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Pub 518 is proud to present our newest anthology, ‘Catskill Chaos’. A wonderful collection of short stories and poetry by authors from the 518 and around the world.

Hold on tight as you get twisted around, flung through the Chaos, transported to the wonderful yet terrifying area known as The Catskills. 

For additional publications, check out our website (pub518.com). We continue to grow our garden of new, local-to-international, tiny press published authors!

As always, we are proud to advance the professional interests of career-focused writers in and around the 518 area code region through networking, advocacy, and publication.

Enjoy, 

Andy, Lizette, Rachael, & Shannon
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We Don’t Go Into the Lake at Night
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Shannon Grant

Night

If I waited long enough, I would see it.

There were no good photographs of what it actually was. Every photo I had found on the internet was blurry, as if the thing used vampire energy in order to keep itself from being photographed. All I really had to go on were a couple of artists’ renderings of the beast. Witnesses had probably gone crazy with the details anyway, inserting dripping blood from claws and fangs, maybe adding some extra eyes upon the head. I studied the drawings along with the legend, trying to prepare myself for whatever came my way.

I pushed the oar through the water, propelling the canoe forward, away from the shore.  

Day

“That’s why we don’t go into the lake at night anymore,” a rough-looking middle-aged man in a green trucker hat had said as he pointed at a drawing on the wall of the Half Moon Diner. It was framed, placed next to a bulletin board with a flyer on it advertising an Elvis impersonator coming to the local Elks Club. A blonde man in his twenties, a wide smile plastered on his face, stared back from another flyer declaring him MISSING.

I asked the man sitting next to me at the counter about the drawing on the wall, the book Local Legends and the People Who Love Them: New York Edition on the counter beside my coffee and Danish. This book was my companion for this trip. The Cryptids Across the United States series by Kraken Wodehouse had ignited my imagination and given me a new special interest: tracking down cryptids.

Unfortunately, there wasn’t a chapter on Onteora Lake’s own monster. The sightings had only begun to pop up within the past three months as people on the CryptidClub.com message board had taken notice of weird happenings around the area. The last strange event were the wooden signs appearing in the past week along the shore of the lake, standing on poles and screaming out in hand-painted bold black letters:

WARNING!!!

ABSOLUTELY NO SWIMMING ALLOWED AFTER DARK

No reasons were given on the signs. They were silent sentries put up to scare people out of night swimming.

Upon researching the area, I found the Catskill mountains were no stranger to cryptids. There had been Bigfoot sightings here before. There was also the strange story of Henry Hudson hanging out with a bunch of gnomes (one has to wonder what he had been drinking THAT night). That drawing, and the photos I’d seen on the Cryptid Club message board, did not so much grab local imagination as seep in, creeping into my mind like a silent phantom.

I dipped the oar again into the water, pushing through and allowing the moonlight to guide me.

That’s why we don’t go into the lake at night.....

The words haunted me. The framed sketch on the diner wall had been drawn with rough charcoal, the eyes seeming to glow black from the paper.

“It’s at least ten feet tall, I’m telling ya, its legs looking like them stilt-walkers we have at the summer festival every year,” the man in the diner had said. “It’s real scary up close, and noisy as hell. It loves kicking up a racket. Just don’t like people messing around in its domain at night. Nobody’s seen the thing during the day, so people still go out there in the lake doing their thing under the sun, swimming, fishing. It’s when the sun goes down it seems to come out. So we don’t go into the lake at night.” 

As the man talked, a young woman with shorn, patchy hair walked by the diner’s large front window. It looked as if someone had pulled out her hair in clumps. Long scratches ran down her right arm. She resembled a ghost, slowly walking by. A mysterious figure with a jarring appearance, she glided by until she passed out of sight. I asked the man about her. “She tried to go swimming at night,” he said and turned his back, walked into the kitchen, conversation closed. 

Night 

I dipped the oar again, thinking about cryptids and straining to hear any unusual sounds that might hit my ears.

And then it came.

HOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!

The giant booming sound came out of the darkness, almost flipping me out of the canoe.

It sounded like an owl, except bigger, much more menacing. It had come from behind me, the noise slugging me on the shoulder to get my attention. I turned my head and struggled to see, my eyes meeting the inky black, searching blankly where I thought the sound had come from.

The only light came from the full moon overhead. Still, the dark held secrets I couldn’t see. I turned the canoe around, pushing all of my anxiety down with my oar, letting the lake water wash it away as I crept closer to whatever was making the noise.I slowly paddled the canoe in the direction I was certain I’d heard the sound originate. I dipped and pushed the oar, gracefully, as if I were lightly touching the surface of the water with my fingertips.

HOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!

The sound didn’t startle me this time; I was waiting for it.

I could see a shape moving around in the dark in front of me, something with wings. Soon details became clearer. I reached down in front of me, feeling the smooth weight of the flashlight. I didn’t want to see it in photos anymore. I needed to see it for myself.

I lifted the flashlight up out of the canoe, my thumb on the button, and I wondered if this would end up being a good idea in the long run. My legs began to twitch. I was conscious of my hair standing on end.

The thing came out, flying directly over my head. I couldn’t quite get how large the wingspan was, but it was wide enough to create a giant breeze. I wondered if I could paddle away, if the thing would let me...It seemed to float above me, landing on the other side of the lake. The titanic sound of the creature’s hoot came again, so much louder that it almost shook me out of the canoe. Water spilled into the boat as I struggled for calm, gripping the side of the canoe, trying not to lose hold of the paddle. 

I could see that it was closer now, its height towering above me. More details appeared; the legs were covered in coarse dark fur. One leg was about my full height. The other leg was noticeably shorter than the first. The rest of the body looked like it was covered in a mixture of feathers and hair, looking like some kind of...

Bird...Bigfoot? Birdfoot?

The face was a bird’s, with large owlish eyes and a beak, but the cheeks and brow resembled something ape-like. I tried to focus on the thing as it filled the night with its strangeness. I gripped the flashlight, sweat forming on my palm. 

My other hand reached for the spear gun that was also stored away in the canoe.

I wasn’t sure if I should do it or not. This was my first time completely on my own on a monster hunt. I’d only brought the weapon in case of an emergency. Plus the thing didn’t seem to be bothering anybody...well, except for the woman with the patchy hair who had gone swimming at night. As long as people obeyed the signs and kept out of the lake when the sun went down...

The creature swiftly lifted up, flapping its wings, then began to move towards me.

“Shit!” I yelled, and raised the spear gun. If the thing came too close, I wouldn’t hesitate to shoot it...or would I? The image of the Birdfoot coming directly at me made me grip the spear gun tighter in an effort to keep it steady in my shaky hands.

Its talons began to raise.

I lifted the spear gun towards the creature’s chest, finger on the trigger.

Then came the small sound from the darkness behind me. It sounded like the creature, only tinier. I whipped around and saw a small figure in the darkness, its huge eyes staring at me.

The creature passed over me, claws still raised as if to retrieve the smaller being. It screeched, landing into the water near the shore as the baby flapped its wings excitedly at the larger creature.

There were two of them? Mama and baby? I lowered the speargun, watching the mama grooming the baby, running her beak over the smaller creature.I watched the two for a few moments, letting it sink in that maybe the mama wasn’t that scary. They were obviously nocturnal creatures that simply didn’t want to be bothered by humans.

I turned my canoe away from them, facing back towards the shore and the safety of the dock. Questions ran through my head about the creatures, like they usually did when letting my mind wander about cryptids. Where did they go during the day? Were there more of them? What did they eat?

The last question stuck out as the baby flew over my head.

My eyes widened as an image flashed through my head...the picture of the man in his twenties. The man with the blonde hair and the wide smile.

The man who had gone missing.
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Hiking the Devil’s Path Trail, Catskills Mountains
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Juleigh Howard-Hobson

There’s a moment, while you tell yourself what

you saw, you only just thought you saw, when

the legends become a little more real,

and you think they’re true as likely as not.

But it’s only a moment, because then

you start to rationalize. 

No big deal,

you tell yourself, tall branches swaying in

the forest, sunlight catching on upright

twigs, the glitter of a bird’s eye, shadows

interplaying so they seemed to freeze when

you did, as if they were watching you. Sight

is a funny thing, you think, one of those

facilities you can’t trust all the time. But

still, you can’t shake

what you know in

your gut.
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The Legend of Theodore and the Sasquatch
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Dawn DeBraal

On the cusp of becoming the Governor of the great state of New York, Theodore Roosevelt left his busy campaign headquarters retreating to the Catskill Mountains. He had always loved nature, feeling his soul renewed whenever he could escape to the wilderness. Asking his family to hold the public at bay, he left, telling them he needed to have time alone.

He chose Devil's Path for his retreat, a twenty-five-mile hike in Greene County, thick with wooded cover, allowing him to keep cool in the late August weather. He carried a small pup tent and some essential survival tools on his journey.

Roosevelt had read about why this hike was named Devil's Path, that it was the most challenging trek through the Catskills as it always went uphill. Upon seeing this area, the settlers said only the Devil would climb these hills.

He had outfitted himself with sturdy boots and carried several layers of clothing. Temperatures could fluctuate from eighty degrees during the day, to the low fifties at night. He held a stout walking stick as he moved along through the forest. Once he became the Governor of New York, he wouldn't be able to do these things on his own anymore. His heart was heavy to think about that loss of being out in the wilderness, but his love of politics was stronger. Theodore had high ideals for his political career after returning as a hero from the Spanish-American war.

It was a hot day, and he'd worked up a good sweat, drinking deeply from his canteen. Everywhere he looked, thick brush encroached on the ten-foot-wide area, the only place that allowed wind to push through on this hot day. Theodore felt his mind wandering and his body relaxing into the rhythm he'd set, realizing he was out of shape since he had not kept up with his military training regime. He'd grown soft.

Theodore swore he would work out daily to regain the strength he'd taken for granted. He was a young man, but he didn't feel like it when the air gushed from his lungs, making him feel like a fish out of water. He spied a large boulder off the path and decided he would rest.

As he sat, he no longer thought about the election or his family. He only thought about his heart rate, slowing his breathing, where he would pitch his tent tonight, and whether or not he should gather kindling for a fire. 

When he caught his breath, Theodore resumed the hike, climbing a steep hill, thinking about those settlers being right long ago. Only the Devil would hike these paths.

Theodore heard a twig snap and spun around. How had someone approached him on this path, and he hadn't heard them? A foul smell permeated the area, that of old wet skunk fur. Theodore wrinkled his nose and took off his glasses to wipe the perspiration from them.

Bear? Did he smell bear? The sound reached his ears of something walking away and he allowed himself to relax a bit when he could no longer detect what he suspected was a bear.

When Theodore camped that night, he was halfway around the trail. He had moved off the main path a bit to set up his tent and start a fire. The fire wasn't necessary to keep warm; it was to keep the bear away. Theodore, who wrote volumes of observations, pulled out his journal and wrote about the beauty of the day as the hike began, and now the suspicions of the night haunted him, wondering if every noise he heard could be a charging beast.

How was he to get to sleep, knowing that the bear could take his life at any moment? He carried a double action six-shot revolver Model 1892 on his hip, deciding he would sleep with it on, in case he needed it during the night.

Theodore fed the fire before he climbed into the tent to settle for the evening, having exhausted himself on the day's climb and the stress of being pursued. He should have taken a companion with him. One of the men could have watched over the other while they took turns sleeping. He chose to go alone because he wanted to challenge himself.

The fire was smoldering when he woke up the following day. Theodore stirred the fire to ensure it wouldn't reignite and readied himself for the day's hike. He was deep into the woods and hadn't seen another human being.

He stepped carefully through the brush to get back to the trail. It wouldn't do to having him trip over a log and sprain or break something. His family wouldn't worry about him until tomorrow evening, another reason he should have taken another person with him.

Trudging along the path, shifting his backpack, he smelled the awful odor again. The bear had to be sick. Maybe it had gangrene or something.

Theodore took off his spectacles, wiping them as he peered into the woods in the direction of the smell. He was startled when he thought he saw a bear walking on its hind legs and quickly put his glasses back on. 

The creature was enormous. Perhaps the bear had been injured, forcing it to walk on its hind legs? The way it walked wasn't the stride of a bear. From what he could see, it was more of a giant apelike man, walking perfectly. The creature disappeared, and Theodore sped up to see if he could see the beast again, not believing his eyes.

Its fur was the color of a brown bear, but walking upright gave Theodore the most trouble. He slowed his pace because he didn't want to catch up with the creature. He'd heard of such things. Combing through his photographic memory, Theodore recalled an article featuring David Thompson in 1811, claiming to have first sighted a beast such as this, over eight feet tall, walking erect like a man. He even made impressions of its footprints and called it a yeti, also known as a sasquatch or an abominable snowman.

The smell of the beast permeated his nose, as he followed the sasquatch in front of him. With the sound of a breaking branch in the other direction, the hiker spun around to see another sasquatch coming from behind. This one, more vicious, than the one he pursued. The angered sasquatch swiped at Theodore with its giant hand. Its fingernail or claw dug into his forehead, opening a good-sized cut. 

Blood filled his vision, and the injured man couldn’t see but his military training kicked in. Theodore ran his walking stick into the sasquatch's face, breaking off several of the creature's teeth. The monster roared and came back at him. 

Roosevelt rammed his walking stick again at the beast, hitting the beast so hard that the man fell to the ground. While trying to regain his footing, he felt a large rock on the path. His fingers grasped the good-sized rock, upon standing he heaved it over his head, smashing the beast, to cave its head in. Theodore stopped when he felt the sickening crunch of the skull giving way beneath the rock. 

The sasquatch fell back dazed and dropped off the trail rolling down the mountain like a felled tree. Theodore stood on the cliff's edge, trying to catch his breath, indecisive as to whether he should pursue the sasquatch further. Had he injured it enough to make himself a threat to the beast? He wiped his face, alarmed at the amount of blood that came away with his hand. Was the creature rabid? Pulling his canteen from his backpack, Theodore poured water over his tilted head. Blood ran down his clothing and his hands shook, as he cleaned himself, realizing that he needed to get away from this spot as quickly as possible. 

He felt his heart pounding, heard buzzing in his ears as he tried to stay off panicking. The reality of what he’d just done hit him. He might have killed one of the few sasquatches in the world. He could never kill something for the sake of killing, but this creature had regretfully forced his hand.

Badly shaken, Theodore hurried away from where the injured sasquatch went over the cliff. What was he going to tell people about the gash on his face? The need to finish Devil's Path became a priority. No one had mentioned that this part of the Catskills had a menacing sasquatch who hunted hikers. 

Theodore pushed that thought from his mind. If he claimed to see a sasquatch, it would be the end of his campaign for governor. People would laugh him off the podium. He had to know for himself, and he patted the 1892 that hung down his hip, the only thing that could get him out of there alive.

Theodore did the unthinkable. He left the path in search of the sasquatch that was still in front of him. Most stories he'd ever read claimed these mythical creatures lived in the Pacific Northwest. But why not in the Catskills, in the middle of nowhere? He was a soldier who led his men up San Juan hill as a rough rider in the Spanish-American war. Some lone creature in the woods was no match for him and his sidearm.

Theodore walked down the mountainside, trying to keep himself upright. The pull of gravity made it almost impossible to keep the footing beneath him. He slipped and slid down the loose dirt and grabbed a branch before going over the cliff's edge.

When he looked above him, he saw a clump of long black hair on the branch and could smell its offensive odor. He was on the path of what now he was convinced was a sasquatch. Why had the beast made its presence known when it could have kept hidden? He looked around him and saw another sasquatch standing next to a smaller version of itself and then understood that the beast was protecting its offspring. He had inadvertently walked into their territory. Theodore sensed he was in trouble now that he realized he had walked into a nest of beasts.

"Helloooo? I don't want to hurt you." His voice echoed back at him. Theodore felt ridiculous calling out to the creature as if it would understand what he was saying. He traversed the side of the cliff, looking for an easier way down. He could hear and then see a river at the base of the steep hill. The raging water echoed through the canyon and in his ears. The creatures disappeared somewhere, but he was determined to be the pursuer so they would leave him alone. He had experienced the attack and wanted them to know he could defend himself. 

Back and forth, he crisscrossed an area of the hillside, dropping only a few feet at a time, finally ditching his backpack so he wouldn't have to fight its weight. Near the bottom of the mountain, Theodore felt the rockslide that gave out beneath his feet. 

His arms windmilled, and he dropped his walking stick and rode the avalanche of dirt into the river, where the current grabbed him and pulled him to the middle.

Theodore's arms splashed up and down, trying to keep his head upright in the turbulent water. He called for help even though commonsense told him it was ridiculous to waste energy. He floundered, looking for a rock or a fallen tree to grab. He was caught in the current and unable to stop himself from moving along with the water. That's when he saw the unbelievable from the corner of his eye.

The huge hairy beast, at least eight feet tall, came out of the brush. With a roar, it rushed into the water and swam out, grabbing Theodore by the neck of his coat. Theodore was exhausted and couldn't swim away. The beast was stronger and seemed to be dragging him to the river's edge. It wasn't the creature who had attacked him earlier because there was no blood on its face and its fur was much lighter.

The sasquatch dumped Theodore unceremoniously on shore, quickly running off into the brush, leaving him dazed. The beast was gone, but it had saved him from drowning.

Theodore lay beside the rushing waters trying to catch his breath when he noticed his ankle throbbing and pulled up his pant leg. Though it hurt to move, his ankle still rolled, and he suspected it was only sprained and not broken. He fell back to the ground, looking at the sky, moaning.

"Why?" Theodore was out in the middle of nowhere with a sprained ankle far from the path he should have been on. He could not climb this hill and get back to civilization without help.

He was due to arrive in New York City tomorrow, and when he didn't show, his family would send out a search party. But he wasn't near the area they would expect to find him. Leaving the trail had been a stupid decision on his part but he couldn't change that.

On his back, Theodore lifted his buttocks from the ground, pushing himself up the hill on his good leg. The act was painful, but he knew the only way the search party could find him would be to get back to the trail at the top of the hill.

He grunted with each effort, moving himself up the steep embankment. After three repetitions, he allowed himself to rest, then returned to moving one foot up the hill when the pain subsided.

Theodore looked above him, uttering in defeat when he saw he was still only halfway up the cliff. He was exhausted, and nightfall was coming. He hoped to get to his backpack that he dropped on the way down, glad that he'd done this because Theodore would have drowned if he'd gone into the river with his equipment. He could make out his belongings in the fading light and wondered if he would find it before he gave into exhaustion in the dark. The discarded pack held food and water, making his night on the hillside more comfortable.

A high-pitched screech made Theodore fall to his back. The creature was near and making itself known to him. He reached for his sidearm, unsnapping the leather strap holding the gun out in front of him. The darker sasquatch with a bloodied face came after him with its arms raised. He was about to shoot when the slightly smaller creature came from behind, turning the aggressive sasquatch's head violently and dashing the bigger creature to the ground. As the larger beast fell, the smaller beast stepped over it as if to protect Theodore from being attacked.

Theodore’s breath came out in loud pants, making him feel like he was having an asthma attack, something he thought he'd outgrown from childhood but had returned, judging by the way he struggled for breath. He tried to move away from this internal battle between the beasts. 

Rising and falling on his backside Theodore propelled himself with his one-legged escape toward the abandoned backpack, listening to the creatures fighting one another. It probably didn't make any difference if he reached it. A flimsy tent wouldn't protect him, he was at the mercy of the beasts with his gun, the only protection. He could see the victor of the fight, an enormous hairy humanoid tackling the hill like it was nothing, and it was coming toward him.

The dazed man held the gun in his hand, ready to pull the trigger, when the beast stopped and stared at him. It appeared to be intelligent. He recognized it as the creature who had rescued him from the river, still wet from the effort. Just now it had driven off the beast that had been attacking him. Was it trying to help him to safety?

This was insane. The creature was a wild animal incapable of emotions. Theodore raised the pistol, ready to end its life, and the beast looked at him pitifully and mewed. Theodore lowered the gun, having lost the urge to destroy when he saw a younger version of itself standing behind it. The beast had a child. What would happen to its kind if he were to kill another one? 

Theodore had the utmost respect for wildlife and nature. This creature was meant to be here, Theodore was the intruder. He holstered the gun, snapping the leather strap over the grip, and gave up. He lay back on the ground and tried to catch his breath. Theodore closed his eyes and concentrated on deep breathing, his lungs hurting with every breath. Perhaps the creature would think he was mortally injured and leave him.

He felt strong arms encircle his body, and he moaned in fear. So, this was how his life ended, attacked by a wild creature, a sasquatch? The beast was going up the side of the cliff with Theodore in its arms, he could hear its young, mewling behind them keeping up.

He opened his eyes in shock as he shifted in the sasquatch's grip when it stopped, reached down, threw the backpack in Theodore's lap, and continued up the mountainside. 

Theodore couldn't believe he would get this lucky when the sasquatch reached the trail it put the injured man down on the path. They stared at one another. He sensed the creature meant no harm, so he reached into his backpack, pulled out a sandwich, broke it, and handed half of it to the beast.

The creature smelled the sandwich, while Theodore showed the sasquatch that it was food by biting into his half. The sasquatch ate after giving a piece to the young one.

Theodore felt for sticks around him where they sat and started a fire. The sasquatch moved away when he struck the flint, but, after the tiny flame started, the creature moved forward, sitting nearer to the warmth. Theodore handed the sasquatch the flint, and it mimicked the striking of the small stone, jumping back when the sparks flew. Theodore laughed loudly and called the humanoid to come back and try again.

The sasquatch started a small fire on its own in some dried leaves with a grunt that sounded to Theodore as satisfaction and then extinguished the flame. Theodore knew this creature was intelligent as well as empathetic.

The beast got up and quickly disappeared into the brush with the youngster trailing behind moments later Theodore heard them. 

“Hello, we saw your fire.” Two scruffy-looking men squatted near him holding their hands to the flames. 

“We are so glad to see this, we were lost,” said one of the men. The other man held a gun in his hand.

"Give me your backpack." Theodore tossed it to the man who shook everything out. 

"This is all you have?" He looked at his partner, " You said he was going to be the next governor, that he was rich. He has nothing. What are we going to do with him?" The unarmed man circled Theodore menacingly. 

The sasquatch came out of the woods throwing the man standing closest to Theodore down the hill. The other would be robber ran down the path screaming until the beast caught up with him and threw him over the same hill. 

The beast climbed down after his victims dragging them out of sight in the moonlight. Theodore felt the robbers would end up in the river. He heard the men shouting in the distance.

It became quiet, and the sasquatch returned seating itself next to Theodore near the fire. This creature had now rescued him three times. How could he pay it back? And the thought occurred to him. He would save it by remaining quiet about its existence. 

Theodore pulled out his journal and wrote by the fire's light, sketching the sasquatch and it’s young. The soon-to-be governor felt he had nothing to fear from this gentle giant. It seemed the hairy beast, whose smell he would never accept, felt comfortable in his presence. Why was he the man chosen for this honor?

The fire kept them warm. The sasquatch and its offspring curled up on the trail near Theodore, enjoying the warmth of the flames. After a time, the smell of the beasts seemed to blend in with nature around him, and Theodore no longer found the odor offensive.

The sasquatch gathered more wood for the fire. Theodore understood the creature was intelligent and realized why the species had survived hundreds of years without being discovered.

"They will come for me today. You two need to leave," Theodore said to the sasquatch early the following day as he put more wood on the fire. 

Its dark brown eyes looked at him. The beast appeared to listen to what Theodore was saying. He knew the sasquatch didn't understand his words but seemed comforted by Theodore's talking. In the afternoon, Theodore heard the search party coming up the trail when they shouted for him in the distance. The sasquatch growled in a low rumbling sound as she put her child behind her.

"Go! Hide!" Theodore urged, taking out his sidearm. He shot in the air. The sasquatch disappeared into the brush.

"I'm here! I've hurt my ankle!" Theodore responded to their calls.

The rescue team met up with him, and the doctor who had made the trek with the party checked Theodore's leg.

"It's a sprain. I don't believe it's broken, but that's one hell of a cut on your forehead." 

"I rammed my face into an overhanging branch when I sprained my ankle." The doctor cleaned his face wound. 

"This looks more like a broken claw," he said, pulling a piece of the sasquatch's nail from Theodore’s face.

"Let me see that." Theodore took the object from the doctor and put it in his pocket.

"You know, there is a rogue bear suspected in this vicinity. This morning, they found two men who had drowned in the river with defensive wounds. You are a lucky man to have survived out here." Theodore agreed with the doctor.

The injured man accepted his rescue with grace. He lay on the makeshift litter the four men fashioned using his pup tent and some branches. He was grateful these men had come to his aid. 

Theodore reaffirmed his decision concerning the sasquatch, deciding not to say anything to anyone. He was a candidate for governor, how would that look to have him tell people that he spent the night with a sasquatch and taught the beast how to start a fire?
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