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        This book is dedicated to my father, Paul Freeman.

        May he someday get the recognition he so rightfully deserves.

        I hope this would make him proud. This is for you, dad.

        To my mother Nancy, whose love and devotion never wavered.

        She will always be a beacon of light that will forever be missed.

        And to my boys, Grant, Lennox, and Finnian.

        Though you never got to meet your Grandpa, I'm sure he sees you every day. May you have this to hold onto, always.

      

      

      
        
        I would like to give a special thank you to my wife Whitney, the backbone of our family and a beautiful mother to our children. To her family, and her mother Judy. To my brother Duane and his family, my sister Linda and my nephew Cody. And to Karin Perkins and her family. This is my family.

      

      

      
        
        I would also like to thank the following people for their contributions to, and help on this work: Cliff Barackman, Dr. Jeff Meldrum, Thom Powell, Johnathan C Sumerlin, Dar Glasgow Addington, Jeff Menz, Todd Prescott, Dr. Russ Jones, Gene Robinson, Larry Lund, Alex Hajicek, Blane Hajicek, and to Doug Hajicek, thank you for your dedication sir, you certainly made this possible.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      There are a few subjects I would like to address before you fully open this book. I will do so in hope of eliminating any questions that may arise during your experience.

      I know there will be some who wonder “why me and why now?” Why has it taken so long to do something that by all rights deserved to be done years ago? And why is Michael Freeman the one doing it? The answer to both of those questions is simple yet complex. This book is being done now because I wasn't ready to do it before. There wasn't enough information that had been put together to form an accurate picture, and I didn't have the right people around me to help with and support this project. I have one shot at doing this for my father, and it took me time to be ready. Now for the simple part, maybe. Why me? Honestly, I'm doing this because I'm the only one who wanted to, and in a way, maybe the only one who could.

      There is no doubt whatsoever in my mind that the biggest question that will come out of this book will be, “Where is Duane?” By my own admission, I will admit that maybe he should have been the person to have written this book. He was older and more involved in the research for a number of years. He was also more exposed to the ridicule. We all have our own feelings toward the media as well as the Bigfoot community as a whole, or even individuals within that. My brother is a private person, and Duane Freeman declined to be a part of this project. Therefore, I have done my best to include him and represent how important he was in the early years of my father's research.

      The Database as you will see referred to many times is the evidence that has been collected and catalogued. Not just of Paul Freeman, but all known evidence. If something is said to be in the database that means that we know of the evidence, and it has been recorded and documented with the best information we currently have so it may be further analyzed.

      A point was made from the beginning of this project to not speak ill of anyone, though there were opportunities to do such. I believe that this is all too common within the Bigfoot community and the research field as well, and I will have no part in it. This should, after all, be a concentrated effort working toward a common goal, and not a jealousy contest.

      Lastly, I would like to say that the views and opinions expressed within may not coincide with yours, and that is alright. We all have the right to our own beliefs, and it should be such. Take the information provided to you and do with it as you will. I only hope that I have been able to give you something to think about and enjoy and that I have successfully been able to provide you with not only scientific evidence and research but also the story of a man.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            QR CODE INSTRUCTIONS

          

        

      

    

    
      A unique feature we have added is the use of QR Codes. Readers will find these located throughout the book. Each QR Code will allow you, the reader, the ability to scan each one using the camera feature on your mobile device. From there, your mobile device will immediately link to other fascinating videos, audio, images, or more information on the given section of the book.
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        My Name is Paul Freeman.

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      My name is Michael Freeman. I am the son of Paul Freeman, and I would like to tell you about how special this book is. Not only is it about my father, but it is also very special and unique in its' own way. This project was a labor of love, and also of some frustration. My father's evidence was well documented for the time, and in great part due to my mother and her dedication to doing such. But nonetheless, there were still some mysteries to be solved, and gaps that needed to be filled. I would not have been able to do either without the help of the individuals who contributed to this work. I have brought together for you some of the most respected minds in the field of Bigfoot research. They will provide you with their thoughts and experiences. Some will give you scientific facts.

      Also contained in these pages are over one hundred documented photographs from evidence logs, and my father's own personal photo albums. I have written highly detailed captions so these photographs will be as educational as they are interesting. But what makes this book even more unique is that I have also provided you with video and audio clips from my father's own personal recordings. Most of what's contained within this book has never been seen or heard before, until now. So whenever you see one of the QR codes like the one at the bottom of this page, just take out your smartphone, open the camera, and use it to scan that code. Then watch and listen as something magical begins to happen. The audio tapes contained in this book were made by my father in private between 1988 and 1995. They were done so with the intention of writing his own book about his life, and his search for bigfoot. Unfortunately, that's not a dream he was able to realize before his life came to an end. But in the words of Jim Croce, and one of my father's favorite songs, “I've got a name. And I carry it with me like my daddy did, but I'm living the dream that he can't live”. So although this is light years from what he most likely imagined, this is, after all, Paul Freeman's book. Now go ahead, give it a try, and I will let my father get us started in his own words.
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        Photo courtesy of Thom Powell.
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            BIGFOOT OF THE BLUES

          

          JEFF MELDRUM

        

      

    

    
      My first specific introduction to Paul Freeman came when Richard Greenwell, Secretary of the International Society of Cryptozoology, asked me to review a booklet penned by an outdoor reporter and columnist Vance Orchard, of Walla Walla, Washington, entitled Bigfoot of the Blues (1993), referring to the Blue Mountains extending north from Oregon to the east of Walla Walla, and on towards the Snake River. Vance’s columns often featured developments relating to Bigfoot, a keen interest of his. Paul’s exploits were frequently featured, along with other personalities, such as Wes Sumerlin and Bill Laughery. As I reviewed the book, I compiled a list of highlighted characters that I hoped to get more familiar with. Vance was very helpful, providing contact information for all. Through conversations and correspondence, I began to gain an appreciation of the context and backdrop for Paul’s claims of discovering evidence of and even having encounters with Bigfoot. There remained red flags and some incredulity. After all, if sasquatch exist, they must be extremely rare and reclusive to have remained unacknowledged by science for all this time. Most reported encounters or discoveries of footprints are rather singular and almost entirely chance circumstances. Any claim to not only multiple footprint finds, but also repeat encounters with the trackmakers seemed contrary to this “norm.”

      With this preparation, a serendipitous and fortuitous opportunity was realized. With my curiosity in sasquatch rekindled by recent experiences, my brother, Michael, and I had made a little road trip from Boise to Pullman to visit Dr. Grover Krantz in his lab to examine his footprint cast collection, in February of 1996. This proved especially enlightening since a significant portion of the collection consisted of replicas of footprint casts originally collected by Paul Freeman, as well as other examples from the Blues documented by Sumerlin, Laughery, and others. On our return to Boise, we decided to take an alternate route diverting through Walla Walla and paid a surprise visit to Paul Freeman. We arrived at his house as he was just pulling into the driveway. He cordially invited us in and generously made his casts available for examination. Pressing him with questions about the details of the casts, he finally said, “Well you obviously know a lot about footprints, would you like to see some fresh tracks?” It turned out he had found some that very morning prior to our arrival. He made a practice of running the dirt roads in the Blues for a sign, beginning as soon as the snows had receded from the foothills. These were the first tracks of the season. I thought to myself, “What do we have to lose?” and agreed to take a look. What we observed and the implications are spelled out more fully in my book, Sasquatch: Legend Meets Science. In short, this experience altered the course of my career, resonating over much of the next three decades.

      This region presents an interesting setting. This part of the Blue Mountains forms a dog-leg projecting from the main body of the range in eastern Oregon. In contrast to the surrounding sagebrush steppe, the elevations form a rain trap catching the westerlies laden with moisture from the Pacific Ocean. This precipitation supports a montane forest habitat with a productive understory and charges a system of springs, even where the lesser elevations lack persistent winter snowpack. On its western slopes, the Mill Creek watershed serves as the municipal water supply for Walla Walla and is therefore fenced off with restricted access maintained by the USFS. This area of isolation has taken on a certain air of mystery and is perceived by some as a sasquatch refuge and haven of sorts. This may be true in part, but the real “haven” includes the extensive Wenaha-Tucannon wilderness encompassing nearly 180,000 acres. It is a roadless area abutting the watershed and extending towards Idaho’s Hell Canyon. The Blues support a variety of wildlife, including one of the largest elk herds in the lower forty-eight.

      Another feature of this region that contributes to the inordinate number of footprints reportedly discovered, is the high loess content of the soil. Loess is Pleistocene sediment with the consistency of flour. It is sometimes called glacial flour. Whether dry or wet, the fine particle size of this sediment means that it picks up remarkable detail in footprints, including skin ridge detail, or dermatoglyphics. Add to this the fact that many of the roads in the region are little more than graded tracks, with no roadbed improvements. In the absence of gravel roadbeds, these tertiary roads, exposing the Palouse loess deposits, make excellent track beds for recording spoor of wildlife crossing or walking along them. It seems the rare sasquatch are no exception if Freeman’s 10 years of casting and mapping tracks are to be taken seriously.

      There is a remarkable polarity in opinion surrounding Paul’s evidence. On the one hand, there are the skeptics/critics, such as Joel Hardin, US Border Patrol agent, and Peter Byrne, adventurer and Bigfoot/yeti investigator. Hardin was the US border patrol tracker called in by the USFS to investigate the initial encounter reported by Freeman. From the outset, Hardin betrayed a skepticism about sasquatch and participated in conversations to that effect even before his examination of the trackway, as reported by Rene Dahinden. Hardin’s report clearly reinforced his training and bias as a man-tracker, with a narrow frame of reference for interpreting signs of human gait patterns and footprints. His criticisms of the trackway highlighted the very contrasts one might expect for a large heavy bipedal non-human hominoid -- e.g., a flat arch-less foot, lacking differential plantar pressure points beneath heel and ball, the more consistent step length accompanying a compliant gait. His observations were spot on, but his interpretations were not. He devoted an entire chapter to his misapprehension of the foot[print evidence (Hardin, 2004). Peter Byrne, a long-time investigator of Bigfoot and former director of the Bigfoot Research Center, dismissed the tracks I documented in 1996, which were shown to me by Freeman, suggesting they might be bear tracks. He went on to opine in print that the Blue Mountains seemed to be a likely habitat for sasquatch, but then made the inexplicable assertion that no credible evidence had ever been discovered there (Byrne, 2013).

      On the other hand, it is noteworthy that the collected materials from the Blues have been examined by more doctorates than any other body of Bigfoot data. The footprint evidence collected by Freeman and other investigators was at the core of Dr. Grover Krantz’s analysis and figured prominently in his book, Big Footprints (1992). Krantz was the first to publish on the observation of dermatoglyphics present on some casts of footprints from this collection. Dr. Henner Fahrenbach studied the hair evidence from the Blues and established what has been referred to as the “gold standard” for sasquatch hair attribution based on distinctive criteria repeated throughout North America. I first documented examples of the midtarsal break from examples present among the footprints examined at Five-points, outside Walla Walla. This feature figures prominently in the description and diagnosis of the ichnotaxon for sasquatch footprints, Anthropoidipes ameriborealis (Meldrum, 2007). Others, such as Dr. Ron Brown, Dr. John Bindernagel, and Dr. George Schaller have favorably examined footprint evidence from the region.

      Freeman managed to capture a video clip of an encounter, which in some respects rivals the Patterson-Gimlin film. Investigating footprints found at Deduct Spring, Freeman first videoed a set of footprints approximately 13 inches in length, which bear a remarkable resemblance to the footprints I examined in 1996, not far removed at Five-points. Then sounds of brush popping alerted him to the approach of a sasquatch. A figure very reminiscent of “Patty”, the subject of the P-G film, makes its way across the frame, then vanishes into the underbrush. Relative to features in the background (a standing snag and a fir tree) later measured by investigators, the height is estimated at approximately 7 feet. Its reaction is startled, but quite natural as it pauses under partial cover to glare back at Freeman before hastily exiting the scene. A parting shot reveals what appears to be an infant scooped up from the ground and clutched to the creature’s side, before disappearing from sight into the forest.

      The possible existence of relict hominoids has gained some recognition as a legitimate question of human evolution. The paradigm in anthropology that has for decades conceived of the emergence of the hominin lineage as a rather singular event, an “exclusive club” accommodating only one species occupying a specialized niche, has been ousted by the ever-growing assemblage of fossil hominin species. Not only has the hominin family tree taken on a very bushy appearance, but many parallel branches to our own have persisted until far more recently –mere tens of thousands of years ago – than would have been recognized even a few decades ago. The proposition that a few of these species may have survived into the present is a very real possibility, worthy of serious consideration and active investigation. However, the accumulating evidence of survival – footprints, hair, photos, eyewitness encounters, indigenous folklore – some of the most compelling originating from Paul Freeman’s investigations in the Blue Mountains, remains inconclusive short of a physical body. It is largely dismissed out of hand by the mainstream, without receiving objective consideration. The affirmative opinions of a growing list of experts are generally discounted, even if they manage to obtain an academic platform to present their analyses of the data.
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            MY VERY OWN SUPERMAN

          

          MICHAEL FREEMAN

        

      

    

    
      I don't need someone to kill one and show me a body, and I don't need to see one for myself. I have all the proof I will ever need for the existence of Bigfoot, and I found it thirty years ago. I was fifteen years old on August 20th, 1992 when my dad came home from Deduct Spring Oregon, in the Blue Mountains. You could hear him come through the door. Hell, you could feel him come through the door. I was downstairs in our basement with a few of my friends when we heard him yelling for my mother, and I very much doubt that anyone there will ever forget that afternoon. My father was agitated. He was shaking, dirty, and sweaty, and he was scared. Paul Freeman was superman. At least that's what he was to me when I was a child. He was big and tough. He was strong, and he was brave. I never knew my father to be afraid of any man or beast on this planet. I was with my dad the morning he died, and even then, the only time in my life that I ever saw him scared of anything was that day. And that right there is the only proof that I will ever need for the existence of Bigfoot. I know they are real, I saw it in his eyes.

      
        
        
        “You could drop me off in Mexico in my underwear, and I would show up in Canada wearing a Polar Bear coat.”

        PAUL FREEMAN

      

      

      

      There are a thousand stories about my dad. I can remember listening to tales of superhuman exploits that you wouldn't even believe could take place in a movie. I would hear them from my uncle Larry Cochran, my father's best friend for many years. Sometimes they were from one of his hunting or work buddies, or even from my dad himself. Often my mother would interject and say something funny the boys had forgotten about, as she knew the stories as good or better than they did, having heard them at least a hundred times. Even my brother Duane still spins a tale or two when we get together, and I now find myself starting to share these stories with my own boys.

      I can remember my excitement as a child listening to the story of the five-hundred-pound bear that fell at their feet when my brother was twelve and his gun jammed. My dad patiently waiting for him to get it worked out until he could wait no more. Finally, he put one center shot in the heart of the beast, now only a mere ten yards from them, and rising to its hind legs, roaring. The bear took enough steps before its body finally gave out to nearly land on them as my dad stood like a statue, the beast falling stone dead. That is a true story. There is the tale of the trophy Elk in the Cascade Mountains that he could not get a clear shot on, so he took off following its tracks through the snow, up over the mountain, and pursued it until it ran itself into the ground. Exhausted and no longer able to run, he was able to walk right up to it, steam blowing from its nostrils, and put it down. That might be a true story, At least halfway.

      According to my brother Duane, it is very likely to be rooted in a solid truth. Apparently, my dad ripped the door off of a car one time when a man insulted my mother. Yes, I actually believe that one. He was a renowned tough guy and worked as a bodyguard for both Ricky Nelson and Chuck Berry when they would come to Washington and Oregon to do concerts. Anyone who would have insulted my mother in front of my father would have had a death wish. Let us not forget about the time in 1990, when he sent his thirteen-year-old son down the bottom of a small canyon and into a thicket of trees. He wanted me to flush out a black bear that had gone in there so he could get a clean shot as it came out the other side.

      I clearly remember his instructions to me as they were as follows: walk heavy to make as much noise as you can and he will come out the other side. If it does turn on you, shoot once so I know, and then turn around and run back the way you came as fast as you can. I'll drop the son of a bitch as soon as his head comes out. We ate bear for a month. I never even made it to the bottom of that canyon or even close to that thicket of trees. I heard the shot when I was halfway down. But there was never a question of whether or not I would have entered that thicket had it not come out simply due to my approach. Of course, I would have. His word was law in that environment. There has never been anyone you would trust more.

      I don't think there is a person out there who ever met my dad that doesn't have some kind of story to tell. The man was larger than life, in both stature, and personality. He was a generous man and would give you the shirt off of his back if you needed it. My dad was open to talking to anyone about his experiences or giving them advice, and despite his intimidating stature, he was friendly and easily approachable. He set up displays on Bigfoot at the local malls and became known for giving away copies of casts, photos and sometimes even a hair sample. On more than one occasion he went to talk with kids at one of the local elementary schools, even helping a couple with projects on the subject. Once he even took a few kids on a mini Bigfoot expedition in the Blues for fun.

      My parents' home was a friendly and open sanctuary. Both my dad and my mother were well liked by all my friends growing up, and even after I had graduated high school and left for college there were a few friends of mine that would still stop by to say hi to my mom and dad, and of course, stay for dinner. At least one of my good friends also spent a night or two there, sleeping one off after drinking a bit too much, and not being able to make it safely back to their own home. Or maybe they simply did not want their mother to see them in such a state. They knew that if you got a hold of the Freemans, Paul would make sure you were alright. My dad was generous, and he was kind. But make no mistake about it, he would also bury you in a cave in those mountains if you harmed his family.
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        The Mall

      

      Paul Freeman was a meat cutter by trade, but he was born an outdoorsman. And he wasn't always a Bigfoot tracker, although that is what he is best known for. Believe it or not, he wasn't one to believe in Bigfoot or such things like that. Having spent a good majority of his life in the mountains, he had never come across anything that he couldn't explain. He was a man that knew every animal in the forest, he knew their tracks and their sounds. He knew every berry and mushroom that you could eat, and he knew the ones that would make you sick, or even kill you. Stories of monsters in those woods were just that, stories passed around by drunk cowboys and loggers who had taken too many blows to the head. My dad never set out to find Bigfoot, nor did he set out to dedicate his life to trying to prove their existence. But nonetheless, Bigfoot ended up changing his life whether he wanted it to or not.

      I was five years old when my dad had that first encounter that would change him forever. We had just moved from Camas, Washington to Milton-Freewater Oregon, a small town just across the state line from Walla Walla, Washington where my dad had taken a new job. On June 10th, 1982 my father was on patrol, working for the Forest Service in the Blue Mountains of the Umatilla National Forest.
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        Job Description
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        Paul and youngest son Michael. Camas, Washington, 1980.
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        Paul Freeman at the John Day Rodeo in John Day, Oregon 1963.
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        The inspection of a track. I believe this to be Bill Laughery. Date and location are unknown at this time.
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        Polaroid photograph taken of left footprint, just hours after Freeman's original sighting on June 10, 1982, off of Tiger Canyon Road while on patrol with the Forest Service.
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        An article by Vance Orchard on Paul's original encounter in 1982.
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        A plaster cast made of a left footprint track found at the site of Freeman's encounter on June 10, 1982 measures about 14 inches long. We believe it is almost a certainty that this track was touched by someone before being cast. A trait that was all too common amongst all early researchers.
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        Cast taken from Mill Creek Drainage on June 10, 1982, at Freeman's first sighting. Photo courtesy of Dr. Jeff Meldrum.
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        Photo taken June 10, 1982, at the site of encounter.
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Bigfoot lives!

At least Paul Freeman says it does. Freeman, a Mill
Creek Watershed patrolman, claims he saw what looked
like a bigfoot, acted like a bigfoot and even smelled like a
bigfoot Thursday noon. 2

Freeman says he sighted one of the legendary hairy
beasts near the top of Tiger Canyon Road, about three-
fourths of a mile above the road to the North Fork Walla
Walla River. A

And, before anyone dismisses Freeman’s claims, one

. might want to take a look at the plaster casts of footprints

It was probably about nine feet
tall, with dark, reddish-black
hair all over its body, Freeman
said. Long arms hung to its

Watershed patro

LT

knees as the creature walked

away in a slouching manner.

taken shortly after Freeman reported the sighting.

‘The cast measures 14 inches long and 7% inches at the
widest part. Wayne Long of the U.S. Forest Service notes
that Freeman’s weight — 265 pounds— did not depress the
soil of the road as did that of the maker of the prints.

“Freeman didn’t sink into the dirt at all,” said Long.

Freeman wgs walking a portion of the watershed
boundary on the olds logging spur roadway when he
smelled something amiss. .

“‘A very bad odor hung in the air, but I thought nothing
of it at the time.”

Then, about 50 yards down the road, he said the creature
came down a steep bank toward him.

Freeman thought the creature was coming for him, so
he turned and ran up the road. But, turning to look back,
he found the creature going the other way — apparently
startled at seeing Freeman.

The last thing Freeman, a veteran hunter and trapper in
the Blue Mountains, saw of the bigfoot it was walking
around a bend of the road toward the confines of the
watershed.

Freeman, a 39-year-old Milton-Freewater resident who
started his watershed patrol duty May 1, stands 6-5. The
creature, he said, towered over him. It was probably
about nine feet tall, with dark, reddish-black hair all over
its body. Long arms hung to its knees as the creature
walked away in a slouching manner, he said.

His reported sighting isn’t the first recorded in recent
years in the Blue Mountains, but it is the first in daylight
and with such clarity.

Pete Luther saw footprints that measured 19 inches long
and eight inches wide, spaced five feet apart while he and
another cyelist were riding a trail bike on the Tiger
Canyon Road in 1966. Roger Patterson, the man who later
claimed he captured a bigfoot on film, came here to in-
vestigate, but an overnight rain wiped out the evidence.
Patterson, then the leading “tracker” of the bigfoot, was
convinced the creature had been here.
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~ _In 1970, near Camp Kiwanis on the Mill
Rich Myers of Walla Walla reported seeing “something”
loom up in the dusk in the brush at the side of the road. As
it sereamed a high-pitched sound, Myers took off on his
moﬁté)rcycle.

Henry Avery, Route 1, saw “somethin; large and
hairy” at his house in 1974, The creature strfck hig house
and strode over the fence as Avery fired four shots at it.
soIn dﬁm’lﬁ Il:‘red McPK}rlle;son, a farm mechanie, heard

unds unlike any animal he had ever heard i
Cog&e;)greek drainage. Rl et

ore curiosity-seekers begin making plans tohead
up to the watershed to try and spot a bigfb()gtf)long warns
that the area is restricted and access forbidden except for
limited hunting by special permits in the fall, =
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