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Notes on names 

 

Arthur Lewis Ormand 

Arthur from Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, Lewis from Lewis Barnavelt in John Bellairs’ New 

Zebedee books, Ormand from Ormand Sacker, Doyle’s original name for the character 

that would become Dr. Watson. 

 

 

Ella Rose Rita Sherrinford 

Ella’s first name doesn’t come from anyone specific, though the way you pronounce the 

first syllable of her name is the same way you say the letter “L,” which is the first letter 

of my mother’s name. The first syllable of Arthur is the same way you say the letter “R,” 

which is the first letter of my father’s name. 

 

Rose Rita from Rose Rita Pottinger in John Bellairs’ New Zebedee books, Sherrinford 

from Sherrinford Holmes, Doyle’s original name for Sherlock Holmes. 

 

 

Ingrid Finsted Braun 

Finstead from my maternal grandmother’s maiden name, Braun from my paternal 

grandmother’s maiden name of Brown. Scandinavian and German: appropriate for 

Wisconsin.



Back to Detling
1
 

 

The story of my leaving Madison, Wisconsin is moderately interesting
2
, but not one I’m 

planning to relate anytime soon. The point of this blog is to describe experiences moving 

back to my hometown of Detling, Wisconsin. In the Encyclopedia Brown books, the first 

story would always give a set of stats about Idaville (a synagogue, two delicatessens, 

etc.), and I’ll provide that for Detling. 

 

There are about ten thousand people, a bunch of bars, a small movie theater, and a coffee 

house that’s in an actual house. Detling’s less than an hour away from the Twin Cities 

and there’s a university here, but also a pretty strong rural character – there’s hills and 

woods ten minutes in any direction and the opening of deer season was a valid reason for 

kids to miss school. But it’s not a “ya hey dere” kind of stereotype, either: there’s a 

community theatre group and even karate training through a University extension course, 

so I’ll be able to keep up with that.
3
  

 

I’ve come here lots of times for visits but it living here full time is going to be different. 

My parents still live here, though, and so do a few people I knew in high school. It’s 

going to be a while since I need to think about a steady paycheck so I’ll have time for 

exploring and other diversions. 

 

A bookstore on Main Street
4
 opened since I was here last. My mom’s been there a couple 

times and was pretty enthusiastic about it, and urged me to check it out. It’s an 

independently-owned store but my mom hasn’t met the owner yet. She spoke well of the 

one employee she’s seen there, though she said “she’s kind of a…you know…goth.” 

We’ll see. 

                                                 
1
 Detling is the name of the dorm floor I lived on in my first two years of college, named after Minnie R. 

Detling. 
2
 I haven’t worked out what this is yet. I’m open to the possibility that the narrator worked for the same 

company I’ve worked for in most of my post-college time in Madison. Also, it sort of reminds me of the 

opening an A.C. Doyle story, referring to possibly interesting past events but not describing them. 
3
 Detling is modeled after my hometown of River Falls, Wisconsin. 

4
 This is modeled on The Bookpress, which is now defunct. 



Hot Lutheran action 
 

Since I moved back I’ve been going to services at the church my family went to in high 

school. The pastors are all new (to me) and one of the associate pastors, who can’t be 

more than ten years older than me, is kind of on the hot side. She reminds me of a more 

sensuous Mona Lisa and I don’t think I was ever as excited about the forgiveness of my 

sins as I was when she announced it. I may have to really think about whether I’m going 

to church for the right reasons.
5
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mystery barn 
 

The photo I’m using for the current blog header. The structure is behind the Moose 

Lodge parking lot and I don’t know what its purpose is.
6
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Weird law 
 

It’s funny that the downtown bars have been in Detling my whole life, yet I don’t think 

I’ve been in more than a couple of them. I decided to deepen my experience of my old 

hometown and visit the bars where I hadn’t been before. At one of them I heard a couple 

of people playing Big Buck Hunter talk about this legal concept
7
, which I’ve never heard 

of. 

 

http://dictionary.law.com/definition2.asp?selected=2356&bold=|||| 

                                                 
5
 My old church in River Falls did get a pretty attractive associate pastor after I left town. 

6
 This sentence is also applicable to the real-life, River Falls version of the barn. 

7
 Something I learned about from my brother. 



Meeting Ella 
 

Today I went to the new bookstore, which is called the Bookmark. There I met the 

employee Mom talked about, whose name is Ella. She had black clothes, long black hair, 

and a light complexion, which is all you need in order to be considered a goth by Detling 

standards. She’s around my age, has a slight figure and can’t be a more than a couple of 

inches over 5 feet, but has an assertive mouth and chin that commands attention
8
. When I 

introduced myself I mentioned my mom, which got instant recognition. “You’ve been 

living in Madison, right?” Ella asked.
9
 

 

I got some of Ella’s biography. Her family’s from Michigan
10

 but she got an 

undergraduate degree from a place in Massachusetts. She’s now a student at the local 

university and studying folklore: the university library apparently has a larger collection 

of rare books than I would have guessed. Ella was especially excited about the only 

Norwegian language version of something called Cult Degool
11

. She’s also thinks she 

may have a chance to meet Ted Spindle, a writer who supposedly has a home outside 

Detling
12

 (I’ll do a separate post on him in case you haven’t heard of him). 

 

I wouldn’t go as far to say that we hit it off but she was pleasant enough and pretty easy 

on the eyes, so I can see why my mom talked her up. Ella also has the most expressive 

pair of eyebrows I’ve ever seen.  They’re long and thin and have a surprising range of 

motion; it’s like she has extra muscles under her forehead or something. 

 

Ella told me that the Bookmark will start serving coffee in a couple of days. I don’t drink 

coffee but I’ll probably come back for that, in case they have other options. As I was 

leaving I noticed that Ella was wearing an ankh necklace. So — an extreme goth.  

                                                 
8
 Ella isn’t based as closely on real-life people as many of the other characters in Detling Adventures, but 

she has influences. The idea of a “thoughtful goth” is based on madolan (http://madolan.livejournal.com). 

With respect to Ella’s height, a number of significant women in my life, including my mother and my 

honorary older sister in college, have been of a shorter stature.  
9
 A reference to Sherlock Holmes’ first words to Dr. Watson: “You have been in Afghanistan, I perceive.” 

10
 The location of John Bellairs’ New Zebedee books. I imagined that Ella would be related to Rose Rita. 

11
 Cultes des Goules, a book in the Cthulhu Mythos.  

12
 Inspired by the fact that author Neil Gaiman has a home somewhere in the general vicinity of River Falls. 



Spindle 
 

Ted Spindle, who I mentioned in the last post, is a horror/sci-fi writer (his fans will 

probably think that’s too limiting) who allegedly lives in the same county Detling is in. I 

read some of his stories when I was in my teens but lost interest. The titles appeared to 

follow a Mad Libs formula: “The [verb]-er [preposition] the [noun],” like “The Saunterer 

in the Gully” or something
13

. 

 

Something else he would do in the stories is talk about how something’s appearance was 

non-Euclidean or followed an alien form of symmetry
14

, which seemed to me to be just 

an easy way of getting out of writing a long and complex description. 

 

 

 

 

 

Meeting Miriam and Annabelle 
 

I went to the Bookmark today to check out their new beverage options and the owner 

greeted me at the door. Her name’s Miriam and she looks to be in her late 20s, though she 

had a serene, unironic pleasantness I don’t normally associate with secular women under 

60 years old
15

. She’s slightly shorter than Ella, and I wondered if she made a point of 

hiring people of that stature.  

 

She took me toward the back of the store, where the serving area was, and rushed forward 

with an anxious kind of sound. Following her, I saw a row of stools around a counter, and 

Miriam standing at the leftmost stool with her back to me. She stepped aside and faced 

my direction, revealing a young girl sitting on the stool.  

 

Miriam’s hand was on the girl’s shoulder. She had the same oval-shaped face as Miriam 

and the same hue of brown hair, though hers was straight and Miriam’s was wavy. Two 

things I’m not good at estimating are distances and children’s ages, so I don’t know how 

old the girl was, though she wasn’t big enough to have gotten to the top of her stool 

without help. 

 

                                                 
13

 Spoofing the typical syntax of an H.P. Lovecraft story title. 
14

 Concepts that appear in Lovecraft stories. 
15

 When I write about Miriam I picture a former coworker of mine named Jessica. 



Miriam introduced the girl as her daughter, Annabelle
16

. While Miriam was beaming, 

Annabelle regarded me solemnly, looking like a cherub that had just been informed I told 

a child Santa Claus was a myth
17

.  

 

“Hi, Annabelle. Do you like coming to the bookstore with your mom?” I asked. There 

was no response. “You like coming here, don’t you?” asked Miriam. “Yup,” said the girl, 

still looking at me. 

 

I asked Miriam if she’s from Detling, and learned that she moved here from Saint Paul. I 

asked Annabelle if she liked her new home. “Yup,” she answered. Miriam said they have 

a bigger backyard now, and Annabelle has more space to play. Annabelle looked at 

Miriam. “Yeah, that’s a fun thing to do, isn’t it?” said Annabelle.
18

 

 

I must have looked surprised at the sophistication, so to speak, of that last one, because 

Miriam explained that Annabelle is kind of a mimic. Annabelle then started saying a 

series of words in a sing-song voice which, except for something that sounded like it 

could have been the word “early,” were all nonsense.
19

  

 

“Really? That’s fascinating!” Miriam said to Annabelle. Annabelle looked at me again 

with the same expression she had before. “Yup,” she said. 

 

 

                                                 
16

 Annabelle is based on Jessica’s daughter Natalie. 

17
  

18
 During the same visit where Natalie gave me the disapproving cherub look, she started out saying only 

“Yup” to Jessica’s questions. Later Natalie became much more talkative, and concluded one of her 

speeches by saying “That’s a fun thing to do, isn’t it?”  
19

 From H.P. Lovecraft’s “The Call of Cthulhu”: “What, in substance, both the Esquimaux wizards and the 

Louisiana swamp-priests had chanted to their kindred idols was something very like this: the word-

divisions being guessed at from traditional breaks in the phrase as chanted aloud: 

 

Ph’nglui mglw’nafh Cthulhu R’lyeh wgah’nagl fhtagn.” 



Talking shop 
 

I stopped at the bookstore this evening for a beverage. Ella was working and there were 

no customers around, so I asked her to tell me more about what she’s studying at the 

university. She peered at me a little, as if I’d asked her to deliver a package and refused to 

tell her what was in it. Then she asked me if I had grown up in Detling, and I told her I 

had.  

 

There was another pause and then she explained that she was studying similarities 

between certain kinds of New England and Midwestern folklore. I asked if she meant 

stories about how the Big Dipper got into the sky or why rabbits have long ears, but she 

said no: darker. I asked if she meant things like the Jersey Devil but she said no: stranger.  

 

What she’s interested in are stories about weird, ancient, powerful alien beings that live 

in hidden places of the earth, and a set of deities with names like Nyarlathotep, Yog 

Sothoth, and Shub Niggurath, the goat with a thousand young
20

. Ella asked me if any of 

that sounded familiar. The closest thing I could come up with was a monster my friends 

and I made up that was a cross between a wolf and a python, which we called a hose-

dog
21

.  

 

But there was something familiar about those names Ella said. Not because I recognized 

them, because they reminded me of…something. I don’t know. It was like trying to 

remember how you learned that breathing is necessary. 

 

“Nyarlathotep” I repeated. “Yes,” she responded. 

 

“Yog Sothoth,” I said. “Yes,” she said. She seemed to be getting excited. 

 

“And…a goat.” 

 

That killed the mood. “It’s not an actual goat,” she said, using a tone I might use if 

someone asked me whether Christians pray to the Easter Bunny. “So, what, the goat’s a 

metaphor for something?” I said. 

 

Ella got kind of irritated about that so I felt a little guilty, though I wasn’t unhappy to see 

her purse her lips in a cute kind of frown. I think I was able to placate her and convince 

her that I wasn’t making fun of her studies, so we should be OK the next time I stop by 

the store. (Seriously, though — Nyarlathotep? Is that, like, the cat mummy or 

something?) 

                                                 
20

 These are all entities in the Cthulhu mythos. 
21

 Hosedog is a term used by Big W, author of http://mommasaysthefword.blogspot.com.  



 

Mom follows up 
 

My mom called late this afternoon and one of the things she mentioned was that she had 

been the bookstore and talked to Ella, who had talked about meeting me. Mom paused, 

apparently wanting me to comment on that, so I confirmed that Ella and I had spoken a 

couple of times.  

 

“And?” Mom said. “And I’ll probably talk to her again,” I answered. “Outside the 

bookstore?” she asked
22

. The answer I gave her is “I suppose that might happen.” The 

answer I will give you is: I suppose that might happen.  

 

 

 

 

 

Walk in the woods 
 

This morning I went for a walk in the woods outside campus. There’s less woods there 

than I remember. 
23

 

 

When I went for these walks when I was a kid the feeling was different. More 

mysterious, almost like I was trespassing. Not on someone’s land but on a more 

fundamental level, as if I was walking where people, dogs, birds — hell, carbon-based 

life forms — just should not be
24

. 

 

I realized it was this feeling that the names of Ella’s mythological beings reminded me of, 

but I’m not sure why. 

 

 

 

 

 

Like the Cadillac of cars, only for furniture covers 
 

Today Brookstone sent a fall catalog to my address. On the cover is an outdoor furniture 

cover The Wall Street Journal named “Best Overall” chaise furniture cover. Maybe I’m 

just unimaginative but I can’t come up with evaluation criteria other than “covers stuff” 

and “won’t blow off,” and can’t honestly say I would recognize the difference between a 

great furniture cover and a merely good one
25

.  

                                                 
22

 Not a question that would be entirely out of character for my own mother to ask in such a situation. 
23

 The photos that appear here in the blog come from the edge of the UW-River Falls campus. 
24

 Inspired by H.P. Lovecraft’s descriptions of the New England environs of his stories. 
25

 A post to make the site more “bloglike.” 



A mission! 
 

On the way to the supermarket on Main Street this afternoon I stopped by the bookstore, 

and saw Ella at the counter reading a book. She looked up when I opened the door and 

seemed pleased to see me, as if I brought her something she was expecting. She asked me 

if I had heard the name Eilert Brand
26

. I had, but all I knew was that he was an iconic 

local eccentric who died years ago. I hadn’t met anyone who knew him, just heard 

second-hand stories about a house with a red light in the attic that would burn all night, 

doomsday prophecies, pet snakes, that kind of stuff. Ella said “eccentric” is a classic 

instance of Midwestern understatement but is good enough. She told me Brand’s personal 

library was in the possession of the university, and she was going through his books. 

 

Ella asked me to look at a note in the book she was reading. She placed the book on the 

counter facing me, her hand positioned over the page so that I couldn’t see the text of the 

book itself, but could see a scrawl in the margin. The note said “Shack across from 

Robsum
27

 barn.” I recognized the reference as a barn on the outskirts of town that was 

still around, but was converted to a supper club or bar or something.  

 

I asked Ella if she wanted to have a look at the shack and she said she did. I offered to go 

with her: “You know, to show you where it is.” She arched her right eyebrow slightly and 

said sure, not ecstatic but not indifferent either, kind of like I had offered to take out the 

garbage. We arranged to meet at the bookstore Thursday morning. 

 

 

Each time I go grocery shopping downtown I’m surprised by the variety they have. It’s a 

big store but still, there’s way more stuff available then you would expect for a town of 

Detling’s size
28

. I didn’t check but I’m pretty sure that if I wanted to fix a mooseburger 

with arugula in the spirit of bipartisanship
29

, they could set me up. 

                                                 
26

 I wanted a Scandinavian name and this was the most intimidating one I could come up with, except for 

maybe Hammarskjöld. Brand is a Henrik Ibsen play and the name of a malevolent character in a play by 

Orson Welles called Bright Lucifer. 
27

 Reference to a high school friend named Robert Sumner who had a house in the country. 
28

 A statement that could apply to Econo Foods in River Falls. 
29

 2008 presidential election reference. 



Discoveries 
 

This  morning I met Ella at the bookstore for our trip to the mysterious shack. She said 

she would drive, which was fine with me. She drives a jeep
30

, which sort of surprised me, 

and I saw climbing gear
31

 in the back. I’ve only seen her in employee mode so I’m used 

to seeing her wearing a skirt or slacks, but today she was wearing black sweatpants and a 

dark gray sweatshirt with the word Miskatonic
32

 on it in white capital letters. I told her 

Miskatonic was a cool band name but it turns out it’s the name of the place she went to 

college. In spite of the casual dress she was as businesslike as ever. 

 

The shack was off a highway on the edge of town. On the way I asked if we were there to 

just look at the shack of if there’s something specific she had in mind, but instead of 

answering me she asked if I thought we could get inside it. I wasn’t sure but when I saw 

the shack the note must have been referring to, I didn’t think we would get in trouble for 

trespassing
33

. 

 

Still, I was nervous when Ella pushed the door open. There were no walls other than the 

four outside ones, plenty of dust but no cobwebs. A ladder lead to a loft. There were a 

couple of small windows at the back that provided some light but not a lot, so Ella pulled 

a flashlight out of a pack she wore around her waist. 

 

Ella moved the flashlight around the four walls, then went partway up the ladder and 

shone the light around the loft. “I wonder if there’s a compartment or something,” she 

murmured. “Like a secret compartment?” I said, amused by the idea. 

 

She was serious about it, though. “Let’s check,” she said. She pulled out two pairs of 

work gloves from her pack, gave me one and put the other pair on her hands. She lowered 

herself and started pressing her hands along the floor. Mildly interested but more 

motivated by the fact that she was my ride out of there, I started looking at the floor in the 

opposite direction. As I did I reflected that in the old text-based adventure games, all you 

would need to do was say “Examine floor” and if there was a secret panel you’d know 

right away. 

 

After a few minutes of silence, Ella gasped and I looked around to see her standing up 

and looking at a spot on one of the walls. I went over to have a look myself.  

 

I saw unfamiliar words etched into the wall, many of them with impossible combinations 

of consonants
34

, as if someone were keeping a list of rejected Welsh town names. Ella 

wiped away the dust, took a photo of the wall, and then retrieved a pen and notebook 

from her pack and started writing.  

 

                                                 
30

 This is also the vehicle my brother drives. 
31

 A reference to one of my old college roommate Kimberlee’s interests. 
32

 Fictional university in Massachusetts created by H.P. Lovecraft. 
33

 Photos in the blog are from a shack in the vicinity of the old PR’s Place outside River Falls. 
34

 Description of the ritualistic language in Cthulhu Mythos stories. 



I returned to my search along the floor and soon I found something too: an honest-to-God 

loose floorboard. I used to read a lot of mysteries and a fair number of them mentioned 

loose floorboards, so I was pretty pleased to have found one myself. 

 

I figured I would see if there was anything in there before interrupting Ella, who was 

pretty caught up with the markings on the wall and consulting her notebook. Lifting the 

board up I saw a metal disc, about the size of a 50-cent piece, and a sheet of paper in the 

shallow space below. I took the sheet of paper and gave it a closer look, and saw that it 

words on it in what I guessed was Latin. I then picked up the disc and as I did so, for 

some reason I felt a compulsion to read the words on the paper out loud.
35

  

 

I had only said about six words, I don’t remember what they were, when I was startled by 

a voice yelling “Stop!” I looked around and saw Ella, her eyebrows shooting more than 

halfway up her forehead and her eyes wide. She rushed over to me and grabbed the sheet 

of paper. She looked it over, then looked at the opening in the floor, then at me. “Was 

there anything else in there?” she asked, pointing at the floor. I showed her the disc and 

she took it. “Did this…do anything when you said the words?” she asked. I said it hadn’t. 

 

I asked what the disc was supposed to be. She looked at the disc and then the sheet of 

paper. “Based on some of Brand’s other notes,” she said, “I think he believed it 

was…magic. A key to living forever.” She looked at me warily, probably expecting me 

to say something wittily dismissive. “Didn’t work out, obviously,” I said. Ella didn’t 

respond, examining the coin. “Fascinating,” she murmured. Then she looked at me, 

lowering her left eyebrow but sharply arching her right one, making her forehead look 

like someone had drawn an ECG on it. “You’re sure nothing happened?” she asked. I 

repeated that the disc didn’t do anything. 

 

But it had. When I was saying the words I think it got hotter. I could have imagined that, 

though, and Ella seemed pretty annoyed as it was. Anyway, it’s possible that I just 

grabbed the thing tighter when Ella shouted, and that’s the sensation I thought was heat 

coming from the disc. 

 

On the way back I asked Ella about the discoveries in the shack and she was pretty 

excited: they’re the most concrete proof she has yet that the weird folklore she told me 

about was known in the area of Detling. Though her ultimate goal is to show that these 

stories were known since the town’s beginning. If that means another excursion, I’d be up 

for it. 

 

 

                                                 
35

 Recovering an amulet and reciting an incantation to activate it is a key plot point in John Bellairs’ The 

Figure in the Shadows. 



Preoccupied 
 

Since the expedition to the shack on Thursday I’ve been thinking almost constantly about 

that strange mythology Ella’s studying. When I first asked her about her studies she 

mentioned the names of three entities in that weird Mount Olympus and they’ve been 

stuck in my head, like a song. Ella had mentioned that her studies involve the university’s 

rare book collection and I’d like to find out more about those. I found out you have to 

apply to get access to them though, even if you’re a student. Maybe Ella will let me in 

with her the next time she goes there — I’m planning to ask. 

 

 

 

 

 

Restless 
 

I was just kidding around in my hot pastor post about rethinking going to my old church, 

but this morning at church I was really restless. Like, ready to leave in the middle of the 

service restless. The power of Pastor Jill’s pleasant voice compelled me to stay, but I 

forgot what her sermon was about almost as soon as she was done. I made up for it by 

holding her hand extra long when we shook hands after service – you know, to soak up 

the holy. 

 

 

 

 

 

New vistas of reality
36

 
 

I found Ella at the bookstore this morning (I should probably ask her for a phone number 

or an e-mail but I didn’t get around to it) and asked her about seeing the rare books she 

uses at the university. She said she didn’t think it would be “safe,” whatever that’s 

supposed to mean. For some reason I was really annoyed about that but before I could 

say anything she said I might be interested in Ted Spindle’s stories, since he incorporates 

a lot of what she studies into this fiction. 

 

I bought a Spindle collection from the bookstore along with a cup of coffee, which I had 

an unexpected craving for
37

, and spent most of the day reading the stories. I have to say I 

was way off in just dismissing his stories the way I did. In spite of the easily parody-able 

titles they’re really insightful regarding humanity’s place in the cosmos. 

                                                 
36

 From H.P. Lovecraft’s “The Call of Cthulhu”: “…some day the piecing together of dissociated 

knowledge will open up such terrifying vistas of reality …” 
37

 In the “Meeting Ella” post the narrator said he didn’t drink coffee. 



Dream 
 

I just woke up from one of the most vivid dreams I’ve ever had, and want to get the 

details down. 

 

It was night and I was standing in front of the outdoor amphitheater on the periphery of 

campus.
38

 

 

Standing at the edge of the stage was a figure dressed in a heavy black cape and wearing 

a wide-brimmed black hat, like the Phantom of the Opera
39

. I didn’t see the person’s face.  

 

The interesting thing about this dream was that I felt more independent than I usually do, 

as if this were something happening in real life. In spite of that I didn’t say anything and 

just looked at the mysterious figure. 

 

“You evidently don’t know me
40

,” the figure said. It was a man’s voice. “I assume you 

represent some part of me,” I responded. The figure laughed. “Indeed,” he said. “The 

bond between us is not such that I can perceive your conscious thoughts, but I can receive 

impressions from the darker places of your mind. Evidently this form has some meaning 

for you.” 

 

It’s true that when I was younger I was a big Phantom phan. Though I don’t know why 

my subconscious couldn’t come with an image a little more fun, like Supernanny dressed 

like Trinity from the Matrix movies or the Progressive Insurance checkout girl in a 

Wonder Woman outfit. 

 

I looked around. The setting was pretty realistic. I might as well have woken up and gone 

to the amphitheater in person. “So, is something going to happen or is this dream just 

going to be you talking?” I asked. I don’t remember getting impatient in a dream before. 

The figure responded that while the incantation was incomplete, his time will come soon. 

I’m having trouble interpreting that. “Uh-huh,” I responded. At this point I realized that if 

I was thinking clearly during a dream, maybe I control the world around me. I jumped up 

into the air and willed myself to fly. Nothing happened.  

 

“Have a care, Arthur Lewis Ormand,” the figure said. Apparently this apparition drew 

from the part of my brain that remembers B-movies because it then went into this speech 

about commanding dark powers beyond my comprehension, and how the new masters it 

discovered too late in life would blah, blah, blah. At one point it asked me “hear tell of 

a…” and then it used a word I didn’t recognize, but it sounded like “shock-goth
41

.” I 

don’t know what a shock-goth would be (someone with hair like what’s-his-face from 

The Cure?) but none of the mental images I’ve come up with has been all that 

intimidating.  

                                                 
38

 Photos in the post are of the actual outdoor amphitheatre in River Falls. 
39

 This post gets a lot of visits from people doing searches related to the Phantom. 
40

 Professor Moriarty said this to Sherlock Holmes in “The Final Problem.” 
41

 Zadok Allen in H.P. Lovecraft’s “The Shadow over Innsmouth”: “…ever hear tell of a shoggoth?” 



 

Soon after that I woke up and decided to write everything down immediately. I’ve always 

wished after I had an interesting dream that I’d written it down, since I always end up 

forgetting it, but I haven’t actually done it before now. 

 

 

 

 

Amphitheatrics 
 

I went to The Bookmark today to buy another Spindle book, which Ella was happy to sell 

me. Feeling curious about the amphitheater, I asked her if she knew anything about its 

location. Before it was used as an outdoor stage, I mean, since I don’t think these guys
42

 

would find their way into Ella’s studies about inconceivable monstrosities from beyond 

the stars. 

 

She said she had strong suspicions that it was used for ceremonies she’s seen references 

to in some of her sources, but hasn’t found anything definite. She’s thinking of doing a 

covert one-woman excavation there some night. 

 

“It just feels strange there, doesn’t it?” she asked me. I don’t know about that. I stopped 

there for a while after leaving the bookstore and it didn’t feel strange at all. I felt like I 

belonged there as much as I did anywhere else in Detling. Maybe even more. 

 

 

 

 

 

A mysterious letter 
 

Well, now this is interesting. Today, under my door, I found a handwritten note from the 

Ted Spindle. Apparently those rumors about him living around here are true. I have no 

idea how he knows my address, but he apparently gets Google Alerts about himself 

because he knows about this blog. The letter was a brief invitation to come to Spindle’s 

home tomorrow evening, and he included a map. He didn’t say what he wants to talk 

about or who else is going to be there.  

 

Spindle must have read enough of the blog to see that Ella’s a fan of his because he asked 

me to share the invitation with her. He also must have read the post where I said she 

drives a jeep because he suggested that she drive, since he’s out in the country. 

 

Pretty strange, on the whole. I have no way of knowing if this is really Ted Spindle 

sending this but I’m curious enough to check it out and maybe Ella will be too.  
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His faithful companion, the lovely Ella
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I went to the bookstore this morning to deliver the news about Spindle’s invitation. Ella 

wasn’t there but Miriam was, and she said she would pass on the message and took my 

phone number to give to Ella. She was pretty excited about the visit and requested that I 

ask Spindle about doing a reading at the store. I got a taste of what Miriam’s mothering is 

like, because before I left she looked at me intently and asked “Have you been feeling 

like…yourself lately?” even though I was feeling fine. 

 

Later I got a call from Ella, who was more animated than I’ve ever heard her. In spite of 

the mystery she wants to go and is fine with us taking her jeep.  

 

You know how customer service people sometimes have mirrors by the phone to make 

sure they’re smiling, because you can supposedly hear a smile in someone’s voice? When 

Ella asked how Spindle knew about me and I told her about the blog, I could hear an 

arched eyebrow in her voice when she asked if I’d ever written about her. I said I may 

have mentioned her a couple of times, and she didn’t pursue it. 

 

 

 

 

 

Start of the journey 
 

Wow. So, a LOT happened tonight with the visit to Spindle’s. Too much for one post. 

(And yes, it was really Ted Spindle who sent the note.)  

 

I met Ella at the bookstore and we headed outside of town, she driving her jeep and me 

navigating using the map Spindle provided. I grew up in Detling but we would be taking 

a couple roads I’ve never heard of. We spent most of the drive talking about Spindle’s 

stories. Ella looked like she was wearing lipstick, which was a new one.  

 

We were getting close to Spindle’s house near sundown when something extremely 

strange happened to me. I was watching the woods go by in silence, not really thinking 

about anything. Entering into a meditative state prescribed by the deer hunter school of 

yoga, I suppose. Then I started thinking about those strange entities described by 

Spindle’s stories and Ella’s studies.  

 

OK. You know how in The Matrix, there’s the assumed reality and the reality behind the 

reality? All of a sudden I had a feeling like that, like something was sweeping aside my 

perception of reality and showing me what was beyond. Only instead of people in tubes 

and giant robots, I felt like I was at the edge of an abyss that housed things that would 

drive me mad if I tried to comprehend them. Things whose existence defied what 
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humanity in its arrogance called “laws” of physics and nature. They were vast and 

ancient and there was no hope of defeating them, and they were ravenous.
44

 

 

I must have freaked out pretty badly because Ella slammed on the brakes and I got out of 

the jeep as soon as it stopped. The vision had gone. We were at the entrance to an auto 

salvage yard, and the property also contained a two-story house. Ella came around the 

front of the jeep and asked me if I was all right, but before I could answer, the front door 

to the house opened and a figure from Norse mythology appeared. 

 

She was nearly as tall as the doorway and her shoulders were almost as wide. Long, 

blond hair was done up in a braid that draped over her left shoulder. And she was 

carrying a crossbow. 

 

 

 

Meeting Ingrid 
 

From last post: 

 

…the front door to the house opened and a figure from Norse mythology 

appeared. 

 

She was nearly as tall as the doorway and her shoulders were almost as wide. 

Long, blond hair was done up in a braid that draped over her left shoulder. And 

she was carrying a crossbow. 

 

I looked at the woman in awe. That’s how we grow ‘em up here, of course, but the 

crossbow? Whoa. Ella’s expression, though, was one of delighted amazement. “Ingrid??” 

she said. “It’s Ella! From the bookstore!” 

 

“Ella?” the woman asked. Then: “Dude! What happened?
45

” 

 

(Just a note here: I’m using the italics to try to represent Ingrid’s speech patterns, though 

she didn’t emphasize her words as much as taped them to snare drums and struck them.) 

 

Ella said it was nothing, we just thought there was a bee in the car, giving me a “we’ll 

discuss this later” kind of look. 
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“Oh yeah?” chortled Ingrid. She then invited us in, adding that we could meet her niece. 

Ella looked at me again, thanking Ingrid and saying we could use a break from driving. 

On the way to the house Ella asked me what happened and I told her I had a strange kind 

of panic attack, which is sort of true, I guess. 

 

We went through the front door into a modest living room. Ingrid had hung the crossbow 

on a rack high on the wall and I noticed the bolt was tipped with a metal that looked like 

silver, so it was apparently only a decorative crossbow. On the front windowsill there was 

a lean orange cat, which glared at me and moved its head up and down, as if processing 

my existence represented an unwelcome challenge to its concept of reality. 

 

In a corner was a small table at which a girl about Annabelle’s age was standing. A large 

gray cat was also on the table. It looked at me as if it couldn’t decide whether I warranted 

condescension or mere indifference, and settled on the latter. 

 

The girl was working with some Play-Doh. She stopped her work and looked at Ella and 

me, tilting her head to the right. Her expression and her large brown eyes suggested to me 

that she knew she should feel sorry for me but wasn’t sure why. With her right hand she 

held up the Play-Doh object she was working on, which appeared to be a white spoon 

with a twisted handle.
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I nodded my approval and turned my attention to the larger table in the living room, 

covered with papers and books, many of them old. Ingrid must have seen me looking 

because she said “Yeah, I’m writing a book on that shiznit.” Ella said that the bookstore’s 

done quite a few special orders for Ingrid. Ella was petting the gray cat, who looked at 

her and then at me, angling its head in a way that gave it a sly kind of expression
47

, as if it 

were asking “When was the last time a human female petted you?” 

 

I was going to ask Ingrid for some specificity vis-à-vis the shiznit when an orange light 

bulb over one of the doorways lit up. “Oh ho ho!” said Ingrid eagerly and went into the 

room. Ella and I followed her into a small room with a console of television monitors. 

“Looks like someone else decided to visit,” said Ingrid, pointing at one of them. We saw 

a greenish image from an overhead angle of a man wearing a long coat. 

 

I asked Ingrid if she was going to need the crossbow again. “No,” she responded, “that’s 

my neighbor.” Soon there was a knock at the front door, and we followed Ingrid back to 

the living room. On the way I complimented her on the security setup, which she said her 

husband installed. Ingrid opened the front door. 

 

I saw a tall (though not taller than Ingrid), thin man, whose outfit looked like it came 

from the Victorian era: long black coat, high boots, vest, and ascot. He had long hair and 

a beard, though, which would have been out of place, and was wearing a medallion with 

a blue stone in the center. 
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“Hello, Ingrid,” he said. He had a deep, Orson Welles kind of voice. “Come on in,” said 

Ingrid, and he did so. He looked at Ella and me. 

 

“Greetings, travelers
48

,” he said. “I saw your arrival from my home. I am Ted Spindle.” 

Seriously? This guy looked more like Doctor Who.  

 

 

 

 

Meeting Spindle 
 

From last post: 

 

I saw a tall (though not taller than Ingrid), thin man, whose outfit looked like it 

came from the Victorian era: long black coat, high boots, vest, and ascot. He had 

long hair and a beard, though, which would have been out of place, and was 

wearing a medallion with a blue stone in the center. 

 

“Hello, Ingrid,” he said. He had a deep, Orson Welles kind of voice. “Come on 

in,” said Ingrid, and he did so. He looked at Ella and me. 

 

“Greetings, travelers,” he said. “I saw your arrival from my home. I am Ted 

Spindle.” Seriously? This guy looked more like Doctor Who. 

 

Ella stepped forward, talking about what an honor it was to meet Spindle, how she 

admired his work, etc. I was more interested in seeing how Ingrid’s niece was coming 

with the Play-Doh than I was in hearing Ella gush about Spindle, but the girl had left her 

work and was standing next to Ingrid. I looked at her and she made a gesture that looked 

like an exaggerated shrug
49

. 

 

I was figuring out how to interpret that when Spindle spoke to me, thanking me for 

responding to his letter. “I have much to discuss with you, but we need to go to my 

home,” he said. “That’s why we’re here,” I responded casually. I shook hands with Ingrid 

and waved at her niece, whom Ingrid prompted to say goodbye to Ella and me. The girl 

tilted her head again and looked at me. 

 

“See ya, shorty
50

,” the girl said calmly.  

 

                                                 
48

 Phrase used by Garth Marenghi, the fictitious horror author and creator of the intentionally 

unintentionally hilarious “Garth Marenghi’s Darkplace” (BBC). 
49

 A gesture that Sawyer reportedly made. 
50

 An e-mail from Amy has the following information: “I’ll send out a kickoff meeting request shortly (or, 

as Sawyer would say, ‘shorty’—unless what I’ve been hearing as ‘Can I have this short[l]y?’ has actually 

been, ‘Can I have this, Shorty?’)” 



“Dude! I’m sorry!” exclaimed Ingrid, percussively assuring me that the girl had meant 

“See you shortly” and wasn’t being encouraged to be disrespectful toward people shorter 

than her aunt Ingrid. “Right, bub? ‘See you shortly’?” urged Ingrid. “Essentially
51

,” her 

niece replied, and hid behind Ingrid’s leg. I think she was smiling. 

 

Spindle and Ella were still talking — she was probably telling him how much she liked 

“The Puker in the Parlour” or whatever his latest story’s called. Ella said goodbye to 

Ingrid and we made our way out.  

 

The orange cat in the front windowsill was still glaring at me. “Gute Nacht, Fräulein 

Katze,” I said. “Nyar
52

,” said the cat. 

 

 

 

 

Meeting Spindle 2 
 

Spindle said we would take a shortcut through the woods between his home and Ingrid 

and her husband’s home. He led us through the salvage yard toward something that 

looked like a golf cart, but with rows of lights on all sides. I asked Spindle why he had 

sent the letter. 

 

“I was concerned when I read the description of your recent dream,” said Spindle. “If 

your adversary had not appeared to you, I might not have seen a need for action until it 

was too late.” 

 

“Adversary?” both Ella and I asked at the same time. 

 

“Indeed,” said Spindle. “Eilert Brand.”  

 

Ella clenched her teeth and drew in her breath sharply. “That thing did do something 

when you said the incantation,” she said to me. Apparently she hadn’t read that post after 

I told her about the blog. “I wasn’t positive,” I said in a borderline whiny kind of way. If 

it was just the two of us I suppose she would have had more to say to me, but she was 

more interested in how Spindle knew about Eilert Brand and asked him about it. 

 

“I have knowledge of areas that might be considered…esoteric,” Spindle said. Ella then 

told me to explain what happened to me in the jeep before our abrupt stop. I did so, 

though probably not as artfully as I did in the post.  “Fascinating,” said Ella.  

 

A couple of minutes later, we arrived at Spindle’s home. I was expecting something 

ostentatious, maybe even some non-Euclidean geometry, but the structure wasn’t all that 

bizarre. It was about two stories, had the wide overhangs you associate with Frank Lloyd 
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Wright’s architecture, and was made of wood. The only unusual thing was the tower 

attached to one end.  

 

Spindle parked the cart beneath a canopy. “Welcome to my house,” he said. “Enter 

freely
53

.” We followed him through a door framed in an archway, passing through a short 

hallway into a large circular room.  

 

A group of narrow bookshelves covered about half of the area, and shelves with glass 

containers containing a variety of colored liquids were on the opposite half. There were 

several tables in the room and while electronic lights provided illumination, all the tables 

had candles on them. One table also had a crystal ball on it. There were a ton of other 

things in the room: some of the things I noticed were a dreamcatcher, a stone tiki, and a 

statue of a seated man with an elephant’s head
54

. The middle part of the floor was bare 

but it looked like there had been a series of chalk markings there that were now mostly 

wiped away. I smelled incense. 

 

Ella asked “So, how much time does Arthur have?” “Time before what?” I said. Spindle 

walked to one of the shelves with the liquids and asked Ella if she was familiar with the 

Armitage formula used in the Dunwich manifestation
55

. Don’t ask me what that is, I’m 

just reporting. 

 

Ella looked like Spindle had offered her the deed to his house. “I wrote a paper on 

Dunwich!” she exclaimed with the kind of delight I associate more with girls the age of 

Miriam’s daughter or Ingrid’s niece. “This is a variation on the formula,” said Spindle. 

He removed a vial from the shelf and gave it to me. “Brand will be making his move 

soon,” said Spindle.  

 

“You know,” I said, “now would be a good time to tell me just what exactly you’re 

talking about.”   

 

 

 

 

Spindle’s plan 
 

“The object and incantation you discovered is part of Brand’s plan to live past his 

physical death,” Spindle told me. “He has persisted in spirit form and now requires a 

body.” 

 

I played along. “So you and Ella think that because I said those words and held the disc, 

Brand’s going to be taking over my body?” I said. “That is his intent,” said Spindle.  
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“Wait a minute,” said Ella. “If Brand can get inside Arthur’s head and appear in a dream, 

won’t he know that we’re planning a way to stop him?” “I believe that will work in our 

favor,” said Spindle, “Brand’s influence over Arthur is becoming greater, and we need 

Brand to reveal himself now.” 

 

“He cannot read your thoughts directly,” Spindle said to me, “but he will likely recognize 

that you feel you can stop him. I believe this will prompt him to commence the final part 

of his plan prematurely. His overconfidence is his weakness.” “I just hope my faith in my 

friends isn’t mine,” I said.
56

 Spindle bowed his head. “Well played, sir.” 

 

“Brand will appear to you, likely in the shape in which he appeared in your dream,” 

Spindle continued. “When you see him, shatter the vial in front of him.” “Can’t I just 

pour it out?” I asked. “Shattering it is more dramatic,” responded Spindle.  

 

“So some chemicals are going to stop this evil spirit?” I said. “No,” said Spindle. “Just 

make him vulnerable. To stop him, you need this,” and he withdrew a long dagger from 

his coat. “Preparing this is what kept me from speaking to you before now,” said Spindle. 

“The rituals are complex, the materials uncommon. But the blade is strong and true and 

will strike at the heart of the beast.” “Yeah, I was going to ask if it did that,” I said.  

 

I was having a pretty hard time taking this seriously. What seemed more likely was that 

Spindle was orchestrating some kind of publicity stunt that involved me as an unwitting 

accomplice. Thinking about whether I should call him on it, I saw a stack of cards on a 

table near where I was standing, about twice as long as a regular playing deck but not 

significantly wider. For no particular reason, I cut the deck.  

 

I decided to continue with the premise. “So, what’s the plan?” I asked. “Do I wait here 

for Brand to make his move?” Turning my attention back to the cut deck of cards, I 

flipped over the top card from the former bottom half. It was a drawing of a seated 

woman with the title Queen of Wands
57

.  

 

Spindle responded that Brand wouldn’t do anything to me at Spindle’s home, since there 

were too many protections. “So, what, I just go home at wait?” I said. “Essentially,” said 

Spindle. “Are you going to be around to help?” I said. “My vigilance is required 

elsewhere,” Spindle responded. “You chose an interesting time to return to your 

hometown, my friend. Regardless, the fact that you spoke the incantation means that you 

must be the one to dispatch Brand.” Of course. 

 

“I must be able to do something,” said Ella. Well! Maybe there was going to be a benefit 

to playing Spindle’s game. Spindle looked at me, then went to the shelf of liquids and 

came back with another vial, which opened and placed in front of my face. He asked me 

to inhale and, without thinking, I did so. I felt like I had wet Pop Rocks in my nose. Ella 

and Spindle appeared to be conversing but I couldn’t hear anything and I was blinking so 

much I had trouble seeing. The effect passed eventually.  
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“What was that supposed to be?” I said. “I don’t wish to take the chance that Brand can 

find out any aspect of our plan,” said Spindle, “so part of it will be unknown even to 

you.” 

 

“Fine,” I said. I was reaching the limits of my patience. “Hey,” I said, “I don’t suppose 

you have a gun that shoots wooden stakes, do you? You know, in case there’s a vampire I 

have to deal with.” 

 

Ella rolled her eyes but Spindle reached under a nearby table and showed us a wide metal 

cylinder with a pistol grip. He opened one of the chambers that were positioned parallel 

to the axis, revealing a pointed wooden shaft. “Something like this?” he asked. Ella 

clapped her hands and laughed. I sighed. “Never mind,” I said.  

 

“One final thing,” said Spindle. “I must ask you not to write about what transpired here 

until Brand has been dispatched. If it’s recorded, it will be easier for Brand to learn about 

it.” I made a non-committal “Mmmm” sound. Obviously, I didn’t follow Spindle’s 

advice. Are you reading this, Spindle? Find another sucker to kick your made-up 

monster’s ass
58

.  

 

 

 

Leaving Spindle 
 

After Spindle and I finished our conversation Ella started in with some fangirl talk in 

which I recognized maybe two references, from my own reading of Spindle’s stories. She 

did get him to agree to making an appearance at the bookstore. 

 

Spindle drove us back in the golf cart thing to Ella’s jeep. Ingrid stood in her doorway 

again and said she’d see us at the bookstore sometime.  

 

“You took all that pretty well,” said Ella on the drive back to town. “Yeah, well, I’m kind 

of used to dealing with weird stuff from my old job,” I said. 

 

“So you believe everything you heard in there?” asked Ella. No, I didn’t, and once Ella 

reads this she’ll know that, but in response to her question I said “If an evil spirit wants to 

take over my body, I’ll use the vial and dagger instead of calling the police.” 

 

“Wasn’t that amazing?” said Ella. “Getting help from Ted Spindle like that? Being 

invited to his house?” “I guess,” I said. 

 

For the rest of the drive back Ella asked me more questions about Brand and reminded 

me a couple more times how amazing Ted Spindle is. Before she dropped me off, she 

asked me if I thought I could handle everything on my own. I said I probably could but 
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may call her anyway. She even felt the need to check one of my front tires, which she 

said looked like it needed air.  

 

“I’m going to follow you home, if that’s all right,” she said. “To make sure you get back 

OK.” I said it was fine and that maybe she could follow me inside too, to be extra safe. 

She responded by giving me the ECG look. On the way home, to avoid having another 

existential panic attack, I kept my mind occupied by mentally playing and replaying the 

song Rio. 

 

You know, I try to have an open mind about the supernatural and about things not known 

to science (nobody makes me go to church, after all) but Spindle’s story just got more 

ridiculous the more I thought about it. I figured it would be harmless to play along and 

I’ll keep the vial and weapon around in case Spindle wants them back. He’s got a better 

imagination than I once gave him credit for in his stories, but what he told me tonight? I 

need to watch what I write because an undead warlock might read my blog? Come on. 

 

 

 

 

 

Hello, world
59

 
 

At the conclusion of his last entry in this intriguing journal, our young friend questioned 

the plausibility of an “undead warlock” reading his work. 

 

Well, here we are. 

 

Spindle’s plan was not without merit. Indeed, I am astonished and pleased that a man of 

such knowledge and wisdom can be found in Detling. He will present a delightful 

challenge. However, Spindle underestimated me. You observe the influence I possess 

over your author. Momentarily I will direct him to a place where ancient and dreadful 

powers are exalted
60

, and my life on earth will begin anew. 

 

Vast perspectives of success unfurl themselves before me. I proceed to accomplish a 

grand destiny
61

 that this callow typist should be honored to be a part of.  

 

Farewell. 
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You know who else reads blogs? 
 

Folklorists who work in bookstores. 

 

All is well. More later. 

 

 

 

Goodbye, Brand - part 1 
 

First of all, Arthur’s fine. In no time he’ll be back to sharing his wit and offering subtle 

observations about women he finds attractive.  

 

Mr. Spindle had a much more thorough conception of Brand’s plan than you would 

probably expect from Arthur’s report. While the vial and dagger Arthur received were 

genuine, it was also unlikely that he would have a chance to use them. Mr. Spindle’s 

assumption was that Brand would take the action he ultimately did take: manipulate 

Arthur into going to a place where Brand would be powerful enough to transfer his spirit.  

 

In a way I suppose we were misleading Arthur, but given the connection between he and 

Brand, I believe you’ll see the necessity.  

 

To the real plan then, which Mr. Spindle shared with me while Arthur’s senses were 

distracted. The process required to prepare the dagger was complex, true. But not so 

complex that Mr. Spindle couldn’t create two of them. He knew where Brand would 

likely take Arthur; if you read the post about the dream you can probably guess too. And 

he even knew approximately when to expect Brand to commence his operation. 

 

I was prepared to wield the dagger. And as I found out the next day when she brought it 

to the bookstore along with another vial of the Armitage formula, so was Ingrid. Mr. 

Spindle had told her about the situation and she was enthusiastic about the opportunity to 

combat an…“incorporeal asshat” was the phrase she used, I believe. Perhaps you’re 

surprised that she would so readily accept such a premise. I was somewhat surprised too 

but then she shared some her experiences out in the country and, well, her crossbow bolts 

aren’t tipped with silver simply for decoration, let me just say that. 

 

Ingrid and I kept watch at the amphitheater in shifts, beginning Friday night. During our 

confidential interview on Monday night Mr. Spindle had given me a tracking device, 

developed by Ingrid’s husband, to attach to Arthur’s car, to give us advance warning 

when he arrived at the site.  

 

And so it was that within half an hour of posting that rather chilling midnight entry, 

Arthur arrived with me at the ready, waiting in the woods that bordered the amphitheater. 



He walked slowly to the edge of the stage and stopped there
62

, which is what cued me to 

proceed. I ran to where he was and, opening the vial, threw the contents in front of 

Arthur, in what I perceived to be empty space. 

 

The space did not remain empty. I saw a dark apparition similar to what Arthur described 

in his dream: a human figure wearing a wide-brimmed hat and a cloak. I intentionally 

avoided looking directly at it so I don’t know if its face was visible. Looking at Arthur, I 

saw him blink and look about him confusedly, indicating that I had temporarily 

interrupted the hold Brand had over him. I grasped Arthur’s right hand, put the hilt of the 

dagger into it, and closed his fingers around it. Which is the point at which he informs me 

he would like to continue the narrative. 

 

One final thing before I close. Based on the thorough if idiosyncratic eye for detail I’ve 

observed in Arthur’s posts, it’s possible he may refer to seeing shapes behind the 

amphitheater that seemed barely within the range of human vision. This is likely an 

optical illusion likely brought on by the unique stress of the situation he found himself in, 

so please don’t ask him to try to remember more details. 

 

 

 

Goodbye, Brand - part 2 
 

[background music]
63

  

 

On the night in question, as they say, I have no memory of posting the last entry in this 

blog that appears under my name or of going to the amphitheater. What I remember is 

feeling like someone was waking me up, and finding myself in the middle of my dream 

from two weeks ago. With the major difference that Ella was there and placing a dagger 

into my hand. I was disoriented, but seeing the urgency and fear in Ella’s face and the 

figure in front of me gave me a surprising resolution and certainty about what I had to do 

next.  

 

“See ya, shorty,” I said, drew my arm back and thrust the blade into the apparition. 

 

I felt something like an electric shock in my arm, saw an explosion of a color that I still 

can’t identify
64

, heard a long, painful screech, and was thrown back by a strong wind that 

also blew Ella’s hair back like she was a model at a photo shoot. And yes, I did see large, 

strange shapes beyond the amphitheater. It was like seeing something in your peripheral 

vision even though you were looking right at it, if that makes any sense. 

 

And then there was stillness. 
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 I was thinking of the climax of The Figure in the Shadows, where a specter draws Lewis Barnavelt to a 

well.  
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 The blog links to music from the final battle in the video game Parasite Eve. 
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 H.P. Lovecraft’s The Colour Out of Space: “The colour…was almost impossible to describe; and it was 

only by analogy that they called it colour at all.” 



 

I looked at Ella and we didn’t say anything for a few moments. Then she asked me if I 

was all right and I said I was. A few more moments of silence. I said I wouldn’t mind 

leaving and Ella readily agreed. I followed Ella to where she was parked, not realizing 

until I got there that my own car was in that area too. 

 

“I think I should, um, stay with you for a while tonight,” said Ella, looking sideways at 

me.  

 

“I think that’s a good idea,” I responded, in a voice I tried to make sound casual but 

slightly flirtatious. 

 

Ella nodded. “What’s open 24 hours? Perkins?”  

 

I sighed. “Yeah, Perkins,” I said in a voice that was casual and not flirtatious. 

 

So, yeah, we went to Perkins
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. 

 

Actually it was a good idea, since it turns out an excessive dose of normalcy was just 

what I needed to combat my anxiety and, well, fear, I have to admit. Ella filled me in on 

her side of the story, which she posted about. I asked if she still had that metal disc that 

had started all the trouble, and she said no, she had gotten rid of it. That couldn’t have 

been easy and I told her so, but she said the photos she took were sufficient, adding with 

a shrug that “Anything worth having is something worth giving up, I guess.” I thought 

this might have been a proverb she came across in her studies but she said it’s a song 

lyric by the author of a blog
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 she reads. 

 

We spent a couple of hours talking about non-supernatural things, how she likes living in 

Detling, etc. I don’t remember exact details. By then I was feeling OK and went home, 

with her following me again.  

 

Ella assures me that I have nothing more to fear from Brand and I believe her, but I’m 

still uneasy. In one of my first posts I talked about deepening my experience of Detling 

by going to the downtown bars that were previously unfamiliar even though they’d 

always been there. Within the last couple weeks I find out that there’s this whole new 

dimension of things about my hometown I wasn’t aware of. 

 

Detling Adventures, indeed. 
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 Followed by a photo of the Perkins in River Falls, which is not open 24 hours as far as I know. 
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 The referenced blog is http://your-illfitting-overcoat.blogspot.com  


