, but I've never quite reached out to anyone like this before,
so here goes.


I'm
in a very specific line of work. You'd probably call me a "cryptid
hunter". I've been doing this for essentially my entire life,
and I'm 47 years old, so I have plenty of stories to tell. Because of
what I do, the nature of many of my experiences is different than
some of the stories you share on your channel. Most of my experiences
aren't just standard "encounters".

I'm
getting older now, and thinking about retiring from being a Hunter,
but it's been a long road, and most people still don't recognize what
my organization and I do. I've been looking for somewhere to share my
experiences, some place where I can let people know what's really out
there and really going on, and I wondered if you'd be interested. If
you are, I'd be happy to write a few letters to you so that you can
post them/read them. And if not, no problem.

I
realize this may be a little strange to you, but I figured I'd try
contacting someone who reads stories that are similar to some of
mine. If you have any questions or comments, feel free to reply with
anything you might think of. Hopefully we'll talk soon.


-
Sam White Owl



3 days later, Swamp Dweller responded: he was interested in the
project! And the rest is history. Over the course of 2 years, I wrote
a series of 19 “Letters from a Cryptid Hunter”, each of which
Swamp then read aloud and uploaded on YouTube for his audience. Over
time, it seemed like it might be a good idea to put my stories into a
text format that people could have for themselves. To do that, I’ve
teamed up with my nephew, Elías Ramos, who I’ve mentioned in these
letters in the past; I taught him a lot of what he knows about being
a Hunter, and we’ve worked together many times since. And as it
turns out, we also make a pretty good team when it comes to this
whole writing thing! 



Together, Elías and I have cleaned and polished up my original
letters, and I’ve added quite a bit of new content to them. To go
along with the new text, we put together some brand-new material that
you won’t find anywhere else, including some amazing illustrations
by the very talented Danielle Caulk. So that’s what you’ll find
in this book: the edited, expanded text of my first 10 letters
(“Season 1” of the original YouTube series), combined with some
extra, all-new material. Whether this is your first time hearing from
me, whether you’re one of my original listeners, whether you’re
interested in learning more or just looking to be entertained, I hope
that this project will have something for you.

	Because we
shifted most of the following text over from the letters that were
read in a YouTube video format, Elías and I have done a fair bit of
editing to make it a single book of text. Here’s a few things you
should know before getting into the letters:


		Even though
	the letters have been updated and expanded, I’ve made the decision
	to keep them framed as they were first read aloud by Swamp Dweller.
	You’ll hear me speak as if I’m addressing an online audience,
	since that’s what I was originally doing. Just know that now you
	too are a part of the audience!


		In the
	original YouTube series, I began most letters with a short question
	and answer section, where I responded to various things people asked
	in the comments on the videos. You guys had some great questions,
	and I really enjoyed interacting more personally with you. To make
	things smoother for this project, Elías and I decided to relocate
	all the Q&A segments (except for the first one, found in Letter
	2) to their own dedicated section in the back of the book, where
	they’re laid out according to the different letters that they
	originally appeared in. This way, you can look through them
	separately, without interrupting the flow of any given letter. 
	


		My first few
	letters weren’t very long, but as I got more familiar with the
	audience’s wishes and the format, I included longer question and
	answer sections, additional information, and simply more stories
	with more detail. A few letters even feature more than one cryptid,
	and you can look at the titles and headings of each letter to see
	what creature(s) and location(s) they cover; after all, I know that
	many people like to skip around. 
	


		I often
	refrain from giving the exact names of places and people, in the
	interest of safety and privacy. When it comes to places, I give at
	least a vague idea of the overall area I’m talking about, and I
	use aliases or substitute names for people who don’t want to be
	identified. 
	


		About the
	term “Indian”. This has been discussed elsewhere by people who
	are a lot smarter and more eloquent than me, but here’s how I’ve
	put it in the past. The term “American Indian” is often used to
	refer to most of the different peoples who are otherwise called
	“Native American”. Contrary to popular belief, some of us do use
	the term “Indian” to talk about ourselves, especially elders and
	older folks, but it’s mostly out of convenience; “Indian” is
	inaccurate, historically loaded, and generally just old-school.
	Usually, we go by our specific culture, nation, or tribe (such as
	Cree, Wampanoag, Tlingit, Hopi, etc.). But when talking about our
	various peoples as a whole, across North and South America, many of
	us prefer to say “Native” or “Indigenous”; in Canada, the
	term “First Nations” is also good. Fortunately, there has been a
	shift in recent years towards using these terms; language has
	enormous power, and we ourselves were able to choose these much more
	suitable names. Nonetheless, the term “Indian” does crop up
	occasionally in my letters, but always in a specific context. You’ll
	also hear me speak about actual India, the country in Asia,
	but that distinction should be pretty clear!


		Speaking of
	Native folks, it’s very important to remember that we have
	thousands of cultures, nations, tribes, and bands, all of which are
	unique and often very different from each other. North America,
	which we call Turtle Island, and South America are huge places, and
	people have been here for thousands of years building all sorts of
	societies and ways of life. Indigenous people aren’t a single
	monolithic group, and I don’t speak for all of us. The same goes
	for African Americans. I’m just one guy with one perspective and
	one type of relationship to my cultures. For example, I don’t
	subscribe to every aspect of traditional Cherokee beliefs, but I
	follow some of the teachings, and I try my best to respect them all.
	Other folks certainly share a lot in common, but just like every
	culture is distinct, so too is every individual person. I encourage
	you: ask around, observe, and get informed about many different
	people’s perspectives and understandings. Nobody is obligated to
	answer or educate you, and some knowledge may be off-limits, but you
	can ask and seek to learn more when and where it’s appropriate.


		I touch on a
	ton of different topics across these letters, but I’m by no means
	an expert on everything I talk about! Again, do your own research
	and observations, and talk to others. There’s always more to
	learn.


		And finally,
	a disclaimer about some of the details in these stories. I’m lucky
	(or maybe unlucky) enough to have a pretty photographic memory, and
	I’ve made it a habit to replay events in my head to better
	remember and process them. I also take great care to create detailed
	notes and journal entries both during and after any event that has
	to do with my job. Even so, these experiences happened anywhere from
	a few years to a few decades ago, and some of them were very quick
	and chaotic. Many of the details in these letters are down to me
	recreating things to the best of my ability and giving you an idea
	of how events played out. I’ve done my best to actively point out
	the areas where this applies the most (for example, dialogue is
	almost never verbatim). 
	






And there you have it! That’s everything I think you should know
before diving in. Now, on to the letters. I hope you enjoy and maybe
learn something new from my stories. Thanks for coming along with me
on this journey, and we’ll talk more soon!










Sincerely,

Sam
White Owl


  
    
	Sasquatch
	A color illustration of a muscular, bipedal ape-man, fully covered in medium-length brown fur, except for the space around his eyes, nose, and mouth, as well as his fingers.  He is holding a thin tree branch and standing in a misty forest.
      
    
  


LETTER 1 – SASQUATCH

U.S.A.
(WASHINGTON, FLORIDA), CANADA

Written July
2020 



	So, where to
start? I have to say, I’m not very good with most technology, but
my girlfriend is helping me out, and I can write just fine, so I
think this will work out alright. Maybe I should start by introducing
myself. My name is Sam White Owl. That probably sounds unusual, I
know, but I was given this name after a special experience in which I
encountered, well, a white owl. I might tell that story in more
detail sometime later. Lots of Native folks, including many other
Oklahoma Cherokee, have traditionally had very negative feelings
surrounding owls, because they’re seen as an omen of death. At the
same time, owls also serve as messengers, and not everything that
they represent is dark or bad. Animals have a lot to teach us, and I
have my name for a reason. I’m 47 years old, and let me tell you, I
certainly feel like an old man. But many people in my line of work
don’t make it this far, and I’m thankful to still be around.

	That “line of
work” is really what I’m here to talk about, and it’s difficult
to explain. But I’m getting close to retirement, and I figure it’s
time that people should know. So, to jump right in: I’m a member of
an organization known as the Hunters. Capital ‘H’. If you’re
picturing camouflage clothing, long rifles, and deer stands, then
you’re not terribly far off; I sometimes do that sort of hunting
too. But I’m really talking about something a little more unique.
There’s not an easy way to say this, but our world is home to many
beings that most people don’t believe in or understand. But
cultures across the globe have had to deal with them for thousands of
years, and for over 300 of those, it’s been us capital-H Hunters
who have taken on the job. These beings are what we call “cryptids”,
“creatures”, or more simply, “monsters”. 



Those terms are interchangeable, and they’re probably bringing up
some specific ideas for you right now. Most people think of
“monsters” as purely fictional, the stuff of legend. But every
legend has an origin somewhere, and humankind has accepted the
reality of these creatures for most of our history. They’re alive
and well, which is why I’m writing this, to share what I know. 



“Cryptid” is a catch-all term, not a formal classification; in
fact, many cryptids are more closely related to non-cryptids than to
each other. It’s an incredibly diverse group, including everything
from arachnids like the Tsuchigumo to the human-like vila and the
aquatic reptilian taniwha.


Like many animals, most cryptids don’t usually
care about humans very much. Many even fear us, and for good reason.
On the flipside, we ourselves fear many monsters, often also for good
reason. For the most part, I’ll be talking about the latter, the
more dangerous cryptids, both because they’re the ones I normally
deal with and because many can threaten you. Hopefully these letters
can help you stay just a little safer. And even if you don’t
believe a word I say, well, maybe you’ll still find this
interesting. 



I’ve heard lots of stories both here on YouTube and elsewhere about
people’s encounters with cryptids, and many of them seem quite true
to my own experiences and knowledge. But like any topic, especially
something so…unusual, there are a ton of misconceptions out there,
so right off the bat, let’s get rid of what might be the biggest. 



Many people think that monsters can only be found in isolated areas,
far from human settlement. But this is only partially true. In
reality, cryptids live just about everywhere, all over the world.
Most commonly, yes, they do live off the beaten path, in wilderness
areas and environments away from humans. However, humans frequently
pass through many of these areas, whether driving between towns or
hiking on a summer vacation. And many cryptids can and do live in and
around cities, towns, and villages. Some even resemble humans very
closely and live right alongside us in our societies. Throughout
history, various individual people or small groups have made it their
job to manage the relationship between humans and monsters. Over
time, they steadily joined forces, and this is how the Hunters were
born.

	The Hunters are
a worldwide organization dedicated to preserving coexistence with
monsters. It’s not our job to keep these creatures secret or to
hide them from you; honestly, a whole lot of us would love it if the
wider world would acknowledge the fact that cryptids do in fact
exist. Unfortunately, in most societies today, people actively ignore
or throw away traditional knowledge, and that makes a Hunter’s work
that much harder. But that’s no reason for us to give up. 


	Most of us live
job to job, taking tasks where they come up and travelling to
different locations to deal with various creatures. Sometimes Hunters
are able to resolve things peacefully, since many monsters are not
inherently aggressive and can be handled without bloodshed. These
cases are the best, of course, since nobody gets hurt and we walk
away without a new set of scars. But a lot of the time, things get
messy, and we’re forced to fight. And that’s one of the things
the Hunters do best; when push comes to shove, we shove hard. 


	But with all
that in mind, I have to make it clear up front that the purpose of
the Hunters is not strictly to kill or eliminate monsters. In fact,
it’s the opposite: the more lives that we can protect, the better,
whether that’s human, cryptid, animal, or any other being. The name
“Hunters” comes from an older time and a Euro-American worldview
that was mostly concerned with simply wiping monsters out, rather
than learning other ways to live with them. Thankfully, things have
changed, and to most Hunters nowadays, it’s clear that our job is
just as much about preserving life as it is about dealing death. We
don’t always get it right, but I think all of us should promote
peace as much as we can, and Hunters just have a unique way of doing
so. We’re far from perfect, but we take our responsibility more
seriously than you can imagine.

	Anyway, I won’t
get too caught up in philosophy. You should know just a little bit
about how the Hunters function as an organization. We’re pretty
loose for a formal institution: there isn’t a great deal of
bureaucracy or restrictions, which is nice, but can be troublesome
when it comes to tasks like organizing things or getting resources.
For example, there are some great custom weapon makers in the Deep
South of the USA, but they’re tough to reach without contacting
them directly. As nice as it would be, we don’t exactly have a
bunch of exclusive weapons depots stocked with their stuff. However,
I usually have help with obtaining my specialized gear. That’s
because most Hunters have a Guide (capital ‘G’), a person who
does all sorts of behind-the-scenes work: they liaison with important
members of the public and with the Hunter organization at large, give
and receive records and data, sniff out potential jobs, and a million
other tasks. My Guide is an older guy named Sergio, who used to be a
Hunter on the ground himself. I know that he was a Guide for at least
two other Hunters before me, which goes to show how short our careers
can be sometimes. Sergio is pretty hardcore, and far from the most
affectionate person out there, but he's very reliable and has always
looked out for me. 



There’s so much more background information I could give, but I
think this is good enough for the moment. If you’d like to know
anything more about me or about my work, feel free to ask. I’d be
glad to give you more information! But right now, let’s get to what
I’m sure you’re probably here for: the monsters. 



I’m thinking that this will be part survival guide, part personal
account. I’ll focus on specific cryptids and try to explain what
each one is, what it isn’t, how it lives, how to deal with
it, and so on, before talking about my own personal experiences with
it. I’ve interacted with a lot of creatures in my time, including
pretty much all of the common North American cryptids and many more
from other places. Again, if you have any questions about any
particular creatures, be sure to let me know. If I haven’t had any
encounters of my own with a certain cryptid, then I’m sure I can
find some testimonies from people who have; I’ve made a lot of
friends and contacts in the Hunters over the years, and I imagine
that some of them would be happy to pass along their stories.


We’ll start with what is probably the most popular cryptid of all:
Sasquatch, a.k.a. Bigfoot. These guys are very common, ranging all
across the continental United States and Canada, from Alaska to
Florida. They’re also (usually) relatively peaceful as monsters
come. These traits in particular make them one of the most
well-studied cryptids. We humans have known about and coexisted with
Sasquatches for a very, very long time. My Cherokee ancestors and
people of other Native nations and tribes have stories of Sasquatches
that go back thousands of years before the European colonization of
North America, and for the most part, humans and Sasquatches were
able to get along well. But like any interaction between species,
there was certainly a lot of conflict, and so my family has a long
tradition of stopping violence between our two peoples, one way or
another.


Physically, most Sasquatches are very close to many of the popular
depictions; you could essentially describe their appearance as
“ape-men”, although there is quite a bit of variation between
different populations and subspecies. Adults usually stand anywhere
from 6 to 10 feet tall and weigh anywhere from 300 to upwards of 1000
pounds. The body structure is very similar to that of humans,
although they have proportionally longer arms and larger hands and
feet. Sasquatches are super famous for their shaggy hair, which
covers them completely, except for the palms of their hands, the
soles of their feet, and parts of their faces, and they have nearly
as much range in their fur color as humans do with our own hair. Most
have chocolate brown, reddish, or russet-colored hair, but it’s
also common for them to be gray or black; occasionally some have
blond or sandy-colored hair, and more rarely, they can be an ashy,
almost white color (truly white hair on a Sasquatch typically occurs
only when they’re born albino, which does happen every so often).
Geography seems to have some impact on the color of the hair, but
maybe not the environment or climate; it seems to be more of a
genetic, population-based thing. For example, take the Sasquatches of
southern and eastern Ohio, often called the “Grassmen” (different
groups of Sasquatch often have really fun names): all organisms pass
on their genes, and since the average Grassman has reddish-brown fur,
their children will probably look the same. 



Sasquatch social structure is fluid, just like with humans, and it
varies with location and conditions. They tend to be pretty solitary,
unless they’re bachelors, a mated pair, or parents with children,
usually mothers. But sometimes Sasquatches make groups of up to 20
individuals, although it’s incredibly rare to see so many together.
For the most part, you can expect to find Sasquatches either alone or
in small groups of only a few. In a group, the physically strongest
one tends to take the lead, and since these tend to be more mature
individuals, they’ve had time to get to know the land that they
live on: where to find food and water, human settlements, good travel
routes, and so on. They teach these things to the younger generations
and pass on their knowledge. Just like many other creatures,
including humans and our fellow apes, Sasquatches are able to teach
each other deep and complex information. Some even have a form of
spoken sounds that is similar in many ways to human language. They’re
very intelligent, and just as smart as humans in many areas. 



I’ve been told about Sasquatches ever since I can remember. And
because my family has been dealing with monsters for a very long
time, I learned a lot about all sorts of cryptids as I grew up. For a
little background, my mother’s side of the family is from the
Cherokee Nation in Oklahoma. My father is black, and he’s from
Washington state. When my parents divorced, I was about 5 years old,
and I mainly grew up in Oklahoma with my mom. We lived somewhat
separate from the rest of Indian country, partly because my mom is a
Hunter, and especially when training me, we had to spend a lot of
time living and working on our own. My dad would come to take me to
Washington about three times a year or so. Although his side of the
family wasn’t involved with the Hunters, they did enjoy regular old
deer hunting, so they’d take me out into the woods every so often
when I’d go up there, teaching me how to shoot and track and such.
Both sides of my family taught me how to enjoy and respect nature,
and I’ll always be grateful to them for that.


I should also note that I’ve had a number of encounters with
monsters completely unrelated to my work as a Hunter. In other words,
I’ve had experiences with cryptids that any average person might
have. It’s happened several times, and I can’t help but think
that there’s something about having one cryptid encounter that
almost makes you more likely to have another. After your first
experience, you might become more aware of the signs of a cryptid’s
presence and know what to look for, but there almost seems to be some
invisible force, even fate or destiny, which makes you more likely to
encounter a monster again. There’s no proof of this, and I don’t
even know how much I really believe it myself, but it’s just
something strange. There’s a lot of strangeness associated with
monsters, and some of it can be almost supernatural, so that’s
something to keep in mind as we go on.


My first encounter with a Sasquatch was when I was about 9 or 10
years old, while out on a hunting trip with my dad and grandfather.
We were in the eastern part of Washington, in a densely wooded area.
I was trekking along with them, heading through a valley of conifers.
I remember it being slightly overcast, and I was feeling pretty
hungry. Just before noon, we suddenly heard a knock, and immediately
stopped walking. “Knocks”, or “tree knocks”, are a type of
sound that Sasquatches commonly use to communicate, although it’s
usually less of a knocking and more of a cracking or smacking, which
can carry for great distances through the woods. Sasquatches produce
these sounds by stripping the bark off of a branch or log and then
hitting it against a tree trunk, or by whacking a pair of the
stripped branches together. Typically, knocks function much like
shouts, just like a human might call out “Hey!” This draws
attention and advertises the presence of the Sasquatch; it’s often
a warning or a statement of power. This time, we heard one very
distinct knock, and then silence.


I remember my dad looking at my grandfather, and then taking my hand
and starting forward again, moving more slowly. After a minute or so,
we heard another knock, louder and closer this time. It seemed to be
coming from a ridge to our left, and we all looked in that direction.
Animals often like to have the high ground in situations, and this
was no different. There on the ridge above us stood a Sasquatch,
mostly blocked from view behind some bushes, but still partially
visible. It was a male, judging by the broad shoulders, and if I had
to estimate now, he was probably about 8 feet tall. He had dark red,
almost brown fur, and was still carrying the stick he’d used to
knock on the tree. His posture was neutral, neither threatened nor
threatening. He just stood, watching us with what seemed like a
mixture of curiosity and caution. Clearly, though, he wanted us to
see him and know he was there.


My dad held up his hands to indicate that he had no weapons, and then
turned to me and my grandfather, indicating that we should go back
the way we came. We hadn’t caught any game that day, but that
didn’t bother me. I was thrilled! I had seen pictures and remnants
of cryptids before, but that was the first time I’d seen a monster
so alive and active, and I was so happy. I wasn’t even scared,
although I guess the Sasquatch’s appearance was a bit intimidating.
I don’t think my father and grandfather were scared either; they
just wanted to keep all of us safe, and so they decided to head back
the way we came and let the Sasquatch be. From my mom’s family,
they knew about monsters and knew to respect their boundaries, just
like with any other living creature.


Many people don’t know or care about those boundaries, though, and
when they cross them, things can get very ugly very fast. A few years
later, when I was 13 or so, my mom had already started taking me with
her on some of her less intensive cases, to start teaching me the
ropes of capital-H Hunting. We went down to Florida on one of these
trips, in order to investigate sightings of a Skunk Ape. Skunk Apes
are not actually some sort of hybrid between skunks and apes; those
would certainly be interesting and cool creatures, but the truth is a
bit less exciting. Skunk Apes are just a subspecies of Sasquatch that
inhabit the southeastern US, mainly Louisiana to Florida. Their name
comes from their smell, because they absolutely reek. Combine the
odor of rotten eggs and sulfur, then bump up the power of the stench,
and you’ll get an idea of what Skunk Apes smell like. They’re a
bit smaller and often lighter in color than other Sasquatches, with a
sort of mane of longer hair on their shoulders and necks.


This particular case had been called in because a Skunk Ape had
apparently mauled a pair of brothers who’d been out duck hunting.
The two men had been heavily injured, with cracked ribs, fractured
skulls, and internal bleeding, which had all been treated at the
hospital they’d managed to get to. Both had talked about a
man-sized ape coming out of the trees and beating them to within
inches of their lives, but the official explanation was that a black
bear had been responsible for the attack. I understand this kind of
willful ignorance, but that doesn’t make it any less frustrating.
If there weren’t even claw marks or bite marks on the victims, was
it really a black bear? Their injuries were consistent with blunt
force trauma, which is exactly what the fists of a Sasquatch will
cause. Unfortunately, people typically don’t want to admit that. 



My mom and I dealt with this case pretty quickly. The Skunk Ape was a
lone female, and her home range was being converted into housing
developments. The injured brothers were local and had been hunting
ducks practically in their own backyards when they’d gotten too
close to the Skunk Ape’s nest. She’d lashed out, and even though
she hadn’t killed the men, she’d still proven herself to be a
threat. However, she was not aggressive, and Sasquatches have the
intelligence to realize when they’ve killed someone. Most likely,
this Skunk Ape had intentionally refrained from killing the two men.
My mother and I made the decision together that we weren’t going to
kill her. Instead, we’d tranquilize her and relocate her to
somewhere safer and far away from humans. Along with my mom’s
Guide, a lady named Hannah, we were able to pinpoint a state park in
Alabama where we hoped this Sasquatch would be able to find a new
life.


The next day, my mom and I were able to track down the Skunk Ape and
tranq her. My mom even let me take the shot! After she dropped, we
called in one of the Hunter relocation crews to pick her up and take
her to her new home. It was a clean job, with no bloodshed necessary
(well, besides the duck hunters, who were expected to make full
recoveries). I love it when things work out that way, even though it
is pretty rare that they do. If this first letter goes over well,
then maybe I’ll tell you guys about some of the jobs that weren’t
so clean, and some of the creatures involved.


Thankfully, most of the time with Sasquatches, it’s pretty simple.
Since they generally avoid open hostility, it’s usually enough to
just relocate them. There’s plenty of empty space across North
America where we can take them to live out their lives without being
afraid of humans or hurting them. But Hunters can’t deal only with
the nice ones, and the more aggressive Sasquatches can be a handful.
A perfect example would be one that I hunted in 1994. I had only been
working on my own for a little while at that time, but I had already
handled some very tough and aggressive monsters. So, when Sergio told
me about a Sasquatch wreaking havoc in British Columbia, I figured
I’d be more than able to handle it. 



When I arrived in the province, I immediately picked up a fresh lead:
three people had been killed while camping in the mountains of a
certain national park. One of the main jobs of our Guides is also to
interface with the government and law enforcement when needed, so
Sergio had already notified the relevant authorities of my coming.
Though the Hunters aren’t directly part of any government agency,
we still have badges and licenses for our organization, and those are
usually enough to let us go where we need to. This time I showed my
badge to some park rangers and policemen who were near the scene of
the killings, and I was let through to examine the area. It seemed
that the two women and one man had died quickly, without putting up
much of a fight. The Sasquatch had broken one of the women’s necks,
seemingly by throwing her into a tree, and had smashed in the heads
of the other two. It wasn’t very messy, and I had seen much worse,
but that doesn’t make it any less tragic. To state the obvious,
nobody, especially not Hunters, wants things like this to happen. 



Luckily, the Sasquatch had left some prints nearby, and after I
gathered my stuff, I headed off into the woods in search of it. The
next day, I caught up to it at a small creek. This one was a huge
male, definitely over 9 feet in height, with dark gray hair and a
physique that would make any pro bodybuilder look twig-thin in
comparison. He was squatting by the creek, using his hands to scoop
water into his mouth. I was downwind of him and slightly uphill, on a
slight ridge that overlooked the creek. It was a perfect position. I
shot him with a tranquilizer dart in the side of the neck, then began
to run some distance away along the ridgeline; it’d take a moment
for the tranquilizer to work, and I didn’t want him catching me in
that time. 



The big guy let out a roar of surprise when I shot him. Just like
other great apes, Sasquatch make all sorts of noises, and when
they’re in pain or angry, they can give loud, earthshaking roars
that you can feel in your chest. I hadn’t really hurt this one, but
he felt the dart enough to make an enraged bellow. I turned back to
see him rise to his feet and take a step backwards, looking around
himself for the source of the dart. He saw me, and instead of running
away, he took a few staggering steps towards me, before collapsing
onto his back with a loud thud. 



You might be wondering why I tranquilized this Sasquatch instead of
putting him down for good; after all, he had killed three people.
Sometimes, however, the higher-ups in the Hunters have plans that
might not line up with your own. On this occasion, Sergio told me
that some of our organization’s scientists wanted to research this
Sasquatch’s behavior, maybe precisely because he had been so
violent. They wanted to take him to an area far away from human
habitation, so before the hunt, I picked out a remote, safe location
with Sergio. After tranqing the Sasquatch, I called a cleanup crew,
as usual. Occasionally, active combat Hunters sometimes debrief with
the cleanup crews in person, especially when we have to stay with a
sedated cryptid until they arrive. So this time, when I met up with
the cleanup crew, they confirmed the relocation destination with me
and then began preparations for the move. Relocating an animal is
always intrusive and stressful, and I had mixed feelings about
letting this particular Sasquatch go, given what he’d done, but
it's still valuable to learn more about cryptids. Knowledge is a key
component of Hunters’ work.


Before wrapping up, I should tell you that many people often report
some additional weirdness about Sasquatches. I’ve never personally
experienced any of these things, but much like the very existence of
Sasquatches and other cryptids, there are too many accounts to just
completely ignore, especially when many are given by people who are
very trustworthy or would have a lot to lose by revealing their
experiences. Even the Hunters don’t know too much about some of
this stranger stuff, but I would be doing you a disservice if I
didn’t at least mention it. Some people, including Hunters, say
that they’ve seen strange lights or objects in the air related to
run-ins with Sasquatches. Occasionally, people have also heard voices
speaking in their heads during their sightings or encounters, as if
the Sasquatch is communicating telepathically. Finally, it’s often
said that Sasquatches move in a sort of alternate world, one that
allows them to go unseen until they decide to hop back into our
reality. Again, I have no personal experience with any of this stuff,
but I figure it should be mentioned.


At the end of the day, hopefully you can recognize that Sasquatches
are not just mindless beasts. They have thoughts and feelings just
like us, and for the most part they just like to be left alone. This
goes for a ton of monsters, especially ones that are not predatory.
But that doesn’t mean they can’t be dangerous. If you come across
a Sasquatch, it’s usually best just to walk in the opposite
direction. Don’t run, point, flail around, or otherwise make
yourself seem obvious or like a threat. Try not to make prolonged eye
contact with the Sasquatch either. Just keep your head down and walk
away, and you’ll generally be just fine. Like most animals,
Sasquatches typically attack if they’re starving, if they feel
threatened, or if you’re near their nests. Most other times,
they’re generally peaceful and even gentle.


If a Sasquatch charges you, though, you’ll almost certainly have to
defend yourself. Many other animals will do mock or bluff charges to
scare off potential foes, but I’ve never seen a Sasquatch do this;
once they charge, they usually commit. You won’t be able to outrun
them either, so you’ll probably wind up fighting. If you’re
expecting this kind of situation, it’s usually best to bring some
kind of rifle with high-caliber, penetrating rounds. Sasquatches
don’t have very thick skin, but they have a lot of hair, and it
often acts as protection against projectiles. The hair around their
faces and necks is thinner, though, and that’s where you’ll want
to shoot. Just like with a human, headshots are most effective.


I’ve never had to kill a Sasquatch, but I know Hunters who have,
and every one of them says that it’s an awful thing. Maybe that’s
because Sasquatches are so similar to humans. I’m just thankful
I’ve never had to do it, even though I have had quite a few other
unpleasant experiences. I’ll tell you guys about some of those
later, if you’re interested. But the ones I just laid out should be
a good example of how we operate as Hunters.


“Mercy to the wolf is cruelty to the sheep.” I don’t know where
this phrase originated, but it’s a good way to express a key part
of our outlook. At the same time, wiping out the wolves would be
equally cruel. Everything and everyone has value, a place, and a
purpose, and if one piece of a system goes away, it’s going to
impact others. Hunters aren’t sworn pacifists who think we can just
be friends with every dangerous monster by hugging them and talking
nicely, and we also aren’t indiscriminate murderers who go out guns
blazing with a mission to kill everything we don’t like. And we
definitely aren’t some mysterious, magical masters of nature who
keep the universe in complete harmony. But I think we do okay
overall.


Anyway, I think this has been long enough. I’ll certainly answer
any questions that you guys ask, and if you want to hear about
something in particular, just say so, and I’ll definitely see if I
can fit it in. And like I said, if this letter goes well, then I’ll
absolutely follow up with some more. For now, though, I think I’ve
given you guys a good bit to think about. I’ll be back soon. This
has been Sam White Owl, signing out. 



  
    
	Crawler
	A color illustration skeletally thin, grey-skinned nude creature with white round eyes, no nose, and only an indentation where its mouth should be. It is creeping from the corner of a cavern entrance with its long, spindly fingers. It is night, and the creature stands out amid the dark surroundings.
      
    
  


LETTER 2 – CRAWLER

U.S.A.
(OKLAHOMA), AUSTRALIA

Written July
2020


	Hello, everyone,
it’s Sam White Owl, back again. I hope everybody is doing well and
staying safe during these crazy times. I’d like to start off by
saying “Wow”. You guys really seemed to respond well to my first
letter, and I’m honestly shocked at the positive feedback I’ve
been getting. It’s been more than I expected, really, and I’m so
grateful that listeners have been open to hearing more of these
little tales that I have. I’ve also been getting quite a lot of
questions, and while I can’t answer them all, I will do my best to
get to some of the most important and common ones. My girlfriend says
that I should create a YouTube account to answer some of your
questions directly, but for now I’ll just try responding to some of
them through these letters. Once I get some things cleared up, we’ll
be free to get more into the stories. Hopefully this letter will
answer a lot of important questions before we move on to more stories
and information. 


	So, Q&A
time. First, I’ve gotten a lot of people comparing my work to the
TV show “Supernatural”. I know about this show, but I’ve
actually never seen it. A lot of other Hunters have brought it to my
attention, saying that it featured a monster hunter with the same
first name as me, and I’ve been shown clips of it, but I’ve never
watched a full episode. Supposedly it’s pretty good! But I heard
that it dealt a lot with angels and demons, and, well…that’s not
really my thing. But if the show does deal more with monsters and
cryptids, I think I probably wouldn’t want to watch it. Lots of TV
shows and movies often spread disinformation about creatures, whether
intentionally or not. They also make cryptid hunting seem like an
attractive pastime, rather than the messy and violent job that it
usually is. Not to mention that I’ve never met any Hunter who’s
quite as good-looking as the characters in Supernatural. I’m
certainly not some attractive young white guy!

	Moving on, I
heard a few comments wondering why the government wouldn’t suppress
me or my knowledge, or why this information being public isn’t a
bigger deal. There are a couple things I can say to this. The first
is that the Hunters are not affiliated directly with any government,
whether that of the US or any other country. Our organization is a
global one that’s existed in some form or another for centuries,
and we’ve become largely independent because of that. To my
knowledge, we’ve never operated openly in coordination with any
sort of outside governmental body. Maybe this is because we don’t
feel that we can trust others to act with our same interests in mind.
Maybe it’s because we’d rather keep secret, which brings me to
another point.

	The Hunters
officially operate undercover, and always have done so since our
founding as an organization. Our existence is not publicly
acknowledged or accepted. But there’s no hardline Hunter rule that
says we can’t divulge our secrets. I am one of a small minority of
Hunters who believes that we should formally reveal ourselves and
release information to the world at large. Most Hunters, including
our leadership, are firmly against this. Due to the nature of our
work, they believe that going public could compromise our
organization and the creatures that we deal with. And they have a
point. At the same time, it’s not the Hunters’ job to keep either
creatures or ourselves secret. Our job is to ensure that humanity can
coexist with monsters peacefully. And I believe that in order to
truly do that, we need to let people know what they’re dealing
with. These letters are just one avenue that I found to be helpful in
doing that. I’m used to people not believing what I say. It comes
with the territory. I used to make a bigger deal of it, but I’m
getting a little too old to care that much anymore. I just care that
you all keep safe, and that’s why I’m writing these letters.


Some people also asked why I didn’t take pictures. There’s a
couple things I could say to that too. First is that cameras have
definitely gotten smaller and easier to use, so maybe on a future
hunt, I can try and get some photos to you guys. However, they’d
probably be from my cellphone, which doesn’t have a great camera,
and that brings me to the main reason I don’t really take many
photos. If you can believe it, there are already tons of
pictures and videos out there. All it takes is a simple Internet
search to find them. However, most are of poor quality or from far
away, and so people don’t believe that the pictures are genuine. If
you’ve ever worked with or been around wild animals, however,
you’ll know that it’s often difficult to get clear and close-up
shots with just a cellphone. When blurry photos of chimpanzees or
wild dogs show up online, people excuse them, and nobody doubts that
they’re real. When it’s a picture of a Sasquatch, however, then
people immediately say that it’s fake. Plus, no matter how good the
quality was or how close to the subject I was, I have a feeling that
any sort of picture or video I could take would just be brushed off
as fake or as some sort of Hollywood prop, just like what’s
happened with so many other photos and videos. 



And briefly, as for the DNA testing route, I’ve seen a couple of
tests that were conducted and wound up discovering unknown primate
DNA from somewhere in the northern US. This was almost certainly
Sasquatch-related, and it had nothing to do with the Hunters.
However, it’s important to remember that the DNA testing agencies
may also have their own agendas in mind, and even if us Hunters did
send things to them that they weren’t able to identify, they might
have reason to keep the results secret as well. Who knows why.


I’m also not going to roll up to some government site with a dead
or captured monster in tow. Absolutely not. Both of my peoples,
Native and Black, survived apocalypses caused by the government for
hundreds of years, and we’re still surviving and still here. But
we’ve learned from the past and have no plans of going anywhere.
There’s been several hundred years of experience with that. If
governments still can’t treat their fellow humans, animals, or the
planet at large with dignity, respect, and compassion, then I have my
doubts they’ll act differently for monsters. 


	Anyway, my goal
isn’t to defend myself or explain everything away, and my
girlfriend says I’m getting sidetracked. Like I said, what I really
care about is just that you are all safe. So on to some more
straightforward questions. One person at least asked how they can
join the hunt for cryptids. To that, I would say: DON’T. As an
active field Hunter, almost every job, every task, and every case
might literally put your life on the line. There are some people who
can accept that, though. To you, I say that if the Hunters want you,
we will find you. There is a special wing of our group, the Scouts
(capital-S), that’s dedicated to sniffing out the best trappers,
trackers, and regular hunters from around the world, and if you
become known to them and they decide that we could use your help,
they will come to you. I wish it was as simple as applying online or
something, but again, our organization officially operates
off-the-grid, so it’s not that easy. 


	Do you have to
have Native blood to be a Hunter? Absolutely not. In fact, most of us
don’t even live in the Americas, let alone have any Native
heritage. The Cherokee side of my family just happens to have been in
this general profession for a very long time. This has always been
common knowledge in our community, and we’ve been known in our
community as Hunters ever since we joined the organization. But
again, in an official capacity, the Hunters work undercover.

	How many types
of cryptids are there? A whole lot! The Hunters have catalogs of
several thousand species across the world. They’re more common than
you might think, but again, people don’t want to believe. It’s
interesting, because creatures like the giant squid or the okapi were
once considered cryptids, until humans found them and acknowledged
their existence. Many cryptids are also just variants or species of
more familiar animals, such as owls, frogs, and fish, so I’m sure
those will have a higher chance of getting recognized by the general
public. Maybe something similar will happen with other monsters as
time goes on. 


	How do I protect
myself from cryptids? Well, whenever you’re away from civilization,
keep your eyes and ears open. I don’t necessarily recommend being
armed at all times, but having a good weapon by your side can
certainly help you out. Most monsters require high-power weapons and
high-caliber ammunition to bring down, so you’ll need equipment
designed for big game. But many creatures are also scared by loud
noises, like gunshots, and by the sight of people carrying large
protective objects, like guns. Bear spray actually works fairly well
against a number of creatures, believe it or not. And if you’re a
person of faith, then protective measures like praying can work
wonders for your mind and soul. I wouldn’t trust entirely in a
prayer to stop an attacking monster, but praying before you go out
can at least give you some comfort and peace of mind, which can be
half the battle. I carry several spiritually important objects on me
almost every time I leave the house, and certainly on every hunt.
These aren’t just to stop monsters outright. They also give me
mental and spiritual strength and vigor, and that can be just as
important as any gun. 



Of course, I do carry guns on my hunts, though. Many Hunters,
especially here in the US, get their weapons personally designed and
customized by the branch of our organization known as the Smiths
(yes, capital-S); the name comes from their role as blacksmiths way
back in the old days, and they’re the weapon makers I mentioned in
my last letter. Nearly every weapon of mine has been either tuned or
flat-out created by the Smiths. My weapon of choice through the 90s
was a custom-built elephant rifle, designed for the .416 Remington
Magnum cartridge. That gun served me very well on all of my hunts,
and was designed to fire both bullets and tranq darts as needed.
Times have changed, though, and now I use another custom-made rifle
that fires .458 Lott rounds. Rifles are always my staple weapon,
although depending on the creature I’m hunting, I may bring along a
shotgun instead. The Remington 870 has been a solid choice for me.
Sidearms aren’t really my cup of tea, but since the early 2000s,
the Smiths have made some great handguns that have definitely caught
my attention. My current pick is a customized version of the Taurus
Raging Hunter (ironic name, I know), which fires .454 Casull rounds.
Finally, I often carry an assortment of melee weapons, depending on
the hunt and the monster. One that I frequently use is my combat
tomahawk, which doubles as a great survival tool. And the one weapon
that always sticks with me is my paternal grandfather’s Bowie
knife, which I carry as an absolute last resort. I’ve only had a
few occasions to use this knife, and boy, am I grateful for that.


I also got a question asking where I operate. I’m based in the US,
since I’m from here, of course, but my jobs have taken me all over
the world. Typically in a foreign country, I try to link up with at
least one other Hunter who’s actually from that region, but there
have been times when I’ve worked abroad by myself. 




Phew. It’s harder than I thought to answer so many questions! I
even got a comment from Sweden, asking about some of the creatures
there. There are absolutely cryptids and Hunters there, and although
I’ve never been to that country in particular, I was in Norway this
past summer. I got to deal with some interesting situations while I
was there. I was mainly teamed up with a Hunter named Ingrid, and we
were investigating some activity in the mountains. Troll stuff. I
might tell that story later. 



Anyway, I think that’s enough of the big questions answered for
now. So let’s talk about some more specific stuff. I got several
questions about a certain Southwestern shape-changer, and we’ll get
there eventually, but before we go to that place, I’d like to talk
about at least two other creatures. I got questions about these two
cryptids, and they’re a bit easier to discuss with non-Native
people. We’ll talk about one in this letter and the other in my
next one.


For this letter, let’s discuss a cryptid species that I got a few
questions about, and which I know is fairly commonly talked about on
both Swamp Dweller’s YouTube channel and some others. Like nearly
all monsters, these creatures have a few different names, and the
most popular seems to be “crawlers”. That name seems to be fairly
recent, and Hunters have been calling these monsters “Ash Men” or
“Pale Men” for as long as I can remember. We may have taken the
name “Pale Man” from the movie “Pan’s Labyrinth”, but I’m
pretty sure we were saying that before that movie came out. 



Crawlers are typically anywhere from 5 to 8 feet tall, and humanoid
in appearance. They have long, thin limbs, and an emaciated, almost
skeletal appearance; you may see their ribs or their vertebrae
sticking out underneath their skin. The sockets of their eyes are
usually sunken and dark, but their eyes themselves glow when light
passes over them, like two little pinpricks of white or light yellow.
They have mouths filled with sharp, pointed teeth, but when closed,
you may not even see these mouths. They tend not to have lips or
noses. Their appearance is quite frankly terrifying, and it’s no
wonder that most people’s first reaction upon seeing a crawler is
to freeze up or run in the opposite direction. I think it’s because
these cryptids fall near the Uncanny Valley. They almost look
human, but they’re different enough that it’s still obvious that
they’re something else. 



Crawlers are found across the United States, southern Canada, and
Australia, and honestly, I have no idea where they come from or what
exactly they are. They look generally like extremely pale and thin
humans, but their much greater speed and strength would suggest
otherwise. Did they come into being separately from us or alongside
us? I truly don’t know, and the Hunters don’t either. A friend of
mine, an Australian Hunter named William, believes that Pale Men are
closely related to us, maybe as another species of human that
developed a different lifestyle than the rest of us. They certainly
resemble humans, and they seem to be at least as intelligent as most
other apes.


As you might expect, crawlers tend to live in caverns and cave
systems. They are primarily nocturnal, but on rare occasions they can
be active during the day. They usually sleep when the sun is up,
before emerging from their caves at night, mainly to feed. They
primarily go after small game: squirrels, small rodents, and
especially rabbits. They are surprisingly strong, however, and I’ve
seen them take fawns and small deer before. In one particularly odd
case in West Virginia, I even came across evidence of one having
grabbed a newborn cow. 



People often see crawlers on the sides of roads or trails, and nobody
(except for Hunters, of course!) sticks around to learn more about
them. But as horrifying as they might look, they aren’t actually
very dangerous to humans. When people run away from them, they rarely
give chase, and on the few occasions where Pale Men have attacked
people, the wounds are almost never fatal. Still, you obviously don’t
want to bother them, so if you see one, just keep your distance and
move away. They may screech at you, but this is almost always a
warning, similar to how a human might yell “Back off!” or “Stay
away!” But if a crawler actually attacks you, then I’m sure
bullets are effective on them. Some Hunters have killed crawlers, and
as you can imagine, headshots and chest shots work well; even just
the noise of a gunshot will generally scare them away. Like many
nocturnal, cave-dwelling creatures, crawlers hate bright lights and
loud sounds, and like most animals, they also fear fire. In a pinch,
anything flaming or burning, like some kind of torch, can help stave
off a potential attack. 



In the early 1900s, the Hunters made a coordinated effort to kill Ash
Men. They were seen somewhat as a nuisance, but one with the
potential to become a threat in certain circumstances. Their
terrifying appearance also didn’t help matters, nor did the fact
that crawlers aren’t as strong, fast, or well-armed as many other
cryptids, which made them more attractive targets. Many were killed,
possibly as many as 350, although the exact count is probably higher.
But exterminating them proved to be difficult and expensive, and
combined with pushback from a significant portion of the
organization, including many of us from Aboriginal Australian and
American Indigenous communities, the Hunters, thankfully, abandoned
the effort. This was a critical moment in our organization’s
history, and one of many steps that led to a very positive shift in
our approach. We’ll come back to this later. For now, here’s my
personal experiences.


My first meeting with a crawler was sometime in my early teens, and
it was incredibly standard as far as these things go, so I apologize
if it’s not terribly interesting. I was going through some caves
with a cousin of mine who was interested in spelunking. He’d rather
not identify himself, but since he told me he’s always liked the
name Rob, that’s what we’ll call him. There are a few nice caves
in Oklahoma that you can explore, and Rob and I were in one of these.
Like in my previous letter, I won’t say the actual location. I’ve
never liked being in confined spaces like caves, but I think Rob was
trying to get me into caving. He’s about 7 years older than me, and
he doesn’t have any younger siblings, so I’ve always been a bit
like a little brother to him. We used to hang out a lot, and this
time we were pretty deep into this cave. Rob was leading the way, and
I was a short distance behind him. We were able to stand up and walk
for most of the trip, but we came to a fork in the path after a
little while. Rob stopped here, looking off down the tunnel to the
right.


“Do you smell that?” he asked, and I sniffed. There was something
else along with the usual mustiness of the caves. I recognized it as
the smell of aging meat, an odor which we were both familiar with.
This was obviously very strange. Why would there be some meat
so far back in this cave? I told him it might be an animal, and he
looked back at me with this mischievous grin and started walking
towards the smell, saying we should go check it out. I started
shaking my head; I knew very well that some cryptids live in caves,
and I’ve always been more cautious than him. 



“Rob, that’s stupid, come back,” I told him, but he had already
started clambering over some rocks into the tunnel. I had no choice
but to go after him. I only had a knife on me, so if something jumped
us, we would probably be in a lot of trouble.


It wasn’t long before we came upon the source of the smell. There
was a little rock ledge off to the right side of the tunnel. When we
shone our headlamps in that direction, we saw that, sitting on top of
the ledge, was a hunk of discarded meat, still attached to the bone.
There were a few other small bones scattered around nearby as well.
Most looked small, like squirrels and mice, but the meat was
definitely from something bigger. Maybe a pig or a goat, but I
couldn’t tell, and I didn’t want to. 



“What the hell is this?” Rob asked. I remember being so nervous
that I actually grabbed his arm and yanked him backwards.


“It’s a feeding area, dumbass! Something lives here.” 



I guess Rob had finally seen enough, because he started following me
back the way we’d come. As we walked, I glimpsed something much
lighter than the darkness to my left with my headlamp. Spinning to
look, I saw two glowing white eyes reflecting back at me from on top
of a ledge about 10 feet overhead. I saw the briefest glimpse of a
skinny white body crouching there in a squatting position, and a
hairless head looking right at us. Rob yelled some kind of curse word
and rushed past me back in the direction of the entrance. I was
frozen in fear for a second, only able to watch as the lanky humanoid
body scuttled backwards into the shadows. Once it was gone, I snapped
out of it and took off after Rob, with no idea what I had just seen.
At this point, I hadn’t been told about crawlers by my mom or any
of my family, so I also had clue if this being was dangerous, and I
just acted without thinking. I’m a bit ashamed of that, because I
knew better than to turn my back and start running away; that can
trigger a predator’s chase response and make things worse. I should
have backed away slowly, but between the uneven cave floor and the
unknown nature of what I had just seen, my reaction was just to flee.


As we ran, I heard a screech come from behind us, echoing off of the
cave walls and spurring us to go faster. At one point I lost sight of
Rob around a bend in the path and tripped a couple of times, hurting
my hands. and hurt my hands as I fell onto the rocks, but eventually
I caught up with Rob where he’d stopped to catch his breath. We
didn’t say anything to each other, just standing there panting and
wheezing. I kept looking behind us to see if we were being followed,
but there was nothing. Eventually, we kept going, not exactly
running, but still moving fast. We made it safely out of the cave and
immediately started driving back to Rob’s house.


“I don’t know what that was,” I told Rob when we were on the
road, figuring he might have expected me to know. But he just shook
his head and kept driving. 



When we got home after that, everything was actually pretty normal. I
asked my mother what we might have seen, and she told me about the
Pale Men and what they were. I called Rob later on and explained the
whole thing to him, and even though we both realized that we probably
weren’t in that much danger, we still never went caving in that
place again. Maybe my mother or another Hunter did something about
that particular crawler, but I’m not sure. 



That encounter was pretty standard, from the stories and accounts
I’ve heard. I’ve seen a crawler in Australia too, while doing
some recon in the outback for another job. I was in the central area
of the country with William, the Australian Hunter I mentioned
before. We were walking through a dried-up creek bed after dark,
headlamps on, chatting quietly when we heard a pretty loud rustling
from some bushes beside us. Both of us immediately turned, guns at
the ready, and we saw a large, tall shadow stand up from the shrubs.
This crawler was about 7 feet tall, and our lights reflected off of
its glowing eyes as it stared us down. Maybe it expected that we’d
run, but William and I weren’t budging. I fired off two shots into
the air, and faster than I could blink, the Ash Man dropped onto all
fours and started racing away from us. They have a very odd gait when
they’re moving at full speed like that, sort of like a bounding
run. I had clearly scared this one off, and after it was gone,
William and I made it back to our camp without incident. 



Over the years, I’ve seen a couple more crawlers, always on the
sides of the road or on trails, late at night. I’ve never actually
had a job to hunt one down, though. Their glowing eyes and
skeleton-like bodies are certainly horrific, but as long as you just
go away from them in a timely manner, you should be alright. As I
mentioned earlier, the effort to wipe out crawlers was called off
partly because of this: it became clear that even though they look
freaky, exterminating them wasn’t only challenging and expensive,
but also just unnecessary, and flat-out morally wrong. I’m really
glad that the Hunters realized this, because it’s something that I,
my family, and many others try to live by.


There’s a concept that indigenous groups around the world have
understood pretty much forever. Natives in the US often express it
with the Lakota phrase “Mitákuye Oyás’iŋ”, which usually
gets translated into English as “all my relations”. There’s no
way I can fully explain this concept here, but at the core, it’s
exactly what it sounds like: the understanding





  
    Table of Contents

    
      	
        SAM WHITE OWL’S LETTERS FROM A CRYPTID HUNTER – VOLUME 1
      
        	
          INTRODUCTION
        

        	
          LETTER 1 – SASQUATCH (U.S.A. (WASHINGTON / FLORIDA) / CANADA)
        

        	
          LETTER 2 – CRAWLER (U.S.A. (OKLAHOMA) / AUSTRALIA)
        

        	
          LETTER 3 – DOGMAN (U.S.A. (OKLAHOMA / UTAH))
        

        	
          LETTER 4 – SKINWALKER (U.S.A. (NEW
MEXICO))
        

        	
          LETTER 5 – WENDIGO + TALL DEER (CANADA / U.S.A.
(MONTANA))
        

        	
          LETTER 6 – THUNDERBIRD (U.S.A.
(WASHINGTON / WYOMING))
        

        	
          LETTER 7 – BUNYIP + MAKARA (AUSTRALIA / INDIA)
        

        	
          LETTER 8 – EMELA-NTOUKA (REPUBLIC OF THE CONGO)
        

        	
          LETTER 9 – WECHUGE (CANADA)
        

        	
          LETTER 10 – CAMAZOTZ + MACHA (BRAZIL / IRELAND)
        

        	
          Q&A – DOGMAN
        

        	
          Q&A – SKINWALKER
        

        	
          Q&A – WENDIGO + TALL DEER
        

        	
          Q&A – THUNDERBIRD
        

        	
          Q&A – BUNYIP + MAKARA
        

	    	
          Q&A – EMELA-NTOUKA
        

        	
          Q&A – WECHUGE
        

        	
          Q&A – CAMAZOTZ + MACHA
        

        	
          BONUS LETTER – TRAINING TROUBLE (U.S.A. (UTAH))
        

        	
          ACKNOWLEDGMENTS
        

        	
          ABOUT THE AUTHOR
        

      

      

    

  
  
    Landmarks

    
      	
        Table of Contents
      

      	
        Cover
      

      	
        Table of Contents
      

    

  
OEBPS/Images/Two_72.jpg





OEBPS/Images/colophon.png





OEBPS/Images/One_72.jpg





