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​Prologue: 

​The History of Eddinton, Minnesota

THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY was an age of exploration, of uncharted lands and untamed frontiers. To many, the so-called New World was a land of opportunity—a place where ambition and perseverance could forge empires from the wilderness. Among those dreamers was a young Englishman named John Eddinton, a man of modest means but grand aspirations.

John grew up in the bustling markets of London, selling produce for farmers and goods crafted by local smiths. He had long listened to the tales of sailors and merchants who spoke of vast forests, abundant game, and rivers lined with pelts more valuable than gold. Determined to claim his share of the riches, John worked tirelessly, saving every spare coin until he could afford passage to the New World.

The journey across the Atlantic was perilous. The ship was battered by relentless storms, and disease swept through the lower decks, claiming lives before they ever set foot on land. But John endured. When he finally arrived in the colonies, he was exhausted but eager to begin his new life.

In his early days in the New World, John befriended a Frenchman named Rémi Poirier, a seasoned frontiersman who had arrived four years earlier to make his fortune in the fur trade. Rémi had already established connections with trappers and Native American tribes, and he recognized John's ambition. The two quickly became partners, bound by a shared vision of carving out a name for themselves in the wilds beyond the colonies.

Rumors swirled about the untapped riches of the far North—beavers as large as men, foxes of colors unseen in Europe, and creatures spoken of only in hushed whispers by the native tribes. Driven by these tantalizing prospects, John and Rémi pooled their resources, gathered supplies, and set off on an arduous journey through the Great Lakes region and into the untamed forests of what would one day be northern Minnesota.

The journey was fraught with hardship. Bitter winters tested their endurance, wild animals threatened their safety, and distrustful tribes watched them from the shadows of the trees. But through careful negotiation, John and Rémi built relationships with local Indigenous peoples, learning their languages and customs. In exchange for European tools and firearms, the trappers received pelts of unparalleled quality.

By 1790, their success allowed them to establish a formal business—the Poirier Trading Company. They agreed that a French name would attract more business, particularly from French-Canadian traders and voyageurs operating along the rivers. The company expanded rapidly, utilizing the Great Lakes for transport to Canada, the Mississippi River to supply settlements in the colonies, and shipping lanes that funneled furs back to Europe.

As trade flourished, more people flocked to their outpost. Hunters, traders, and laborers seeking opportunity arrived in increasing numbers, transforming what had once been a small, isolated camp into a booming settlement. John and Rémi agreed on a name: Eddinton.

Over the next four decades, Eddinton grew into a thriving frontier town, no longer just a trading post but a hub of industry. As demand for fur began to wane, John Eddinton saw opportunity elsewhere. He turned his attention to logging, recognizing that the vast northern forests held as much wealth in timber as they once had in pelts.

The Eddinton Logging Company was born, supplying timber to the rapidly expanding cities to the south. Meanwhile, the Poirier Trading Company continued to flourish under Rémi’s guidance, adapting to the changing economy.

By the mid-19th century, John and Rémi had grown old. As age slowed them, they passed their legacies to their sons—John Eddinton Jr. and Jean-Paul Poirier. The younger men worked tirelessly to sustain the prosperity their fathers had built, but the landscape of industry was shifting. The gold rush had begun drawing people westward, and with fur and timber losing value, both men feared for the future of their enterprises.

It was in the late 1860s that fate intervened. William Eddinton, son of John Jr., had inherited the family business after his fathers passing but struggled to keep it afloat. One afternoon, he wandered through his family’s 70-acre woodland estate, contemplating the uncertain future of his family's legacy. That was when he stumbled upon a cavern entrance, half-buried beneath a rocky overhang.

Curiosity led him inside, where veins of iron shimmered in the dim light of his lantern. This was no ordinary cave—it was a mine waiting to be unearthed. William wasted no time in assembling a team, and soon, the Roche de Sang Mine (French for “Blood Rock”) was opened. The discovery reignited Eddinton’s economy, drawing miners, blacksmiths, and families seeking work. But within the mine, they found more than iron.

Deeper in the tunnels, strange markings covered the cavern walls—ancient etchings of a nightmarish figure. A humanoid beast with that was tall,  pale yellow eyes, and teeth like a wolf’s snarl. The local Ojibwe and Dakota tribes warned William against disturbing the site, insisting that the cave was a cursed place, home to the Wendigo.

According to legend, the Wendigo had once been a lost hunter. A man who, in the depths of a brutal winter, had turned to cannibalism to survive. But in feasting upon human flesh, he had become something inhuman. A ravenous spirit that prowled the forests, always starving, always hunting. The miners laughed off the warnings, dismissing them as superstitions meant to scare children.

At the turn of the 20th century, disaster struck. One sweltering August day, a careless miner discarded a cigarette near a pile of dry brush. Within moments, flames erupted, spreading quickly due to the drought. The fire reached the mine entrance, where a shipment of dynamite and powder kegs had just arrived. The resulting explosions rocked the land for miles, collapsing tunnels and trapping nine miners deep within the earth. Despite efforts to rescue them, no bodies were ever recovered. The mine was sealed, left as a grave for the lost men.

For decades, the mine lay in ruin, untouched except by creeping vines and the whispers of those who dared approach it at night. In 1975, part of the mine was reopened as a historical site, allowing visitors to learn about the rich past of Eddinton and the industries that had built it.

Yet, some who enter the mine today claim to feel unseen eyes watching them from the darkness beyond the safety barriers. Others swear they’ve heard distant wails echoing through the tunnels, voices of those long buried beneath the rock. And in the woods surrounding the mine, locals still report strange sightings and blood curdling screams. Some say it’s just the wind.

Others aren’t so sure.
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THE YEAR IS 2022. A crisp Thursday morning settles over Kenosha, Wisconsin, as the sun struggles to break through a sky choked with gray, ragged clouds. The chill in the air is a sharp reminder that autumn is in full swing, and winter lurks just around the corner. Inside a modest second-floor apartment, the dim glow of an alarm clock bathes the room in soft red light. It read “ 5:15 AM”.

The steady blare of the alarm shatters the early morning silence, rousing me, Alex Wilton, from my restless sleep.

“Just five more minutes...” I mutter groggily, blindly patting around my nightstand in search of the snooze button. My fingers graze over my phone, a half-empty bottle of water, and a pocketknife before finally landing on the alarm. The night before had been longer than expected. I stayed up late planning my upcoming camping trip to Eddinton, Minnesota. As an avid outdoorsman, preparation is second nature to me. The thrill of venturing into new, untamed wilderness excites me, but exhaustion weighs heavy in my bones this morning.

Suddenly a wet nose nudges my arm. I crack an eye open and meet the eager gaze of Maggie, my eight-year-old Bluetick Hound, her speckled coat barely visible in the dim light. Her tail thumps against my bed with excited anticipation of our morning routine.

“All right, all right,” I groan, rolling out of bed and stretching, my joints protesting the early wake-up. At six-foot-two, my stocky frame is useful on the basketball court.... but it feels like dead weight this morning.

“Alexa, what’s the weather looking like?” I ask as I make my way to the closet.

“Right now, it’s 39 degrees and cloudy in Kenosha. Expect some drizzle in the afternoon with a high of 54.” 

“Maggie... winter is coming,” I say in my best Jon Snow impression, grabbing the gray Rogue hoodie hanging from the door hook. She tilts her head at me, unimpressed.

After slipping on a pair of running shorts and my worn-out Nike trainers, I head to the kitchen, where my trusty Ninja blender awaits. I toss in peanut butter, strawberries, bananas, protein powder, and milk. Blending the mixture into a thick smoothie. Just as I’m about to take a sip, I pause, then grin, reaching for the chocolate syrup.

“Mmmmm,” I hum as I squeeze a generous drizzle into the blender.

Maggie lets out a low huff from her spot near the counter.

“What?” I chuckle. “It’s only a little. I can cheat here and there.”

I down the smoothie, grab my AirPods, and secure Maggie’s reflective running vest before stepping out of the apartment. The moment we reach the Jeep Wrangler Unlimited, Maggie perks up, pacing in the back seat as we drive to the 20th Avenue trailhead.

“Guess what, Mags?” I grin as I pull into the parking lot. “We’re at your favorite spot.”

The run is brisk, the crisp air stinging my lungs. Maggie bounds ahead, her powerful legs carrying her through the winding trails as she occasionally pauses to sniff the damp earth. Two near-squirrel casualties later, we head home. My legs are already dreading the upcoming weekend hikes.
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