Creature ran twenty feet behind me
Sighting Details:

Date: 02/1992

Time of Day: 10:00pm

Season: Winter

State: Florida

County: Monroe

Nearest town: Miami

Nearest road/Highway: Hwy 41

Weather Conditions: /In Mid 60's Pitch dark out, with no moon

Terrain of location: Hardwood Hammock and occasional swampy slough

Conditions. You’ll will see the remains of an old aircraft, huge swamp buggies, maybe a hover craft

(air cushion type of doughnut shaped vehicle), several old beat up trailers, a school bus, and

some old trucks, and a 3-acre pond with at least one or two gators in it. Probably the remains of geodesic dome
cabins around the pond. As you make your way around the pond there is a peculiar tree that's covered in large
arboreal snails.

Anything else odd: How can anything travel so fast in the pitch dark jungle without getting hung up on the
overgrowth?

Other Witnesses: No others

Local Stories: N/A

Location Details: Take US 41 (Tamiami Trail, is known as S.W. 8th St.) out of Miami forty miles. Take a left onto Loop
Road at the Forty Mile Bend, proceed 12 miles west on Loop Road. The remains of Everglades Institute are on your
right over the other side of a cattle gate. Opposite side is an ancient gas station (pumps are still standing | believe),
The pond is located 500 feet into the property (13 acres) which now is owned by the park service. Talk to Larry
Muldoon, he lives in the area and sometimes camps near the pond. Tell him John sent you. He isn't real "keen" on
people, but he probably will let you look around the pond if you tell him about the story you read and your interest in
the creature. He has some personal experiences of his own.

Submitted by witness on: Wednesday, January 17, 2001

Original report:

I never saw it, But | heard it and it was an experience | will never forget as long as | live! | was living at The
Everglades Institute (on Loop Road, across from that old gas station that is where the road used to get really bad).
This where the old town of Pinecrest used to be located in the thirties. Al Capone ran a speakeasy and gambling
joint in the area at that time. | was walking on the path that makes its way around the pond at E.l. There were five
geodesic dome cabins around the pond. It was just after 10 PM. My cabin was number three.

It was pitch dark out, with no moon, and there was twisted jungle and you can imagine that kind of plant growth if
you've been to the Glades. | became aware of something way off to my right of the path | was walking to my cabin

| heard scattered footfall noises. Twigs breaking. | didn't think anything of it. There are deer all over the place there,
so it was no big deal to me at first. However, when | stopped to listen. The noises stopped. | would start to walk
and they would resume. Each time | would begin to walk, and the noises resumed BUT MUCH CLOSER EACH TIME.

| still get goose bumps thinking about it. DEER DON'T DO THAT! They prance away, they don't come closer! Now
what still amazes me, and what was most peculiar about was happening to me then was: How can anything move so
quickly through that undergrowth, ... | mean, you know, it didn't make sense. And no person could pull a trick like
that, you'd poke your eye out on a sharp branch. After the third time | had stopped, and resumed walking, the noise
was very close. Less than twenty feet away | remembered thinking to myself. | also had noticed the noises of the
footfalls were widely spaced apart, parallel but yet on an intersecting tract.



| yelled at it like you would yell at a rogue dog that was menacing you, all the while walking that much faster, in a
couple seconds | realized this wasn't working and that's when | panicked and ran as fast as | could back the way | had
come. It was only 300 feet back to a clearing behind the director's mobile home trailer, and | know | covered the
distance faster than any Phys. Ed experience that | might have had in High School but it followed me so closely |
could hear its breathing and it was coming from above my head and twenty feet or so in back of me. | never looked
behind me, and as | hit the clearing | was sure it was going to take me down.

But | guess the light scared it from the trailer at the other end of the clearing. The field wasn't lit up, but | became
relieved as | became aware it was dropping back, and at one point it ran back into the woods loudly and the
scattered noises it made in the thicket was just a few and then nothing, no sound. | felt it was watching me from just
out of sight. | told the director and he went out with his .44 magnum, and shot off a few rounds. It took an hour for
me just to go back outside, so maybe it left while he was dismissing the incident over his theory it was a jaguarondi,
or someone's pet cougar that got away, and went wild. Big cats growl, and this thing that breathed like it did was no
cat. This thing was a foot taller than a man because the breathing noises | had

heard were definitely well above my head and I'm 6 feet tall!

What | experienced that night was many, many, many more times frightening, than you can ever imagine. My only
real regret was that | didn't have a shared experience with a friend who could vouch for what happened. | did not
feel this creature is benevolent, or passive like you might read about in other stories. Maybe that is because the
area of the occurrence is close to an overflowing human population that might have disgusted the creature toward
man in some way during its life. Maybe it was wounded, or molested in some way. | would have to say this "thing"
was definitely NOT friendly! It was stalking me no doubt.

Follow up investigation by David S

| talked with the witness about his report. Asked him if he smelled anything while this happen and he said that he
didn't. He was too scared to even turn around and look at what it was. He says that a few other people have had
similar experiences with this creature. This sounds like what some Sasquatches do to keep people out of the area
that they feel is theirs. As for the reasons why some do that is still unknown. The witness says that it was very
frightening to be chased by something that you don't know what it is. The witness seemed very truthful in his
statement of the encounter and told me that he has not returned to that area since.



