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Dark flow 
 

Freaky! 

 

http://www.haibane.info/2008/09/29/strangest-attractor/ 

 

“There really is something out there. And by out ‘there’, I mean not ‘here’ but an 

elsewhere that is beyond anywhere that we could ever conceivably call ‘here’.” 

 

The initial article was published the day after my and Ella’s visit to Ted Spindle, where 

he informed me that his vigilance was required elsewhere. Elsewhere as in “a region in 

the sky between the constellations of Centaurus and Vela”?
1
 

 

 

 

 

The Perkins call 
 

If you have any experience living in a town the size of Detling, it may not surprise you to 

know that word made it to my mother that Ella and I had gone to Perkins late last 

Saturday night.  

 

“You had a date with Ella?” my mom asked when I talked to her on the phone today. 

Given the circumstances, I hadn’t really thought of it as a date and I’m pretty sure Ella 

hadn’t either.  But I didn’t want to get into the whole thing about confronting an evil 

spirit, so I kind of panicked and said “Sort of,” which prompted Mom to ask why I 

qualified it that way. I responded with something vague and unimaginative, like “I don’t 

know…we just sort of…went.”  

 

Mom didn’t press me on it but I’m pretty sure she thinks of it as a date. I should probably 

warn Ella in case my mom goes to the bookstore sometime soon.  

                                                 
1
 This phenomenon is a good match for Lovecraft’s stories but the timing of the article was just 

coincidence. 



Hot Perkins action
2
 

 

I decided to go to the bookstore in person and talk to Ella about the conversation with my 

mother that I described in the last post. I asked Ella if Mom had come by the store, and 

Ella said she hadn’t. 

 

“OK,” I said. “So, remember how we went to Perkins last weekend, after, you know, 

getting rid of the undead warlock trying to take over my soul?” 

 

“Yes, I remember Perkins,” she said with a mixture of mirth and bewilderment. “And 

Brand was only going to take over your body. I’m sure he would have just devoured your 

soul.” 

 

“Oh. Thanks. Anyway, I was talking to my mom about it…” 

 

“Your mother knows about Brand?” 

 

“No, just the part about going to Perkins.” I explained the situation basically the same 

way I did in the last post. 

 

“Oh,” said Ella, still amused-confused. “Well, I guess I was thinking more about your 

psychological well-being than…um…” 

 

“Exactly,” I said. “I mean, it would be different if we, you know, set it up in advance…” 

 

“Right.” 

 

“Like, ‘hey, after we send this evil spirit back to Hell, let’s get some homestyle meatloaf 

and apple dumplings.’” 

 

“Those apple dumplings were pretty good.” 

 

“Dudes! Are you talking about Perkins?” It was Ingrid, carrying a stack of three books.  

 

“Ingrid! You’re here?” I said. She held up the books with a “hel-lo” kind of expression. I 

asked if she had heard about Perkins from Ella.  

 

“Nah, I started reading your blog,” said Ingrid. “Mr. Tapes-her-words-to-snare-drums.”
3
  

 

“You read the blog and you’re interested in Perkins?” I said. 

 

                                                 
2
 One of my favorite overall posts, for the dialogue, humor and meta approach: characters in the blog 

commenting on the blog that, unknown to them, is the cause of their existence. 
3
 A reference to the narrator’s description of Ingrid. It’s the description I was most concerned about the 

real-life model for Ingrid’s reaction to, which is why I called it out here. 



“I’m thinking it was a date,” said Ingrid. “Reminded me of the first time my hubby and I 

got together.” 

 

“Oh, is this about Perkins?” It was Miriam, approaching with her usual smile. “A couple 

of little birds told me about that.” 

 

“A couple?” I said. 

 

“It was so cute — Annabelle asked if you played hide-and-seek.” 

 

“Huh?” 

 

“You know, like a play date.” 

 

“Oh. Wait a minute — Annabelle wants to know about Perkins?” 

 

“It really wasn’t a date,” said Ella. 

 

“Ha,” said Ingrid. “Let me show you Captain Horndog’s blog.” Ingrid joined Ella at the 

computer behind the counter and opened up this blog. Miriam looked at the monitor 

while Ingrid scrolled down. 

 

“Wait a minute,” said Miriam, “what’s that about…” 

 

“Oh, that’s not the good stuff,” said Ingrid. She looked over at me. “I like how you got 

your catchphrase  from a three-year-old, by the way.” She returned her attention to the 

computer. “OK, read that.” 

 

Miriam did so. “Gosh, I guess I wouldn’t call that a date,” she said. 

 

“Dude!” said Ingrid. “Look at what this guy’s saying!” She proceeded to quote me: “‘“I 

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

flir-ta-tious.’” 

 

“Yes, I remember the, ah, ‘flirty’ voice,” said Ella. She covered her mouth but not before 

I saw her grinning. 

 

“But Ella’s intent wasn’t a date,” said Miriam. 

 

“Intent should be part of the definition of a date,” said Ella. 

 

“You guys, come on!” said Ingrid. “And put ‘come on’ in bold italics, Mr. Blogger 

Man.” 

 

Despite Ingrid’s vehemence, we weren’t able to bring her around to the majority opinion. 

 



Also in production – Snopes.com 2: The Snopening 
 

Ella had some interesting news to share with me today. “My cousin’s this… filmmaker,” 

she said, saying “filmmaker” the same way she might say “pot smoker” or “nudist.” She 

explained that she had told her cousin about this blog and he was really interested in the 

undead warlock story — so much that he’s working on a short screenplay of it that he 

wants to shoot in Detling. 

 

I asked Ella and she and I were going to be characters. She said we were, though her 

cousin was in the process of deciding if the protagonist was going to be me or if the story 

was going to be another in a series of adventures featuring his “action philosopher” 

character
4
, whatever that’s supposed to be. Ingrid is supposed to be a character too, which 

seems like it would be a casting challenge. 

 

 
 

Miriam’s setting up an area at the bookstore for kids or young readers or whatever they 

prefer to be called. Annabelle was there and she must have warmed up to me a lot more 

than she did when I first met her, because she discoursed like Sister Wendy on the 

drawings she was making, which included a flying woman in a purple dress.
5
 Annabelle 

also talked about how careful she was going to be with putting her pictures away, 

assuring me that “I don’t wanna destroy my art!”
6
 

                                                 
4
 A reference to Buddy Kant, protagonist of Arbor Day: Kant Touch This (http://www.vimeo.com/2471267), a 

short movie I co-wrote for the 2008 48 Hour Film Project. 
5
 A picture drawn by a co-worker. 

6
 Something that the real-life model for Annabelle said. 



A strange phone call 
 

ME: Hello? 

 

INGRID: Hey, it’s Ingrid. 

 

ME: Hi. 

 

INGRID: Hey. Me and my sister are going after a werewolf Friday night. Want to go? 

 

ME: Werewolf? 

 

INGRID: Yeah! 

 

ME: Like, a literal werewolf. 

 

INGRID: Yeah! You interested? 

 

ME: Isn’t hunting a werewolf basically killing a person? 

 

INGRID: No, dude! My sister’s a doctor! She invented a cure for werewolfism. 

 

ME: I think it’s called lycanthropy. 

 

INGRID: OK, smart guy. 

 

ME: Your sister. Is that See Ya Shorty’s mom? 

 

INGRID: [laughing] Yeah. 

 

ME: You know, I don’t know if I’m… 

 

INGRID: Ella’s going to be there. 

 

ME: [pause] OK, I don’t see why… 

 

INGRID: [saucy chortle] 

 

ME: I don’t see why that would make a difference. 

 

INGRID: Uh-huh. Meet us at my house at 9. You can blog about it. 

 

ME: [pause] OK, I’ll be there. 



The Blair Witch Office 
 

Sent to me by someone I know in Madison.
7
 

 

 
 

 

                                                 
7
 This wasn’t staged for the blog. They’re photos I took of something brought to my attention by Amy S., 

the co-worker I referenced in the previous annotations who’s the mother of the girl I modeled Ingrid’s niece 

after.  



Just another werewolf hunt 
 

Last night I went to Ingrid’s house to see what this werewolf stuff was going to be about. 

Ella was there wearing her Miskatonic sweatshirt and I saw a woman who must have 

been Ingrid’s sister, whose name I learned was Astrid. She had long blond hair like 

Ingrid, those hers was curlier. That and some similarity in facial features were the limit of 

the physical resemblance, however. In Ingrid’s words, “She got the speed, I got the 

power.” Astrid was much shorter and more compact than her sister and moved like a 

panther.
8
 

 

I asked Ingrid how she and Astrid knew that we were dealing with a werewolf and not a 

regular wolf. She said there were lots of signs and showed me one: a photograph of a 

patch of dirt that had animal tracks leading to an area where the dirt was disturbed, with a 

single pair of shoeprints walking away. 

 

She added that the werewolf had killed two cows. I asked if that meant the cows would 

come back as cows that would turn into wolves but Ingrid told me I was thinking of 

vampires and zombies. 

 

Astrid informed me that the cow killings (bovicides?) had occurred in the same area, 

which is where we would be hunting. She withdrew a syringe from a backpack she was 

carrying and explained that it was the lycanthropy cure. Ingrid, meanwhile, was carrying 

a rifle and machete. She had a flashlight for each of us and her husband had supplied a 

pair of infrared goggles.  

 

Ella and I rode with Astrid, with Ingrid following in her truck. We stopped by the side of 

the road and followed the sisters to the place where we would be waiting, which bordered 

a clearing that I assumed was near where the cows were killed. Ella and I spent much of 

the time talking to Astrid, who confirmed that her daughter means “see you shortly” 

when she says “see ya, shorty.” 

 

I wasn’t keeping track of the time so I don’t know how long we had been there when 

Ingrid announced she had spotted the target and hoisted her rifle. “Tranquilizer darts. 

Honest,”
9
 she notified us. She moved to the edge of the woods and I could see an animal 

that looked like it could have been a wolf, but was a lot larger than a normal one. Ingrid 

fired the rifle and the creature emitted a harsh, frightening howl 

 

It ran through the woods and we switched on our flashlights and pursued it, Astrid in the 

lead and Ingrid whooping with delight. We soon came across a motionless yet still 

fearsome animal that looked like something out of a Grimm Brothers story rather than an 

actual wolf. Even though the creature wasn’t moving I preferred to keep my flashlight on 

Astrid, who removed her backpack and suggested the three of us move away while she 

applied the serum. 

                                                 
8
 Astrid is influenced by two people: Amy S. and someone from my hometown who’s a physician and a 

dedicated runner.  
9
 Reference to “Rubber bullets. Honest.” from The Dark Night Returns. 



 

We agreed to leave Astrid alone while she did her work. So we were the ones to first hear 

the sounds of people approaching and see flashlights from the direction we had come. I 

asked what our cover story was going to be, in case our pursuers weren’t on board with 

the we’re-curing-a-werewolf concept and we needed to buy Astrid some time. But before 

any of us could figure one out, they were upon us. A light shone in my eyes, so I couldn’t 

see who was behind it.  

 

And then I heard a full-bodied yet cautious feminine voice say “Arthur Ormand?” It was 

my pastor. You know, the hot one? 

 

 

Just another werewolf hunt - 2 
 

From last post: 

 

I asked what our cover story was going to be, in case our pursuers weren’t on board with 

the we’re-curing-a-werewolf concept and we needed to buy Astrid some time. But before 

any of us could figure one out, they were upon us. A light shone in my eyes, so I couldn’t 

see who was behind it.  

 

And then I heard a full-bodied yet cautious feminine voice say “Arthur Ormand?” It was 

my pastor. You know, the hot one? 

 

“Pastor Jill! Hi!” I said, as if we had just met on the street. The light moved from me to 

Ella, and I could see that Pastor Jill was the one holding it. I could also see there were 

three or four people in their late teens with her, and I remembered seeing something in 

last Sunday’s church bulletin about a youth retreat at the home of one of the members. 

 

“Is that Ella from the bookstore?” Pastor Jill said. “It’s me,” Ella responded. She 

continued, “Did you get my message about that Douglas John Hall
10

 book coming in?” “I 

did, thank you,” said Pastor Jill, in the same cautious tone she used when she first 

addressed us.  

 

“Hey, I’m Ingrid,” said Ingrid. One of the people in Pastor Jill’s group was already 

illuminating Ingrid, her rifle, and her machete. “Oh, my,” said Pastor Jill, before 

introducing herself.  

 

Pastor Jill said something to the guy standing closest to her, who backed up a little and 

started calling a number on his cell phone. “So, um, yeah, we were just…um…yeah, it’s 

good to see you,” I said to Pastor Jill. “Is this that youth thing I read about last week? 

You’re out here youthin’ it up?” I heard a sound that could have been Ella sighing.  
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 An author whose work I became acquainted with through his book Why Christian? 



“That’s right,” said Pastor Jill. She lowered her flashlight but tilted it upward, so it was 

illuminating her face. She moved closer to me. “You must have heard that strange animal 

sound that we did,” she said. “Uh-huh,” I responded. I think I mentioned before that she 

had a pleasant voice. But now she sounded downright mesmerizing. 

 

“We came out here to investigate and were surprised to see someone else on this 

property,” she continued. “I don’t mean to sound unfriendly, but may I ask what brought 

you and your friends here?”  

 

“You heard about that wolf, right?” I said. “Killed the cows? Yeah. We were, you know, 

going after it.” 

 

“I had no idea you did that kind of volunteer work,” said Pastor Jill. She was moving the 

flashlight left and right slowly. “Yeah, well, you know,” I said, watching the shifting 

pattern of light on Pastor Jill’s face. “Sounds dangerous,” she said. 

 

“Oh, It’s not that dangerous,” said Ella, moving closer to me and giving me an 

uncharacteristically jovial punch to the shoulder. “Not with Ingrid here.” “You’re being 

modest, Ella,” said Pastor Jill, still looking at me. 

 

At this point I heard a howl close behind me, similar to the one the creature made when 

Ingrid shot it. But this time the timbre of the sound changed, so that when it stopped it 

was unmistakably a human cry. 

 

“What the…what was that?” said Pastor Jill. I was seriously tempted to say. “Um…the 

wind?” just for the sake of amusement. 

 

“OK,” said Ingrid. “See, my sister’s a doctor and she’s got a guy back there who she’s, 

um, helping.” “Helping out with what?” asked Pastor Jill. “We can’t tell you,” said 

Ingrid, “It would violate confidentiality.”  

 

“Yes, I believe the HIPAA laws apply in this situation,” said Ella. “HIPAA?” said Pastor 

Jill, aiming her flashlight behind us. Fortunately, Astrid came forward at that time, 

supporting a man wearing sweatpants and a hooded sweatshirt. Even luckier, one of 

Pastor Jill’s group was also a patient of Astrid and could confirm she was a physician. 

This gave Astrid instant authority and credibility as she explained that she was treating 

someone attacked by the wolf, which was still at large so everyone should probably get 

out of the woods. 

 

Pastor Jill assented and Ingrid, Astrid, Ella and I went with her and her group, separating 

when we were within sight of the house where they were holding the retreat.  

 

“Well, that was an adventure,” Pastor Jill said to me. “Yeah,” I said, “Maybe you can use 

it as a sermon illustration.” “Oh?” she responded, “Is there a moral to this story?” “Um… 

keep on keepin’ on?” I said. Pastor Jill chuckled. “See you in church,” she said.  

 



===== 

 

Ingrid approached me on the way back to her truck. “Hey, you were right about Martina 

Luther there being a hottie,” she said. “Yeah, I suppose,” I said. “You suppose?” chortled 

Ingrid, “Is that why you and Ella aren’t an item yet? Holding out for a little ecclesiastical 

action?”
11

 

 

“I’m not looking for action with my pastor,” I said. Ingrid chortled again, saying, “Yeah, 

she’s probably a little too much woman for you to handle.” “I can handle plenty of 

woman,” I said rolling my eyes.  

 

At this Ingrid giggled. “Dude — are you hitting on me?” she asked. If you want to be 

polite, you can’t really give a negative answer to that question without qualification, and 

if you’re not careful with the qualification you may need to qualify the qualification, so I 

spent the way back to Ingrid’s truck amusing her, Ella, and Astrid by explaining that no I 

wasn’t hitting on her, not that she wasn’t attractive, which wasn’t to say that I was 

planning to pursue her, which didn’t mean she wasn’t worth pursuing, etc. 
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 I thought of this line long before anything else in the post. 



Weekend plans 
 

I have some interesting plans for the next two weekends, both of them courtesy of 

Ingrid’s neighbor, Ted Spindle. Astrid had taken her patient directly to the local hospital 

after our Friday night excursion, so Ingrid drove me and Ella back to her home. There we 

saw Spindle in the front yard, dressed in a similar outfit to what he wore when I first met 

him, and carrying a walking stick with a silver knob on top. He said he wanted to talk to 

the three of us, so we went inside.  

 

The first thing he did was to invite us to a Halloween party at his home next Saturday. 

Ordinarily I’d be a little reluctant to go to a party with a roomful of Spindle fans, but with 

Ella and Ingrid there it would probably be bearable.  

 

Next, he asked us if we would be interested in making a trip to Madison sometime soon. 

Actually, the place of interest is in Verona, which is located outside the capitol city.  One 

of his contacts had told him about some strange goings-on at a corporate campus there, 

ever since a construction crew had discovered a large subterranean cave on the 

property.
12

  

 

I had some familiarity with the company he was talking about, never mind how.
13

 In fact, 

the Blair Witch desk is located on the company’s land. One of the things the company is 

known for is the unusual sculptures in and around its buildings, and the phenomena 

Spindle mentioned involved the artwork. Spindle’s source had informed him that some 

late-night workers had thought they observed the pieces of art moving and even speaking. 

 

Spindle’s informant was going on vacation and, while he was away, offered his home and 

his company key card in case Spindle wanted to investigate. Spindle, seeing my 

willingness to write about the werewolf, asked if I would be interested in chronicling my 

experiences at the corporate haunted house. 

 

I was interested, and so were both Ella and Ingrid, and we decided we would go to 

Madison this weekend. 
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 The campus and the subterranean cave are real-world places. 
13

 I hadn’t decided at the time if the narrator was a former employee of the company. 



Prologue to a haunted house story 
 

Our excursion to the mysterious corporate campus has concluded and I have a LOT to 

share, which I’ll be parsing out in separate posts.  

 

Ella’s jeep has the most room of our vehicles so that’s the one we took to Madison 

Saturday morning. Ingrid brought along a duffel bag that sounded like it contained 

several metallic objects when she put it in the back of the jeep, but she was coy when I 

asked about it. Ingrid did most of the talking during the four-hour drive, speculating on 

what we would encounter. Somehow she had found out about Rock Star Gomeroke and 

insisted that we go there and sing Love Shack the next time we made a trip to Madison. 

She also made a show of pointing out the first couple of Perkins restaurants we passed.  

 

Our first stop was the company campus we would be visiting that night. We wanted to 

have a look at it in daylight and I wanted to check out the Blair Witch desk. There are 

two high construction cranes that make the company’s location pretty easy to spot from 

the highway, and as we drove up we saw the metal bones of a new building sticking up 

from its concrete foundation. We stopped in a lot nearest the main entrance and got out. 

 

We saw a cluster of long brick buildings, three stories high and topped by metallic roofs 

with wide eaves. They surrounded a courtyard. There was a skyway connecting the 

buildings closest to us and another one parallel to it on the other side of the courtyard. 

The sides of the walkways were glass from top to bottom and there was a generous 

distribution of windows along the sides and corners of the buildings.  

 

It was like the whole affair was an amalgam of a contemporary college campus, a 

pagoda, a greenhouse, and a space station.
14

 

 

The three of us entered the courtyard, which had a stream going through it, and followed 

the stream to a waterfall at the far side. From there we crossed the width of the courtyard 

and walked down some steps to a grassy clearing, at the end of which was a group of pine 

trees. About a quarter of the way up the surrounding trees was the base of what I guess 

you would call a tree house, though it looked big enough for a small family to live in.  

 

We crossed the clearing, toward the base of the tree house. There we saw a life-size 

model of a crocodile. There was also a path through the woods, which we followed until 

we found the mystery desk. Even in the daylight it was pretty creepy, so I don’t know if 

I’ll be able to handle a nighttime visit. We explored the company’s grounds a little more 

and then returned to the jeep.  

 

We went to Madison and State Street for a late lunch, and Ella took us to the Odd 

Wisconsin exhibit at the Wisconsin Historical Society. After spending the rest of the 

afternoon downtown, we went to the home that Spindle’s contact had offered him, where 

we found the key card to get into the company’s buildings.  
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 This description, as well as the descriptions of the individual pieces of artwork in this expedition, are 

based on the real-life company’s buildings and artwork. 



 

Ingrid brought in her duffel bag and started going through the gear she brought, which 

included her crossbow, a Bowie knife, a side-handle police baton, and a club hammer. 

“You brought all that?” I asked. “What was I supposed to bring?” Ingrid snorted, 

“Lipstick and nylons?”
15

 

 

“Wow, Ingrid, you look like Thor with that hammer,” said Ella. “That’s right,” said 

Ingrid, “Some crazy artwork messes with me, I’ll go all Viking warrior maiden on it!” 

 

Around 10 we left the house and returned to the campus. Which is where our story will 

resume next time. 

 

 

 

The metal cat 
 

Before commencing our explorations, Ingrid pulled the equipment out of her duffel bag. 

She wore the bowie knife and hammer on her belt, carried the crossbow on a strap that 

hung on her shoulder, and held the police baton in her left hand by the shorter handle, so 

the long part covered the outside of her arm. 

 

I had actually brought a weapon too: before leaving Detling I stopped by my church and 

filled a squirt gun with water from the baptismal font. I’m not positive that Lutheran 

baptismal font water counts the same as Catholic holy water, but I would have felt weird 

about taking stuff out of another church. Seeing Ingrid all geared up made me feel pretty 

self-conscious, so I kept the squirt gun in my jacket pocket. I had a flashlight, though, 

which would probably be more useful. Ella, meanwhile, was carrying an Indiana Jones -

style satchel, and I saw her remove a video camera from it. 

 

The first building we entered is considered the company’s main entrance. It featured a 

long reception desk that was perpendicular and to the right of the entrance rather than 

facing it. Another prominent feature was the artificial tree, placed alongside a staircase 

whose steps looked like they were made of logs. 

 

We moved forward into an area that must be pretty impressive during the day. On our left 

was a two-story wall of windows that looked out over the courtyard. Above us and on our 

right was a curving railing that indicated the termination of the second floor. At intervals 

in the railing there were discs of colored glass. 

 

Among the artwork in this part of the building were a guitar player that looked like he 

was made out of rubber bands, a sculpture of a small dragon in a birdcage, and a colorful 

fabric ostrich neck and head that I thought for sure was going to bite us. At the far end of 

the anteroom, or whatever they call it, there was a door to the courtyard and a large 

wooden cylinder that a nearby card informed us was a Newton telescope. Ahead of us 
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 A character in the final Chronicles of Narnia book claims Susan is interested “in nothing nowadays 

except nylons and lipstick and invitations.” 



was another staircase and to the right of it, facing in the direction we had come from, was 

a park bench upon which sat a life-size (presumably) metal sculpture of The Cat in the 

Hat. The cat was sitting on the left corner of the bench with a book in its lap, one arm 

resting on the back of the bench. 

 

We stopped in front of the telescope, just to look around, when we heard a sound like 

metal scraping against metal. We looked around trying to see what it was, and when we 

heard it again I was looking right at the thing making the noise. 

 

The Cat in the Hat was turning its head to look at us. 

 

I told Ella and Ingrid, and the three of us watched the cat, not moving. The cat lifted up 

the arm that was resting on the bench, swung the arm forward, and dropped it down, 

striking the bench. Then the cat leaned forward and moved its legs under the bench. With 

slow and stiff movements it stood up, still leaning forward. It straightened up slightly, so 

that it was looking at us again. It lifted its arms jerkily until they were pointing forward. 

 

And then it ran at us. 

 

It moved with an efficient stride, nothing like the awkward movements we had just seen. 

That plus its expression, which was still the familiar Cat in the Hat grin, made the sight 

terrifying. We ran out the courtyard door and closed it just in time, Ella turning around 

and recording with her video camera and Ingrid uttering a strange farrago of profanity 

and Dr. Seuss references. 

 

“Hey,” I said, “What happened to Viking warrior maiden?” 

 

“Dude! I wasn’t expecting giant…Cat in the Hat…thing!” 

 

The cat was standing in front of the door watching us. It was leaning slightly forward, 

resting the top of its hat against the window above the door. It was motionless except for 

its right arm, which it swung slowly back and forth, tapping the bar of the door. 

Tap…tap…tap… 

 

“Yeah, I’m thinking, maybe, we come back to this building later,” I said. 



Ingrid versus clown 
 

From the courtyard we walked back in the direction of the parking lot, and then took a 

right to go into the next building. We entered a hallway whose ceiling had a series of 

what first looked like wooden cross beams, though when I looked again I saw that they 

hung from the ceiling and didn’t cross it. Dispersed among the beams were small colored 

lights on long, curving stems. Ella said the structure reminded her of a pergola and I told 

her I agreed, making a mental note to look up the word “pergola” when I got a chance. 

The carpet was a light green color, with purple veins running across it, and its pattern 

made me think of hosta leaves. 

 

We were walking down the hallway, idly looking around, when Ingrid made a sound as if 

she had stepped in something and moved to the left wall of the hallway. I asked what the 

matter was. 

 

“No one said anything about clowns!”
16

 she responded, pointing ahead of us. She was 

referring to a grinning doll, maybe two feet high, dressed in an ostentatious red hat and 

dress and seated on a stool in front of an alcove that lead to a meeting room. Ella and I 

moved closer to the doll and examined it, and saw that its hat was the three-tailed, 

medieval fool variety. “I think it’s more a jester than a clown,” said Ella, “Its face isn’t 

painted.” 

 

“Oh, same difference,” retorted Ingrid, and hurried past the alcove. Ella and I ceased our 

assessments of the doll’s clownishness and joined Ingrid. We had passed a staircase on 

our left when we heard a cackle behind us.  

 

Turning around, we saw an empty hallway. Readying her crossbow, Ingrid slowly moved 

back to where the jester doll was sitting. It was gone. 

 

“OK, I’m done here,” said Ingrid, and started walking toward the door we had initially 

entered. “I think we should stay and find that thing,” said Ella. “Before it can, ah, round 

up its clown brethren to attack us.” 

 

Ingrid looked at Ella, stunned. “Crap! Are you serious?” 

 

“Well,” said Ella, “obviously I’m not an expert about…” 

 

“No, you’re right,” said Ingrid. “We’d better go after it.” Obligingly, we heard another 

cackle and this time saw the doll. It was down the hall, in the direction we were originally 

going, doing somersaults and cartwheels and finally dashing into a side hallway. The 

three of us followed.  

 

“So, um, ‘clown brethren’?” I said to Ella. She looked at me, curved the right corner of 

her mouth upward and gave a little shrug. 
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 Ingrid shares Big W’s unease with clowns. 



 

The next sound we heard wasn’t a laugh: it was running water. We followed the sound to 

a room containing a refrigerator, microwave ovens, a coffee maker, and a sink with a 

faucet that was switched on. There were cupboards and a counter with holes in it to 

deposit trash and recycling. Ingrid turned off the faucet and looked around the room, 

settling on one of the eye-level cupboards. Pointing her crossbow at the cupboard, she 

asked me to open it. I did so. 

 

Inside the cupboard there were boxes of tea and individual-serving packages of Crystal 

Light. 

 

Ingrid started surveying the room again, so she didn’t see the Crystal Light packages start 

to shake and swell up. I started saying something to warn her, which caused her to turn 

around at the moment the packages exploded, coating the whole front of her with 

powdered drink mix. 

 

We heard the jester’s laugh and saw it peering at us from the edge of the doorway before 

it ducked away. I got ready to follow Ingrid’s pursuit but she was just standing still, 

clenching her teeth and glaring. I asked if she was all right. 

 

“All right? All right? I’M COVERED IN…”
17

 Ingrid closed her eyes, inhaled slowly, 

exhaled slowly, and opened her eyes. “Let’s just get out of here,” she said, and started 

dusting herself off. 

 

We returned to the main hallway we had started from, where we were now near the 

opposite end of the building and an exit. We were about to go outside when we heard a 

high-pitched yet rough voice above and behind us say “Hey!” Turning around, we saw 

the jester hanging upside down from one of the beams that crossed the hallway ceiling. 

 

“I’ll swallow your soul! I’ll swallow your soul!” crowed the jester, wagging its head. 

 

Ingrid raised her crossbow. 

 

“Swallow this,” she said, and fired.
18

 

 

The bolt struck the jester between the eyes, knocking it from the ceiling. A thick black 

fluid sprayed from the wound. Ella and I were able to get out of the way but some of the 

stuff got on Ingrid’s leg, where it mixed with the Crystal Light. The doll staggered down 

the hallway, spraying the walls and floor, and then collapsed. Ingrid strolled over to it.  

 

“And that,” said Ingrid, putting her foot on the jester’s face and yanking out her crossbow 

bolt, “is why I don’t like clowns.” 
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 Big W has a number of colorful quotes, among them “I’m covered in Crystal Light and hatred.” 
18

 This line and action and the clown’s preceding line are from Evil Dead 2. 



Spindle’s Halloween party 
 

Saturday night I went to Spindle’s home for the party he invited me, Ella, and Ingrid to. I 

wore a Master Chief costume but as a Master Chef variant, wearing a big white hat 

instead of a helmet and carrying a wire whisk and spatula instead of weapons. (I later 

discovered that at least one other person in the world has had the same idea.) 

 

Spindle greeted me at the door. He had dyed his hair and beard white and wore a high top 

hat, a cloak, and black-rimmed round spectacles.
19

 If he was dressed as someone in 

particular, I missed the reference. Maybe he was Dr. van Helsing.  

 

There were probably about 30 people in the spacious room Spindle ushered me into. 

Among them I saw: 

 

• Sherlock Holmes 

• Dr. Orpheus 

• A vampire hunter 

• Raistlin Majere 

• A cowboy with green hair and spooky clown makeup, whom I learned later was 

the Ennis Del Mar Joker 

• The 80s version of Pandora from Guitar Hero 

• A flapper 

• A pair of women in short black cocktail dresses, one wearing a jester hat and the 

other wearing a Viking helmet
20

 

 

Ella was there too, wearing a knee-length overcoat over a black Emma Peel style catsuit, 

which sported red lines that followed the lines and curves of her body. It was as if the 

costume had come in pieces that had to be welded together, and the lines were the 

seams.
21

 

 

Ella greeted me and we started a conversation about our experiences in Verona last week 

when the ogress version of Princess Fiona from the Shrek movies approached us. “Hey, 

peeps,” said Fiona. Her voice was familiar, and not because it was Cameron Diaz’s. “Hi, 

Ingrid,”
22

 said Ella, complimenting her on her makeup. 

 

After a few minutes Ella left us, encouraging us to visit the drinks table and try one of the 

bottles a guest had contributed. “Apparently the zombie queen over there is a wine 

expert,” said Ella, pointing out a raven-haired woman in a gray gown, who was made up 

to look like a corpse.
23
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 Spindle is dressed as Dr. Caligari from the silent film The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari. 
20

 Dr. Orpheus, a vampire hunter, a flapper, a sexy jester & sexy Viking were recent costumes worn by 

people I know. 
21

 Ella is dressed as Jakita Wagner from the Planetary comic. 
22

 Big W’s husband dressed as Shrek for Halloween one year. 
23

 This is meant to be the Detlingverse version of madolan, one of the influences for Ella, who appears here 

as she did for Madison’s first Zombie Lurch. Madolan is who introduced me to Planetary. 



 

“Ella’s a smokin’ hot babe in that outfit, huh?” asked Ingrid. “I hadn’t really thought 

about that,” I said nobly. “Oh whatever,” said Ingrid, “Mr. My-blog-has-a-tag-called-hot-

pastors.” 

 

I met a couple of interesting people there. One of them was the zombie queen, who 

approached me after I poured a glass of wine and asked me what I thought of it. I 

responded that it was as delightful and fascinating as the woman who brought it.
24

 She 

had an uncommonly soothing voice and I wondered if she was a counselor or 

something.
25

  

 

It turns out she’s read this blog and was intrigued by my posts about the haunted 

corporate campus in Verona. And she was absolutely fascinated by Ingrid, so I 

introduced the two of them. When I left the pair, the zombie was asking Ingrid about 

something called Montello, which I guessed was the name of one of the wines she had 

brought. 

 

I met another Detling Adventures reader at the party, a man with short dark hair who 

appeared middle-aged but had a quirky sort of ebullience that made him seem younger, 

smiling the whole time we spoke and pronouncing his drink as “damn fine wine” with a 

goofy earnestness. His costume looked like one of the desert outfits the characters in the 

Dune movie wore.  

 

He told me that Spindle had helped him out of a strange situation too, but before I could 

get more details Ella rushed over, calling him Agent something-or-other and saying what 

an honor it was to meet him. I kind of tuned out when she started talking with him about 

some time he had spent in the Pacific Northwest and a lodge he stayed at.
26

 

 

Oh, and I found out I gave Spindle his latest story idea. Spindle thanked me for indirectly 

suggesting the “The Puker in the Parlour” to him. He wrote it as a satire of his own 

stories and it apparently has been well-received.  

 

 
Comment from Ingrid: 

 

“I responded that it was as delightful and fascinating as the woman who brought it.” 

 

Right, James Bond. What I remember you saying was: “It’s really good. Like, *really* good.” 
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 In a comment to this post Ingrid rejects the narrator’s version of the exchange. The idea of the narrator 

claiming to say something suave and a commenter claiming otherwise came from Russell Reed, Buddy 

Kant co-writer and fellow participant in the Film101 podcast (http://feeds2.feedburner.com/Film101), after he 

read the concluding werewolf post. 
25

 Madolan owns a Counselor Troi coffee mug. 
26

 This paragraph and the preceding one are describing an encounter with a character I imagined to be 

Agent Dale Cooper from Twin Peaks. At the conclusion of the series Cooper was trapped in the Black 

Lodge. He was portrayed by Kyle MacLachlan, who played the lead in Dune. 



Lumpy 
 

Time for another flashback to our trip to the mysterious corporate campus two weeks 

ago.  

 

Before Ella, Ingrid and I went on the next step of the journey, Ella collected some of the 

jester’s black fluid (or “ichor,” as she called it) in a container that resembled the one 

Venkman used to collect the mucous at the beginning of Ghostbusters. She retrieved the 

pure fluid as well as the Crystal Light mixture on Ingrid’s leg. 

 

Our latest destination was an underground corridor between the jester building and the 

one closest to it. Part of the corridor was done up to look like a subway car, and slumped 

in one of the seats along the wall was a curious object: a doll — I think it was a 

pantyhose doll — about five feet long. She wore a wig and a simple dress and jacket, and 

had a morose, pouty sort of expression. 

 

We stopped in front of the subway woman and Ingrid nudged her with her foot. “How 

‘bout it, Lumpy?” said Ingrid. “Gonna try anything?” The figure was silent. 

 

We started to continue down the corridor but stopped when he heard what sounded like a 

person’s whisper. We heard it again: it sounded like someone whispering the word 

“don’t.” Someone behind us. 

 

Turning around, we saw Lumpy standing in the middle of the corridor, still slumped and 

with that same morose expression. 

 

“Don’t what?” asked Ella. She removed the video camera from her satchel.  

 

Lumpy raised her arms so they were perpendicular to the walls.  

 

“Don’t…” 

 

She started to rise in the air. 

  

“…call…” 

 

Her voice was becoming louder and harsher. And her eyes started go glow red. 

 

“…me…” 

 

Claws extended from her fingers. 

 

“…Lumpy!!” 

 

She shrieked that last word, opening her mouth wide and revealing rows of long teeth. 

 



“Ho ho!” said Ingrid, removing the bowie knife from her belt. “Wanna dance, sister?” 

Ella meanwhile, was recording with her video camera. It was like my companions were 

auditioning for a “Things Not to Do When Confronted by a Flying Pantyhose Doll 

Monster” PSA. 

 

Lumpy did a dive bomb maneuver at Ingrid, which Ingrid evaded. Lumpy continued 

flying down the corridor and we cautiously followed, though we soon lost sight of her. 

We kept walking down the corridor anyway and stopped when the scene in front of us 

abruptly changed. The corridor continued but now the ceiling and one of the walls 

appeared to be made of stone, and there were vines dispersed throughout.  

 

“Dude! Did we just go through a time warp or something?” said Ingrid.  

 

“I think this is just the way it’s decorated,” I responded. 

 

Ingrid shook her head. “Weird!” 

 

 

 

Return to the Blair Witch desk 
 

After our encounter with Lumpy we were near a door to the outside of the campus, which 

led to the tree house and wooded area containing the Blair Witch desk. Despite the 

dangerous indoor encounters we had, I was curious to visit the desk at night, and so was 

Ella. Ingrid protested but agreed to accompany us. 

 

I should point out that I wouldn’t have considered a nighttime visit if I wasn’t with two 

other people, one of whom was armed. You’d have to be crazy to go to a place like that 

after dark just for a photo and something to write about on your blog.
27

 

 

We proceeded to the woods. Even though we had been there earlier in the day, we were 

still a little startled when our flashlights illuminated the crocodile model under the 

treehouse. We followed the path to the desk, keeping an eye on the woods around us. 

 

“Oh!” said Ingrid. “You know what I should have brought?” 

 

“Um…a squirt gun filled with Lutheran baptismal font water?” I asked hopefully.  

 

“A squirt gun with…what? No, I should have brought the night vision goggles!” 
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 Self-referential humor 



 
 

We found the desk, unchanged as far as we remembered from our visit earlier in the day. 

I almost would have preferred a confrontation with the mysterious entity who created the 

desk, since that would have provided a check on my imagined origins of the object. Was 

it produced by the ghost of an employee trying to re-create its earthly experience? A feral 

child imitating its neighbors? 

 

In the photo you can see a stick lying on the top of the desk, perpendicular to the sticks 

that make up its surface. The image it evoked for me was a desk telephone, and I picked 

it up and held it to the side of my head. “Hey, Ella. Whaaat’s happening?”
28

 I said. 

 

I heard a voice in my ear, coming from the stick. 

 

At first I thought I was hearing a series of growls, as if someone had called me on a cell 

phone and then fed it to a dog. But then I realized that the series of sounds were measured 

and had precise variations, as if I was hearing a foreign language. Really foreign. Like, 

unheard-of consonants and vowels foreign. 

 

There was one phrase that I was able to remember easier than the others. If I had to 

replicate it with the English alphabet, I suppose it would be something like “cthulhu 

fhtagn.”
29

 

 

I gave the stick to Ella and told her to listen. She did so for a few seconds, then gasped 

loudly and dropped the stick. “We have to get out of here,” she whispered, her eyes wide.  

 

Ingrid and I followed her out of the woods. When we were halfway between the woods 

and the building we had come from, Ella pulled a phone out her satchel and moved away 

from us. “Give me a few minutes,” she said, moving away from us. Ingrid asked me what 

had happened and I told her what I knew. 
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 Office Space reference 
29

 Call of Cthulhu, get it? 



 

“So Ella understood that?” said Ingrid. “She speaks Parseltongue now?” Ingrid looked at 

Ella for a few moments. “Suppose she’s talking to her shrink?” 

 

“I doubt it,” I said, “She didn’t seem all that freaked out by Brand, after all.” 

 

After about five minutes Ella returned to us. “OK, ready,” she said, much more composed 

and downright cheerful compared to how she was earlier. She started walking toward the 

building we had come out of. Ingrid demanded an explanation of what she had heard in 

the woods, but all Ella would say was that it was a message not meant for us. She was 

just as reticent about the phone call, saying nothing more than that that she was talking to 

a “colleague.” She seemed more interested in prompting us to continue the indoors part 

of our expedition.  

 

By now we had reached a set of stairs that lead back up to the courtyard area of the 

campus. “You’re sure?” I said, “I mean, we’ve been attacked by Cat in the Hat, a clown, 

and a doll.” 

 

Ella turned around and leaned against one of the stair rails. She smirked and arched her 

left eyebrow in a way that made her look a little sassy. “Absolutely,” she said. 

 



Lumpy’s return 
 

This is probably the next-to-last post I’ll have about the corporate campus Ella, Ingrid 

and I visited last month. After the events of the last post the three of us were on the edge 

of the courtyard area of the campus, and decided to cross to the other side. Our 

destination was a building with three sets of floor-to-roof windows that became shorter 

from left to right, like a reverse cell phone reception indicator.  

 

We had crossed a bridge across the courtyard’s stream when we saw someone was 

walking toward us. I was worried about having to explain Ingrid’s armaments when I saw 

who it was and became worried for different reasons: it was Lumpy. 

 

Ingrid raised her crossbow but Lumpy waved a hand at her, which sent Ingrid flying off 

to the side. Lumpy did the same thing to Ella and looked at me, smiling widely with that 

mouth full of scary teeth. Not knowing what else to do, I pulled out my squirt gun and 

fired it at Lumpy. 

 

“Nooo!!!” shrieked Lumpy. “Lutheran baptismal font water! My one weakness!” I kept 

dousing her and she dissolved, like the Wicked Witch of the West. Ingrid and Ella 

walked up to me, looking at me with awe. 

 

“Looks like Lumpy had herself a meltdown,” I said, pocketing the squirt gun. 

 

 
Comment from Ingrid: 

Dude! That SO did not happen!
30

 

 

Comment from Ella: 

Hey Arthur: you forgot the part where you made out with the Progressive Insurance checkout lady!
31

 

 

Comment from Ingrid: 

Seriously, Ella, what’s the R.R. stand for? 

 

Comment from Ella 

My middle names are in honor of my aunt Rose Rita.
32
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 Ingrid is correct. This post is the narrator indulging himself. 
31

 A reference to the post about the dream: “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.” 
32

 Rose Rita Pottinger, a character in John Bellairs’ New Zebedee books 



Ingrid’s duel 
 

OK, the last post was employing some dramatic license. But I wasn’t making up the 

building I described, and that was the one we entered next, though a door at its corner.  

 

We were on an upper floor that extended only halfway to a wall of windows opposite us, 

three stories high. We descended to the main floor, which was apparently the cafeteria: in 

the front half there were round tables with chairs as well as red, yellow, and green picnic 

tables, and in the back half were cash registers and counters. The floor in the front half, 

where we were, was carpeted and the floor in the back half was tiled. That made it easier 

to hear the slow footsteps of something from the far end of the room moving in our 

direction. 

 

It was another metal sculpture, about five feet high. It had two arms and legs and walked 

like a person, but its head was what I guessed was a frog’s and its limbs were long and 

thin, like an insect’s. It wore a vest, tie, and tailcoat and carried a bamboo walking stick 

with a curved end. Like the Cat in the Hat it had a creepy, immobile grin.  

 

The three of us crouched under a picnic table watching it. The gentleman frog stopped 

walking and surveyed our half of the cafeteria. Then it looked at the table we were under, 

and started walking toward it. The frog grasped the upper part of the cane with its free 

hand and pulled its hands in opposite directions, revealing a sword concealed within the 

cane. It dropped the cane and slashed the air with the blade. 

 

Ingrid stood up, removed the crossbow she wore over her shoulder and grasped the club 

hammer that was hanging from her belt. She held her left arm, which was covered by the 

police baton, in front of her. “OK,” said Ingrid, “this I can handle.” 

 

Ingrid moved to our left, and the frog altered its direction to follow. She moved to the 

central part of the room, where there was more empty space between tables, and stood at 

the ready. The frog stopped in front of her. They were still for a few moments, and then 

the frog swung its sword. 

 

Ingrid easily blocked the blade with her baton and countered with the hammer, striking 

the frog in the side of the head. The frog staggered but quickly recovered and thrust 

forward with the sword, which Ingrid was able to dodge. She gave another swing of the 

hammer, striking the frog in the chin.  

 

There were a couple more of exchanges like that, the frog missing and Ingrid striking 

hard enough to leave a dent each time, her braid twirling around her. However, the frog’s 

speed remained the same for each of its maneuvers, while Ingrid’s became slower.  

 

Then the frog bounded to the closest table, leapt on its surface, and leapt again toward 

Ingrid, holding its sword with the point downward. Ingrid dodged and struck with the 

hammer, this time on the frog’s right knee. The frog landed in a crouch and rose to its 

feet, but was having trouble standing: Ingrid’s blow had knocked a curve into its leg.  



 

Ingrid placed the baton on a table near her and immediately picked it up again, this time 

holding it by the shaft rather than the short handle. The handle was now on the end of the 

baton furthest away from her, like she was carrying an “L” on a stick. She moved toward 

the frog, who looked like it had figured out how to stand on its bent leg. Ingrid moved the 

baton forward, caught the frog’s sword arm within the L part of the baton, and struck 

again at the frog’s right knee. And then at the other knee.  

 

Ingrid backed away from the frog, who fell to the floor. It tried to get up but its legs were 

now so bent that it couldn’t. It flailed its sword wildly. Ella picked up Ingrid’s crossbow 

and the two of us approached Ingrid, who was catching her breath.  

 

“Ingrid, that was amazing,” said Ella. “Eh, no problem,” responded Ingrid. “I think we’re 

good here.” Ella recorded some footage of the frog and we made our exit. 

 



Batrachian surprise 
 

For now I’m going to conclude my chronicle of the haunted corporate campus. There are 

a couple more things that happened that I may post about in the future, but I think it’s 

time to bring this blog back to Detling. And the frog story from last post actually has a 

direct sequel, which is what this post is about. 

 

The three of us left the campus and returned to the house that Spindle’s contact had made 

available to us. We stayed up for a couple of hours looking at the footage Ella had shot 

and reminiscing before turning in. The house had a master bedroom and a guest room. 

Ella and I both insisted that Ingrid take the bedroom, given all the work she had done that 

night. As for the guest room, Ella and I got into a “No, you” / “No, you” kind of 

discussion before Ingrid told us to flip a coin for it already, which led to Ella taking the 

room. I had a sleeping bag so it wasn’t a great hardship to sleep in the carpeted living 

room. 

 

We didn’t really get moving until early Sunday afternoon. We were pretty ready to go 

home, so we left for Detling soon after getting some food.  

 

The sun was starting to go down when we got into town. Ella asked if we wanted to stop 

at the bookstore for beverages, and Ingrid and I were interested. Inside The Bookmark we 

saw Miriam at the back of the store, coming out of a room that must be the office. 

Cheerful as always, she asked what the occasion was. I figured it would be wisest to let 

Ella come up with a cover story, so I walked a little slower than normal, looking at the 

shelves, while Ella and Ingrid approached Miriam.  

 

I heard the door to the store bang open behind me. I turned around and saw the 

overdressed metal frog from Verona striding toward me, brandishing its sword.  

 

A number of thoughts entered my mind. How had it gotten there? Had it clung to the 

underside of Ella’s jeep the whole time? Entered a portal in time and space? I wish a 

more practical thought like Get out of the way! had crossed my mind, because the frog 

swung its sword beneath my chin and connected.  

 

The force of the blow knocked my head back so that I found myself looking at the 

ceiling, then the wall behind me, then the floor, then a headless body wearing the same 

clothes as me, then the ceiling, then the wall, then the floor.
33
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 My desire to write this sentence is the main reason for putting the narrator in this situation. 



Bookstore shenanigans  
 

Hola, amigos. Ingrid here. So, yeah, like Arthur said in the last post, he got his head cut 

off by an oversized aluminum frog sculpture. After doing the dirty deed Froggy pointed 

at me. If I hadn’t just seen him cut of my buddy’s head I would have thought it was pretty 

funny, some frog in a tux trying to look badass. I was actually glad that Jiminy Cricket’s 

evil cousin had his sights on me, since that would give Ella and Miriam a chance to get 

out of the store and get my stuff out of Ella’s jeep. Because right then I had nothin’ but 

my fists and my charm to defend myself with. 

 

Froggy was between me and the counter, so even if Miriam had done something as 

awesome and hilarious as hiding a shotgun under there, I wouldn’t be able to get at it. 

Something I could get at was the kids’ area of the bookstore, which had a couple of chairs 

with plastic seats and metal legs. I rushed over there, grabbed a chair, and held it in front 

of me, with the legs pointed at Froggy.  

 

Luckily, Froggy was dumb enough to start swinging at me. My plan was just to block his 

swings with the chair, running interference for Ella and Miriam. I had the idea of 

charging Froggy and pinning him against a bookshelf with the chair, but I guessed he 

would give me some nasty kicks if I tried that. I was about to tell the two ladies to get out 

to the jeep but then I saw Miriam run behind the frog, so I figured they already knew 

what to do.  

 

And here’s where it starts getting weird. (Yeah, I know, I’ve got an abnormally high 

weirdness threshold.) I’m concentrating on Froggy’s sword and out of the corner of my 

eye I see this bright purple
34

 thing swinging toward the right side of his head. The thing 

connects and there’s this sound like thunder and what looks like a purple lightning bolt 

running down the frog’s body and it collapses. I look over to my right and there’s Ella, 

carrying this pole with a round purple crystal on the end. I’m all, “What is that?” and 

she’s like, “Miriam got it out of her office.” I look toward the front of the store and I see 

Miriam kneeling next to Arthur and holy crap, dudes: Arthur’s HEAD IS BACK ON HIS 

BODY.  

 

So I drop the chair, and Ella and I go over to Miriam and Arthur, and I see that Arthur’s 

breathing. I say to Miriam “Did you just reattach his head?” and she gets all embarrassed 

and says “um…yeah,” and I say “How? With magic?” and she’s like “uh-huh” and I say 

“That’s awesome!” and she starts smiling and blushing. Too cute! I’d never met an actual 

spell casting lady before, but me and my sister have hunted some strange beasties so it 

wasn’t a total shock to find out that there’s also a real-life Hermione or whatever that 

Harry Potter girl’s name is.
35
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 I associate purple with Miriam’s magic in homage to Mrs. Zimmerman in John Bellairs’ New Zebedee 

books, a degree-holding witch whose favorite color was purple. 
35

 I now realize it’s inconsistent for Ingrid to know what Parseltongue is (page 23) but not who Hermione 

Granger is. 



Ella says that she can’t even see a scar on Arthur’s neck. I would have been a little 

bummed about that if I were him. I mean, seriously, folks: a DECAPITATION scar? 

How sweet would that be? Then Arthur opens his eyes and starts acting all dazed, and 

Miriam starts talking to him in a low voice. I hear Arthur say something about an 

heiress,
36

 which I don’t get at all. Miriam just REATTACHED YOUR HEAD WITH 

MAGIC and you think she’s Paris Hilton? Anyway, here’s where Arthur tells me he 

wants to pick up the story. Peace out, be excellent to each other, and see ya, shorties. 

 

 

Miriam revealed 
 

So there I was, flat on my back and looking up at a petite sorceress who had just saved 

my life in a way that no surgeon could have. I felt like I had just woken up from a deep 

sleep but had no other symptoms otherwise.  

 

The three of us had a bunch of questions for Miriam. I don’t want to devote this post to 

the secret history of the practice of magic in the Midwest but I’ll share some of the more 

interesting information.  

 

No, she can’t raise the dead: apparently my condition was only mostly dead.
37

 

Nonetheless, if she had gotten to me just a minute later, I wouldn’t have had a chance. 

The object Ella had hit the frog with was a staff that Miriam had enchanted.  

 

No, Miriam can’t transform into an animal. And she was “home schooled” in magic, so 

she didn’t go to the Wisconsin version of Hogwarts. 

 

Ingrid asked if Miriam could fly, like Glinda the Good Witch, and her response was that 

“it’s more levitating than flying.” Ingrid got pretty excited about that and asked for a 

demonstration, but Miriam said she didn’t think she could do it at that moment. “I get too 

embarrassed when I’m in front of people!” said Miriam, blushing. Finally, Miriam agreed 

to raise herself a couple of inches. 

 

I wanted to know if Annabelle had the kind of talents that Miriam did. “Oh my gosh! 

Remember that day you first met us? She was floating when you came into the store!” I 

just checked the post on that meeting and saw what must have been Miriam’s reaction to 

seeing Annabelle showing off. And I wonder now about that flying woman Annabelle 

was drawing. I asked Miriam if her husband was a spell caster too. “Oh no, he’s more of 

a computer geek.” 

 

After we were done with our questions Miriam looked at the floor and sighed, saying that 

she was going to have a hard time getting the blood out of the carpet. That surprised me 

and I asked if she could just use her magic to get the stains out. She was amused by that 
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 As the narrator clarifies in a comment, he is referring to Aeris, a character in the video game Final 

Fantasy VII whose personality is similar to Miriam’s. 
37

 Princess Bride reference 



idea. “Geez you guys, I’m not a miracle worker!” she laughed. She did say that she 

knows someone who’s good with potions, who might have some ideas. 

 

Next post: A return to the present! 

 

 

 

 

Ella’s artistic compromise 
 

The day after Thanksgiving, there are various events in downtown Detling that culminate 

with the illumination of the holiday lights downtown and a small parade.
38

 I knew that 

The Bookmark was going to be part of the parade but didn’t know what Miriam and Ella 

had in mind for it, so late that afternoon I stopped in to find out.  

 

The first person I saw was Ella, dressed in what looked like a pilgrim’s outfit: a plain, 

dark, long-sleeved dress with a white collar and apron. I figured that for the parade she 

was representing a literary character and I asked which one. Ella smirked and cocked her 

eyebrow. “I’ll show who you I was going to be,” she said, pulling an in-process prop 

from under the counter: 

 

 
 

“Oh, Ella,” said Miriam in a maternal but good-humored sort of way, approaching from 

the back of the store. She was wearing a white sweater over a puffy pink gown, plus a 

high crown.
39

 She was holding the hand of Annabelle, who was wearing a sweater and 

blue checked dress and had her hair in pigtails.   

 

“Miriam doesn’t think parents would appreciate explaining what the ‘A’ stands for,” said 

Ella. “So…” she removed her white collar and apron. “…now I’m Jane Eyre.” 

 

Miriam told me that Ingrid was going to drive them in her pickup truck for the parade. I 

asked Miriam if she was going to throw books instead of candy to the crowd. She 

laughed and asked me if I wanted to join them in the parade. I declined, ignoring Ella’s 

suggestion that I could be the vampire from the Twilight books and make the teenage 

girls swoon. 
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 Based on River Falls’ River Dazzle parade. 
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 Glinda the Good Witch, whom Ingrid compared Miriam to last post. 



 

I watched the parade and thought Ella and Miriam had the most creative idea of all the 

participants. Though I did see another memorable figure from one of the other local 

businesses: someone in a blaze orange jacket wearing a deer mask that looked like this.
40

 

The realistic style of the mask and the baleful way the creature’s mouth was open made 

the figure a little frightening; it looked like something that would torment hunters in a 

Midwestern vegetarian Dante’s Inferno. 

 

 

 

 

Movie time 
 

Earlier this week I got an update from Ella on her filmmaker cousin, who wanted to use 

the Brand incident as the basis for a short movie. He completed the script, cast actors, 

assembled a crew, and wants to start filming this weekend. He’s going to shoot his first 

scene at The Bookmark, and invited me to attend.  

 

Ella had some details of the script. She and I are going to be the protagonists, and her 

cousin’s action philosopher character is going to take the place of Ted Spindle. The 

climactic scene will be at the amphitheatre but in addition to me confronting Brand, the 

action philosopher and Ingrid are going to battle Brand’s minions.  
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 The link is to http://www.partyon-line.co.uk/products/stag_deer_mask/1235/. The costume the narrator 

describing is worn by someone in all the River Dazzle parades I’ve seen. 



Bookstore moviemaking 
 

Saturday I saw the filming of a pair of scenes between the movie version of me and Ella 

at the real-life Bookmark, directed by Ella’s cousin. Her cousin is called Pike, and I 

neglected to ask if that was a real first name, nickname, middle name, or last name. He’s 

a least a foot and a half taller than Ella, with light brown hair in a style that called to my 

mind a New Zealand surfer.   

 

Pike gripped my hand in a strong shake when Ella introduced him. “How you doin’, my 

man?” he said in a booming voice, “Heard you kicked some serious supernatural ass!”
41

 I 

responded that I did have some help.  

 

For now I’ll provide an abbreviated production diary. I hung around in the background of 

the shoot, since I felt a little awkward about the prospect of meeting the guy playing me. 

He didn’t have all that close a physical resemblance to me, which actually made me more 

comfortable watching the scene. The woman playing Ella was pretty near the source, 

though, with a similar build, black hair, and a fair complexion. She also had large dark 

eyes that made her appear as if she had intense interest in whatever the person she was 

looking at was saying.  

 

Pike told me that Movie Ella has done a lot of improv
42

 and a good part of the dialogue I 

heard wasn’t in the script that Pike shared with me. Some of these exchanges were less 

usable than others: 

 
ARTHUR 

Do you have my biography here? Title is The 

Erotic Explosion of Sexy. 

 

ELLA 

Oo, I don’t know. Did you check the Science 

Fiction section? 

 

ARTHUR 

I suppose some of the stuff in there is pretty 

tough to believe. 

 

ELLA 

Wait, I remember. It’s in the Psychology section. 

It comes free with a Diagnostic Manual of Mental 

Disorders. 
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 Pike’s profession, appearance, and personality are based on Rick Stemm, my co-writer for several short 

scripts and a co-participant in Film101. Rick writes comments as Pike for the Detling Adventures. 
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 Movie Ella’s appearance and improv background are based on Sarah M., a writer who performs with 

Atlas Improv. 



ARTHUR 

I’ll have you know that hours of research went 

into that book. 

 

ELLA 

Wow, those two-minute increments sure add up. 

 

Pike thought some of the other flirtatious improvisations worked, and was thinking of 

keeping them in the scene and rewriting later scenes. During a break in the shooting I 

heard Pike ask Ella if she would be comfortable if the movie versions of her and me got 

together at the end. She looked around, saw me, turned back to Pike, and gave him a 

response in a voice that was too low for me to hear. 

 

 

 

Return to the amphitheater 
 

Last weekend was another unusually action-packed one. There was the planned action, 

with Pike shooting some fights for the climax of the movie, and some unplanned action 

that followed. 

 

Saturday was warm for this time of year and Pike planned to do some shooting at the 

amphitheater after sundown. I was there to watch and so was Ella, who expressed some 

discontent that Pike was at that location after dark. I was a little nervous being there too, 

actually. I heard Ella get Pike to promise not to shoot any nighttime scenes at the 

amphitheater on the 21st but didn’t hear what was so objectionable about that date.
43

  

 

The fight scenes were pretty fun to watch. The action philosopher character — played by 

Pike — is apparently also a swordsman. And the movie version of Ingrid is some sort of 

plainclothes ninja. The actress playing her has Ingrid’s height but Astrid’s build and 

delivered her lines with a Norwegian accent. Pike kept Ingrid’s dialogue similar to the 

real-life version’s though, so I heard a lot of “dooode”s. I got to play a minion and have a 

battle with her. 

 

Ella and I stuck around after most of the filming was done, while Pike and two of his 

comrades finished up. We were standing on the amphitheater stage when I heard Ella 

gasp. I looked at her and followed her gaze to the front of the ground in front of the stage, 

where three figures were standing silently.  

 

“Hey guys,” Pike said, “You have this place reserved or something? We’ll be gone in a 

few minutes.” 

 

The figure in the center stepped forward. “There is no need for you to leave,” a smooth 

male voice said. “In fact, we would be pleased if you would remain as our…guests.” The 

man’s pale face was now illuminated by our lights, and we saw that he had a wolfish leer 
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 This was posted in December and the 21st of that month is the winter solstice. 



which exposed unusually long incisor teeth. And some trick of the light made his eyes 

appear red. His two companions — a man and a woman — stepped forward, and their 

faces also had those unusual characteristics.  

 

Pike sighed and put his arms around the shoulders of his remaining crew members. One 

was about Pike’s height with a fairly athletic build, and the other was shorter but had a 

scar on his forehead that suggested he had some experience getting out of nasty 

situations.
44

 

 

“Well guys,” said Pike, “we’ve been through a lot together. And now, it looks like we’re 

going to have to fight our way through some vampires.” Pike grinned. “Is this not the best 

movie shoot ever?” 

 

 

 

Action scene, cut short 
 

From last post: 

 

“Well guys,” said Pike, “we’ve been through a lot together. And now, it looks like 

we’re going to have to fight our way through some vampires.” Pike grinned. “Is 

this not the best movie shoot ever?” 

 

“Are you insane?” snapped Ella. 

 

“We can totally do this!” countered Pike. “Number one, we don’t even know if these are 

real vampires. Two, we’ve got some extra swords here so we can at least hold them off. 

Three, we crossed a bridge to get here, right? Vampires hate running water. We get to the 

bridge and we’re safe!” 

 

Ella groaned and moved to the back of our group. “I’m calling Miriam,” she said. “You’ll 

keep them distracted, right?” 

 

“Good Plan B, Ella” said Pike. “Stay close and grab a sword, guys.” The trio in front of 

the amphitheater hadn’t moved from their previous position, and still didn’t move when 

we picked up swords that were used in the fight scenes recorded earlier. But when we 

stepped off the stage they started to follow. We walked backward down the path we had 

come. 

 

“Sorry, gentlemen and lady,” said Pike, “but we’ve got to go.” 

 

“I insist that you stay,” said the man who had spoken to us, with an edge of menace. He 

and Pike had the following exchange: 
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Pike: I reject your insistence. 

 

Vampire: Your rejection is futile. 

 

Pike: Your definition of futility is irrelevant. 

 

Vampire: Your concept of relevance is inconsequential. 

 

Pike: Your…inconsequentiality…um…. 

 

Second Vampire: Oh, screw this. 

 

The second male vampire lunged at Pike, who responded with an impressive sword 

strike. “Wow, Pike!” I said. But then I saw that the vampire merely had torn clothes and 

an affronted look.  

 

“Pike?” said the female vampire. “Hold on.” She looked at the stage, where Pike and his 

crew had left the equipment. “Are you shooting a movie here?” 

 

“Yeah,” said Pike. 

 

The vampiress looked at us. “Is one of you…Arthur Lewis Ormand?” 

 

I didn’t think it would be a good idea to identify myself and no one else said anything 

either. The vampiress smirked and widened her eyes. She was looking at me. When she 

spoke again her voice had a weirdly resonant quality, as if it were causing the strings of a 

cello to vibrate next to my ear. “Is one of you Arthur...” 

 

“Yeah, that’s me,” I said, with an enthusiasm that surprised me. I half expected a 

Spartacus moment
45

 from my companions, which didn’t materialize. I did hear another 

groan from Ella, however. 

 

The vampiress moved a little closer to me, though not close enough to be hit by a sword. 

Her eyes were bright and her full lips were curved in an anticipatory smile that revealed 

her fangs.  

 

“Omigod!” she said in a normal voice. “I read your blog!” 

 

“Really?” I said. 
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“Totally!” she responded. “It’s so cool that someone’s writing about the real Detling!”  

 

“Thanks!” I said. I hadn’t met such an enthusiastic a reader before. 

 

“Oh! And I love Ingrid! You should do more stuff with her!” 

 

Ella sighed. “Come on, Arthur, she’s just toying with you.” 

 

The vampiress clapped her hands. “Ooo! You’re Ella, right? That is such an Ella thing to 

say!” 

 

“Well, yes,” said Ella, a little vexed.  

 

The vampiress turned to her companions. “Aw, we have to let these guys go!” 

 

At that moment a breeze came up. It was strange, because I could hear it and see the 

vampires’ hair and clothes blowing, but I felt nothing. The breeze quickly escalated to a 

gale that the vampires had trouble standing against. But I still couldn’t feel anything and 

it didn’t seem to affect anyone in our group either. 

 

Ella chuckled. “Brilliant, Miriam! Let’s get out of here.”  

 

“But…” I pointed at the vampiress. “I thought we were, you know, connecting.” 

 

“She can post a comment if she likes the blog so much,” Ella said. “Now come on.”  

 

We ran back to our cars and Ella told us to meet at the bookstore. Shortly after I got 

there, Miriam arrived. She explained that she set up the birdbath in her backyard to show 

her locations she’s familiar with, kind of like Galadriel’s fountain in The Fellowship of 

the Ring, I guess. That’s how she knew how to target the wind she created. Upon learning 

that Miriam couldn’t teleport the movie equipment from the amphitheater, Pike resolved 

to go there shortly after dawn to retrieve it.  

 

 

 

 



Amphitheater snowman 
 

Apparently, the strange goings-on at the amphitheater include people creating a snowman 

with tentacles coming out of its head.
46

 

 

 
 

Or was it people who created the snowman? After all, no…human being would stack 

snow like this. (http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0087332/quotes)
47
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 Not something I created for the blog but something I discovered on a trip to the amphitheater at River 

Falls. I thought it had a superficial resemblance to Cthulhu. 
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 The link is to the quotes page for IMDb’s Ghostbusters listing. “You’re right, no…human being would 

stack books like this.” 



Poll: Meeting with a vampire 
 

The intriguing feedback from the vampire post has given me an opportunity to try out 

Wordpress’s poll feature for the first time.  

 

 
 



The Vampire Leticia
48

 
 

The poll results were in favor of a meeting with the lady vampire, which is kind of how I 

was leaning anyway. She left an e-mail address in her comment, which is how I contacted 

her to set up our meeting last night. The place I selected is a coffeehouse purchased last 

year by one of my former high school English teachers and her daughter.
49

 As promised 

in her comment, Ingrid would be there too. 

 

Shortly after I arrived and secured a table, Ingrid came in, strode over, and took the seat 

next to me. “So what happened?” she asked with smirk. “Pastor Hottie break your heart? 

Is that why you’re going on a date with someone that can’t stand crucifixes?” 

 

“First of all, this has nothing to do with my pastor,” I said. “Second, I don’t really see this 

as a date…” 

 

Ingrid snorted. “Yeah, it never is with you, is it? Anyway, check this out.” She rolled up 

one of her sleeves, revealing a wooden stake strapped to her wrist. She rolled up the 

other, showing me a container of McCormick garlic salt. “How about you, what’re you 

packing?” she asked. “One of your squirt guns with Lutheran holy water?” 

 

At this point the vampiress entered. She was tall with long, dark red hair and had a 

narrow, refined kind of face, with pale skin and high cheekbones. This refinement was 

offset somewhat by the sweater she was wearing, which was blue and red and decorated 

with white snowflakes and reindeer. As they were when I first met her, her eyes were 

bright and her lips were full. And yes, she was hot. 

 

She grinned broadly when she first saw us then quickly covered her mouth, looking 

around. She approached our table and sat opposite me. “Got to be careful,” she said, 

smiling and pointing to her exposed fangs. She greeted Ingrid enthusiastically. 

 

The vampiress told us her name was Leticia and that she would love to know more about 

our Verona expedition and the Brand incident. She said she couldn’t tell us a lot about the 

vampiric world but would be happy to share what she could. She took great care to point 
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 When I turned 21 I visited a number of bars in River Falls during winter break and one of those I went to 

was called Club Kaos. I was sitting at the bar and two stools down was an attractive, slightly older woman, 

whose girlfriend had momentarily left her. She moved over so she was sitting next to me, and soon 

afterward when I started to take a drink told me “Cheers.” She ended up starting a conversation with me 

and we even went on the dance floor, which was all a bit of a thrill since that kind of attention isn’t 
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her name but it sounds the way Leticia is pronounced. She didn’t physically resemble the Detlingverse 

Leticia — she was slightly shorter than me and had brown hair — but the name and its associations are a 

good fit for the attractive, friendly, but ultimately unattainable vampiress. 

 

It’s kind of a cliché to have a vampire with an elegant name but it’s one I wanted to indulge in. 
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out that she doesn’t kill her victims: she takes what she needs and mesmerizes them into 

forgetting the encounter.  

 

Ingrid pressed Leticia on whether she would ever kill someone and she said “well, if 

someone really pissed me I suppose off I might!” with a little laugh. We waited for her to 

say she was kidding. She didn’t.  

 

Regarding the night we met, Leticia told us that that her two companions were from out 

of town, and that as far as she knows she’s the only vampire who lives around Detling. It 

made sense to me that vampires would want to live in more populous areas, though 

Leticia did inform us that there’s a small north woods community that gets a number of 

vampire visitors each year.
50

  

 

She looked like she was in her late 20s but I figured that wouldn’t be an accurate 

indication of how old she really was. I asked how long she had been a vampire but she 

declined to answer (“you don’t ask a lady how old she is!”). Similarly, she wouldn’t say 

how she had been turned.  

 

Ingrid asked “So do you…like being undead?” Leticia became more serious. “I don’t 

really think of it as undead,” she said quietly. “I mean, the people I…it’s different, 

but…it’s not really a liking or not liking kind of thing.” 

 

I figured I would change the subject so I gave some more details about our various 

encounters in Verona, which Leticia enjoyed. She said she’d love to accompany us if we 

made a return trip.  

 

I asked if Leticia or her comrades knew anything about the folklore Ella studies. “You 

know, that’s interesting,” she said. “I hadn’t heard those names before, so I asked some 

of the guys who’ve been around for a while, and they got a little freaked out. That kind of 

scared me, since these are guys who’ve fought windigos and laugh about it. They 

wouldn’t tell me anything.” 

 

I wondered if there were any vampire blogs out there. “Oh yeah!” Leticia said. “I have 

one. So do a lot of us. There’s even a vampire blogging convention now. This year it’s 

in... well, it’s close enough that I’ll probably go.” I asked if I could come too. “Ah, that 

could get a little…hairy,” she said. 
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