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Statement of Ms. Eleanor “Elle” Westbrook (January 17th, 3:30 PM, interviewed by Detective Ollie Rowe)

Detective Rowe: I want you to relax, Ms. Westbrook—is it okay if I call you Eleanor?

Westbrook: I prefer Elle.

Detective Rowe: Elle. Now I want you to relax ... and tell me about the first time you saw the road grader actually move. Can you do that for me?

Westbrook: Sure. It was the day after Christmas—the 26th, I think. It was a Thursday. I remember it because, well, besides the grader moving for the first time, it was movie night in the community room. Frozen II. Which—

Detective Rowe: At Farmington Hall. The orphanage. Is that correct?

Westbrook: Yes, but—we don’t call it that. An orphanage, that is. The nuns don’t like it.

Detective Rowe: But you were home?

Westbrook: Yes. In my room. I’d had a terrible nightmare and was just waking up, when I heard—

Detective Rowe: Talk about that a little. Your nightmare. Do you remember it?

Westbrook: No. Not really. Just bits and pieces. I remember ...

Detective Rowe: Yes?

Westbrook: I remember ... it had the road grader in it. And it—it killed somebody. It ran over him with its front tires and then ...

Detective Rowe: Yes?

Westbrook: I’d rather not say.

Detective Rowe: But I’m asking you to, Elle. It’s okay. It ran over him with its front tires and ...?

Westbrook: And then it dropped that big plow it has.

Detective Rowe: The moldboard. The blade it uses to grade the roads.

Westbrook: (inaudible)

Detective Rowe: I’m going to ask you to speak clearly and not just nod, okay? We’re recording.

Westbrook: Yes, sir. That one. The big one. It—it dropped it right on him. And then I heard it strike the ground ... I mean, the pavement under the snow.

Detective Rowe: So it—look, I know how difficult this must be, considering ... So it passed clean through him, is that it?

Westbrook: (inaudible)

Detective Rowe: No nodding. Okay. What then?

Westbrook: He opened up. Like ... like a can of spaghetti.

Detective Rowe: (inaudible) Okay. I can see you’re upset by this. Let’s switch gears a bit. Did you recognize this—this man? You did say it was a he. Was it somebody you recognized from your real life? Your waking life?

Westbrook: No.

Detective Rowe: I see. And you’re sure about that?

Westbrook: Yes. Positive. The grader was looking for someone to kill—when the man stumbled out of that bar on 4th Street, the one where all the homeless people hang out. 

Detective Rowe: And where were you, in your dream, that is?

Westbrook: That’s what’s so funny. Because I distinctly remember watching the grader approach from the sidewalk, which was covered in snow. Just standing there, right outside the bar. And yet when I saw him killed I was inside the cab, looking down through the glass. At one point I was even way up above it—the grader, that is—like, like God. I guess I was sort of everywhere and nowhere, if that makes any sense.

Detective Rowe: Yes. Yes, it does. Okay. That’s good. That’s very good. Thank you. Let’s go back now—to when you first saw it move. Is that all right?

Westbrook: Sure. Like I said, I’d just woken up from the dream when I heard it, just rumbling across the field where they’d been working on the road—

Detective Rowe: The I-890–North Schenectady Corridor.

Westbrook: Sure, I guess. So I went to my window—you know, to see what was going on, and saw it sputtering to a stop near the office trailers and other equipment—which were all covered in snow—just shutting down with a rattle, like it had been running for a long time. That’s when I first noticed it, how clean it was—there was no snow on it at all. Like—

Detective Rowe: But it was there when you went to sleep, isn’t that correct?

Westbrook: Yes, of course. Covered in snow. It hadn’t moved since December, when they had that accident—you know, where the worker was killed.

Detective Rowe: Clarke. The foreman. I seem to recall they had several accidents; including when they rammed into that layer of concrete.

Westbrook: (inaudible)

Detective Rowe: What?

Westbrook: The Meyers. James and Mia. That’s where the concrete was at. I used to talk with them sometimes, before the accid—

Detective Rowe: You knew them?

Westbrook: Before the traffic accident. The one with the semi. Last summer.

Detective Rowe: Yes, I seem to recall that too. Something about them accelerating out of control—

Westbrook: I think they did it.

Detective Rowe: I’m sorry?

Westbrook: The bugs.

Detective Rowe: The ... bugs.

Westbrook: (inaudible): In the concrete. Where the Meyers buried them. At least, until the road grader came along.

Detective Rowe: (inaudible) I want you to hold that, okay? Hold that very thought. There’s a psychiatrist coming, Ms. Daniels, a very nice lady, who’s going to talk with you about all that—when we’re finished, okay?

Westbrook: Okay.

Detective Rowe: Now, and this is important, so I want you to think about it very carefully. Did you at any point see anyone get out of the motor grader?

Westbrook: You already asked me that.

Detective Rowe: Once more—for the record. Please.

Westbrook: No. Like I said.

Detective Rowe: But it was dark, isn’t that right? Dark, and snowing.

Westbrook: Yes, but not like later. The storm was just getting started.

Detective Rowe: I see. And then you went back to—

Westbrook: No.

Detective Rowe: You didn’t go back to sleep? What did you do?

Westbrook: I went down to the community room, to tell Sister Bryant.

Detective Rowe: All right. And ... were they still watching the movie ... (inaudible) Frozen II?

Westbrook: No. All the girls had gone to bed. It was just Sister Bryant, who had fallen asleep on the couch.

Detective Rowe: Okay. And did you wake her up, to tell her what you had seen?

Westbrook: (inaudible)

Detective Rowe: I’m sorry?

Westbrook: No. She ... she never liked me. So I thought it was a bad idea.

Detective Rowe: Oh. So there was—bad blood between you?

Westbrook: I wouldn’t say that. I was fine with her. She just ... didn’t like me. I didn’t drive the road grader over her—if that’s what you mean. That was them.

Detective Rowe: The, ah ... bugs?

Westbrook: Yeah. The ghosts of them. Their bodies are still in the cement.

Detective Rowe: I see. Okay. And then?

Westbrook: I waited for her to wake up.

Detective Rowe: All right. And?

Westbrook: Which took about an hour—I guess, maybe less—I was watching the news. Then she woke up ... and I told her all about it. About the machine.

Detective Rowe: About the grader. Okay. And what did she say?

Westbrook: She didn’t believe me, not even for a second. So I led her to the window and we looked out, and sure enough, the snow had re-covered it—the entire road grader. It had even refilled its tracks.

Detective Rowe: I imagine that didn’t go over so well.

Westbrook: No. And I got the switch for it. Which is why I didn’t mention it again—to anybody—not even when the reports of people finding body parts in the snow started coming out. Of course I knew what was going on because I saw the grader leave every night—after which I would always dream it had killed someone. And then it would just rattle back and park itself, usually about 11 pm.

Detective Rowe: You were alone.

Westbrook: Yeah. But what’s new.

Detective Rowe: And you knew something had to be done. At least that’s what you told me earlier.

Westbrook: Sure—if I wasn’t imaging everything.

Detective Rowe: And you decided you had to get closer. To inspect it yourself.

Westbrook: Yeah. The day after New Years. The day after they found the Smythe lady all chopped up in quarters.
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STATEMENT OF MS. ELEANOR “Elle” Westbrook (January 17th, 5:30 PM, interviewed by Doctor Regina Daniels)

Dr. Daniels: So after you trudged through the snow and reached the road grader—and that must have been quite a task on January 2nd, when there was so much accumulation—you say you used a broom to clean off the moldboard—is that correct?

Westbrook: That big blade, yeah. That’s when I noticed the blood—just splashed all over it like dried blackberry syrup. But there was something else, too, which was sort of draped over the plow like a garland, all shiny and pink.

Dr. Daniels: (inaudible) What on earth was it?

Westbrook: Oh, It was an intestine, though how it got on top of the plow I have no idea. All I know is I wanted to run away after that—as far away as I could, farther even than Farmington Hall—and would have ... if not for the voices.

Dr. Daniels: The voices. Coming from—where, exactly?

Westbrook: Oh, everywhere. And nowhere. Coming from my head. But also from the road grader—from its cab. Like there were people inside—little people, I thought, I don’t know why—all talking at the same time. Like they were arguing.

Dr. Daniels: My goodness. Well. That must have been extremely frightening. What on earth did you do?

Westbrook: I wanted to run, like I said—

Dr. Daniels: Yes, I can see why—

Westbrook: But I didn’t, because it seemed to be drawing me in, toward itself—the cab, that is. Like a big magnet. Not only that, but there was a weird light inside—not a bright light, like in a house, but sort of a fog, like those pictures you see of distant galaxies, just sort of a green smear. And the next thing I knew I had opened the hatch and climbed in and the door had slammed shut—which made me jump—and they started talking, just, addressing me directly, as plain and clear as you are now.

Dr. Daniels: Oh, my goodness ... And—and  what did they say?

Westbrook: They—they told me that they needed my help. That they were getting too weak to move the grader but that their work wasn’t finished and that much infestation remained. That if I helped them they would ... they would spare me. And then they began saying other things, most of which I didn’t understand—only the tone, which was hateful. And then I did run, although I had difficulty with the door and banged my hand up real good.

Dr. Daniels
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