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I. A Wrong Turn 
 

Madness can start with little things, like a turn off of the street that 
would have led home.  I cannot blame her.  She only found me wandering 
in the dark.  She found me before I believed in miracles. 
    If a thing like this can have a beginning then it must have began the 
fall after my father died, when I moved back to Lee County.  I had closed up 
the sign shop after finishing the billboard for Bickerstaff’s Hardware.  I was 
in no hurry.  Calhoun Highway would be crowded with people going home 
to their families, but I had no family waiting, so I took the back way home.  

If there had been a sun that day it would have been setting.  But there 
was no sun, only gray fog.  In the twilight everything along Tarken Road 
looked different.  The windows were down and cool, damp air blew across 
my skin.  Silhouettes of houses and trees loomed in the whiteness.  There 
was a magnetism in the twilight fog… an excitement that almost resembled 
fear.   

Then I saw it just up ahead: a side street on the left disappearing into 
to the fog.  I had never noticed it before, though it must have been there my 
whole life.  Before I knew it, I was turning the car. 

The side street was lined with little brick houses not very different 
from mine.  The sky was getting darker, and the white mists gave the place 
an eerie feel, like a familiar place that seems changed when you visit it in a 
dream.  I wondered if I had been on this road sometime before and 
forgotten.  Some of the homes' windows glowed with warm and inviting 
light.   The houses became more scattered with dark woods in between 
them.  “I wonder who lives here?”  The houses where getting further back 
from the road, with an occasional mobile home surrounded by cars on 
blocks.  There were driveways that led to houses hidden in the fog.  They 
disappeared into the trees as if they went nowhere at all.   

It was dark enough to turn on my headlights, but they weren’t much 
use in the fog.  “I should be getting home,” I told myself, but I didn’t turn 
around.   I drove by few miles of pine trees and cotton fields then some old 
houses that looked abandoned, and then a couple of trailer homes ...and 
then there was nothing. 

The pavement simply stopped abruptly, and beyond was nothing but 
untouched forest. The headlights shown a ways back into the woods.  Gray 
mists coiled through the wet pines, sweetgums, and briars.  The water 
droplets on the ends of the pine needles were shining in the headlights.  It 
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struck me as very beautiful. It was like looking at the edge of a different 
world of cold, wet shadows―nothing at all like the well-lit sign shop or my 
carpeted living room. 

 I have always had an overactive imagination, and just then I was 
sure that I could see something moving in the shadows just where the light 
got lost in the fog.   

Looking back on that night, I think that I wanted it.  I wanted the 
fearful thought of something watching me from just beyond what I could 
see.    

  I needed to be getting home.  I rolled up the window as I turned the 
car around.   I turned on the heat and the car warmed as I went back past 
the trailer homes, the cotton fields, and the low brick houses on my way 
home.  That night I watched a hockey game on TV before I went to bed.  

 The next day was warm.  The drizzle and fog were gone. People 
came to work wearing short sleeves, even though it was late October.  I 
worked late again and on my way home I didn’t make any unnecessary 
turns, but for the first time I was aware of every street.  Every possible turn 
caught my eye.   I realized that I have lived in Leesville much of my life and 
I had never been down most of these roads.  The next evening on my way 
home I took another unfamiliar road.  It led into a subdivision, in which 
every house looked exactly the same.  I drove through several times.  I 
wanted to see every corner of it. 
 I began wandering almost every night.  I would work until after dark 
and then just drive around before going home.  It’s amazing how many 
streets, back roads, and subdivisions there are in a place like Lee County.  
You never realize until you try to find them all.  Most people wouldn’t 
understand, but most people have never driven down a dead-end street just 
to see what the end looks like. 
 No one paid any attention.  I preferred it that way.  The only person 
who noticed was my mother.  She called in the evenings and I wasn’t there, 
but she was pleased.  She assumed that I was dating someone.  I didn’t 
correct her.   
 I drove more and more.  I drove later at night.  I lost my desire to 
sleep.  I was looking ...looking along every dirt road, through every 
neighborhood, in each alley under orange lights.  Further and further under 
cold stars.  I went everywhere.   Most likely I drove by your house while 
you slept.  I was watching, enthralled by your lightless windows.   Each 
evening as you were sleeping, I would drive out and welcome the darkness 
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into Lee County.    
 November became December.  That winter was wet, and the 
distinction between night and day just got mixed up and lost altogether.  
There was no sky… there was no ground… only the omnipresent, dripping 
gray.  Up north they get shining snow in winter, but here in Georgia we get 
nothing but cold, fog, and drizzle.  The madness that had began with a 
wrong turn ripened and bloomed that winter.  I got pretty messed 
up―chasing a miracle. 
 It was a night in early December when she first came to me.  Yes, the 
madness must have been blossoming by then, because the Night came for 
me.  I found her here in Lee County.  Night was waiting for me, huddled in 
the shadow beneath a pay phone.   
 
 
 
II. She 
 
 South of town, Highway 19 turns one of those little country backways 
and stays two lanes all the way to Wrightsboro.  It runs through woods, 
hills, and dairy farms.  The entire southern part of Lee County is slowly 
dying away.  The houses are all old, with lights that go out early.  Everyone 
is moving away, except for the old people who go to bed early and wait 
patiently for death.  Things that would have just slid by unnoticed in a day 
drive to Augusta, look different at night.  The ancient oaks, the empty fields, 
the country churches with peeling paint, the abandoned country stores with 
windows boarded up …they were all so desolate, so haunted.  
  On a night without any moon, I was driving slowly along those little 
roads off Highway 19.  It was very late, but I was afraid to go home.  I was 
becoming more afraid of that lonely little house each night.  I was thinking 
how alone I was, and how I loved being alone at night.  Up ahead I saw a 
flashing red signal.  Two little country roads crossed.  I stopped and turned 
off the headlights at the intersection.  Monochrome flash after monochrome 
flash illuminated the empty crossroads.  There was a crumbling house and 
defunct gas station at the corner.   
 Maybe during the day many cars bustle through this intersection in 
their comings and goings, but all night long this place alternates between 
black and the flashes of the red signal in lonely stillness.  The red blinks cast 
grotesque shadows in the trees ahead.  It occurred to me that I could be here 
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for hours and the lonely signal would still be flashing at the dark empty 
road, casting the same grotesque red shadows. 
 Suddenly, she was there.  First, I caught just a glimpse of a crouching 
form and dark eyes in the corner of my vision.  Everything went black 
again.  "A trick of the light and shadow?  No one else could be here this late."  The 
signal flashed again she was still there, gazing right at me.   

It was a girl, sitting on the ground beneath the pay phones by the gas 
station.  Blackness and then a flash of red.  She was still there.  She could 
have been a statue she was so still.  No expression; just an empty stare that 
set me shivering.  I don’t know how many cycles of red and darkness we sat 
there gazing at each other.  I simply couldn’t look away, and she didn’t look 
away.  She seemed very small and pale, but something about her dark eyes 
made her look predatory ...like she had been watching …like she had been 
waiting for me. 
 I should have turned on the headlights, driven away, and never come 
back.  Isn’t that what one is supposed to do when one sees a ghost?  But I 
had already sunk too far into my madness.   
 I put the car in gear and rolled slowly into the gas station until she 
was just a few feet from the passenger door.  Her head turned to follow the 
car as I backed in, otherwise she remained motionless.  "Poor girl," I 
reassured myself, "She must be lost.  Maybe she is waiting. Maybe she’s called 
someone to come pick her up."  She gazed at me with her dark eyes.  Her thin 
torso heaved with her silent breathing.  My tongue felt heavy in my mouth 
as I spoke, “Are you okay?”   
 She continued to watch me with an unchanged expression.  The 
signal cast red light across her thin, sharp face.  It reflected off the fibers of 
her tangled hair.  She had huge, dark eyes that focused on me without 
betraying any response.  She was so strange.  I was sure she had heard me, 
but she said nothing.  I had to try again, “Did you make a call?  Is there 
someone coming to get you?  Is there anything I can do to help?”   
 She slowly rose.  I felt my hands trembling so I dug my fingernails 
into the wheel.    All I could see through the window was her wispish torso.  
I thought she would turn and walk back into the trees leaving me alone in 
the alternating cycles of red and darkness.  Her arm moved down.  Click.  
The door was open and she had slid into the passenger seat.  She didn’t look 
at me.  She just stared ahead like she was looking at something in the 
distance.   I must have been visibly shaking, “I… where should I take you?”   
 She turned and looked at me.  Her dark eyes and pale face struck me 
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as beautiful.  She said nothing.  I put the car in gear and started driving.  
What else was there to do but drive?   
 I drove slowly under the red light without stopping and continued to 
follow the dark highway.  I could feel her watching me so I spoke, “I 
drive… I drive all over the place at night.  Just tell me where you need to go 
and I’ll take you.”  I was afraid.  Someone with a look in her eyes like that 
might very well be dangerous. 

An intelligent man who spends all day painting signs needs some 
fear in his life.  A man who entertains himself by wandering on a December 
night with no moon is looking for fear.  I was ecstatic with fear.  It surged in 
my veins and filled me like an overflowing cup.  I began to speak as the 
road hummed beneath the tires.  I told her my secrets.  I told her how I had 
left only to return to Leesville again.  I told her I was only a dissatisfied sign 
maker in the day, but at night I was searching.  I was searching all the roads 
for something that only comes out at night.  I was looking for something 
everyone else had forgotten―forgotten because it makes them afraid.  I was 
afraid.  I was afraid because she was no longer beside me.  But she wasn’t 
gone ...she had expanded.  Her ragged dress that was blowing in the cold 
air became mist, and she diffused into it.  She was coiling around me until 
her eyes were everywhere.  Then I knew.  I recognized her!  My foot 
slammed the brakes.  I tried to call out but the tightness at my throat was 
too much.  I could barely breathe with her skin everywhere.  It was then 
that I recognized her.  I gave a stifled scream, and everything went red.  "She 
must be bleeding..." 

“Get out!” I said.  
 After she left me I drove home as fast as I could, and pulled the thick 
blanket over my head.  When the angry buzz of the alarm awakened me a 
stark ray of sunlight raged across my blanket.  My brain was spinning.  I 
knew that I had given a woman a ride on highway 19 last night, but what 
had frightened me I couldn't quite recall.  My dread had dissipated into a 
vauge, imageless sensation.  What was it that made me so spooked?  Maybe 
I had a nightmare and the girl under the pay phone had provided my 
dream the figure for the terror.   I got up and showered.  It was cold, and 
my naked body still felt out of equilibrium.  
 All day at the sign shop, I mapped out words.  “Sale!  Going Out Of 
Business!!!  Everything Must Go!”  pronouncements in blazing red letters.  
My head was still writhing with images just beyond my recollection.  
 After finishing a political billboard, I was tiring of block letters and 
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florescent lighting.  I needed to get my frustrations out and into a moving 
vehicle.  So as the moon rose, I headed down 19 again.  The endless acres of 
pine comforted me.  The sound of gravel beneath the wheels was medicine 
to my stifled soul.   
   As I found comfort in the dark country lanes, the prickling cold 
sensation came back to me.  I recalled the feel of being looked at by dark 
eyes as she crouched under a payphone. "I realized something about her.  What 
was it?"  
 And then I found her again. There was a woman walking through the 
weeds along the side of the road ahead.  I knew it was her, even before she 
turned around.  I didn’t say anything.  I just stopped the car and she got in.   
 That is how it started.  She was there in the dark, so I brought her 
along. 
 
 
 
III. The Skeptic 
  
 She was different from any woman I had ever seen.  She wore some 
ragged jeans and a sweatshirt.  She had something in her, some dark 
passion all wrapped and silent.  We wandered along dirt roads and among 
lightless houses where everyone else slept.  It was like a new world opening 
for two silent souls in a rusty green Volkswagen.   
 Her thin form always strained forward, watching.  There was nothing 
but darkness, darkness containing nothing but trees, fields, and houses.  She 
was looking for something.    
 And then after a couple hours of wandering, she got out.  She opened 
the door, got out, and walked away.  She never said a word; she just walked 
into an empty cotton field, disappearing in the night.   
 "What just happened?"  I didn’t want to be in the place she had 
disappeared.  I drove fast on my way home, the cold wind whipping 
through the car and chilling my skin. I raced for daylight, but after seeing 
her, daylight wouldn’t come easy.  I didn't sleep at all that night. 
 The next night after work I drove south of town again to the same 
road where I had left her, and she was there, walking quietly along the 
railroad tracks.  Was she waiting for me?  The next night she was there 
again.  We never spoke; we never needed to.  We had an understanding.  I 
think that she had more understanding of the dark than I.  Each night she 
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was luring me further and further into the darkness.  
 I would think of her during the day as I worked with bold painted 
words.  I began to doubt my sanity.  No one else wandered around at night 
with ghostly women.  Or maybe they did and they were keeping quiet?  I 
stared at my coworkers as I prepared the signs.  If ghosts were visiting their 
dreams would they tell anyone?  My grasp on reality was slipping.   

But I was an intelligent man, a thinker.  I didn’t just let madness take 
me.  I asked it questions as it led me by the hand.  I recalled that as a child I 
had been deathly afraid of the dark, because I had a reoccurring dream of 
being alone in the woods at night.  Something else was there, something 
horrible that I just couldn’t see.  I would wake up screaming.  I outgrew my 
childish phobias.  Who needs to be afraid of the dark in the twenty-first 
century?  We are a wrapped up in electric lighting like a Christmas tree.  But 
there is something too unmagical about light bulbs that made me want 
darkness and miracles.  As a boy I would sit in church with my parents and 
marvel at the idea of a crucified God being sealed away in a dark tomb, 
awaiting his miracle of resurrection.   Later at Lee County High, we would 
frighten each other with stories about the ghosts that haunted Ecota Ridge.  
All the kids said you could feel the dead Confederate soldiers breathing 
against the back of your neck at night.  I believed it all, because I wanted to. 

In college I earned degrees in sociology and philosophy, developing a 
fine and thoughtful skepticism.  Then I came back to Leesville and fell back 
into it, worse than ever, chasing after miracles all night long.  As I would sit 
and block out letters on the signs my mind would churn, "My life could use 
something interesting right now.  Why not let my imagination delude me?  So what 
if I’m giving some poor mute girl rides at night?   No one ever died from believing 
in ghosts." 
 
 
 
IV. Winter 
 
 I always found her out there.  I would be driving into the twisting 
turning darkness, and around a turn she would be there standing in the 
road with her eyes as dark as holes in the ground, or she would appear 
floating in the mist above me like a long-dead spirit over its grave.  I would 
stop the car.  I would even stop breathing.  Sometimes she got in.  
Sometimes she would just gaze at me and turn to drift away into the trees.  
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She wasn’t just in the woods along Highway 19.  Wherever my night 
wanderings took me, she would be there: downtown Leesville, way up 
around Ecota Ridge near Vincent, in the swamps around Paradise Cove, 
and sometimes uncomfortably close to my home.  She would meet me 
almost every night.  Never a word, she just got in and closed the door, and I 
believed she was a spirit, despite my skepticism.   
 On Christmas Eve we saw the candles in sleeping windows.  Candles 
welcoming the baby Jesus who could find no place in the inn.  I glanced at 
the shadowy figure in my passenger seat and wondered if it is ever safe to 
invite spirits into one’s home.  The baby incarnation isn’t benign like Santa 
Claus.  You let him in, light him candles, and put statues of him under the 
tree with Mary and Joseph.  But what happens when he grows up? …when 
you see him in your nightmares, bloody and crucified on your door frame?  
What happens when our miracles outgrow us?  …when we find them large 
enough to press against us with their heavy demands? 
 I think that the night is larger than our candled windows ever 
expected.  I felt the choking wave of her presence beside me.  She was 
becoming more real; she was becoming more real than me.  I was afraid she 
might take me somewhere I don’t want to go. 
 Every night she led me farther and farther along unfamiliar roads. 
That old Volkswagen was so small―too small to let some horrific creature 
inside and lock the doors.  She couldn’t have been more than a hundred 
pounds, but I swear, she was the most terrifying thing I have ever known.  
 "Why am I so afraid of her?" I thought,  "Look at her, look at the way she 
moves her legs and arms.  Something is there… something is growing.  She is not 
as thin as she was when she first came to me.  She looks stronger.  Her skin looks 
darker.  She must be getting some sun during the day.”  What does a ghost do 
during the day―does it become a crazy woman who runs naked in the 
fields in the sun?  The thought of her in the daytime was somehow 
disappointing. The miracle would be gone. 
 I watched her gaze at the Christmas lights on the houses sliding by 
us.  Her face was just a silhouette, but I was sure that the skin was taking on 
a bronze hue.   "She doesn’t look emaciated anymore.  I wonder if it’s because I 
believe in her now?"  It was like watching the incarnation.   
 The pale spirit was putting on skin.  It was Christmas and I knew 
what happens when a spirit finishes its gestation.  The incarnation shows up 
in daylight and walks around in the world of normal people.  "What happens 
then?  What happens if I start seeing ghosts in broad daylight?" I wondered, 
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"What if she comes for me in another form… something horrible to look at?  I’m 
losing it.  They’ll put me in a straight jacket and a padded room.  That’s what they 
do to people like me… I have to stop this.  I have to stop this now!" 
 I hit the brake hard.  The tires ground into the frozen asphalt.  If I 
wasn’t so afraid of her I would actually look her in the eye and explain 
myself.  I just couldn’t deal with her gaze just yet.  After such a abrupt stop 
she turned questioningly to me.  I avoided her gaze, looking down at the 
steering wheel in shame.   
 As quietly as she had entered she opened the door and got out.  I 
could see her tall form, illumined red by the taillights, walking away in the 
rearview mirror.  It was the coldest night of the year, and I could see that 
she was shaking in her thin clothes.  She could freeze to death.  I opened the 
door and stood, “Wait!  I’ll take you to the shelter where you…”  
 But she wasn’t there.  A second earlier I had seen her walking down 
the empty road no more than ten feet behind the car, and now she was 
nowhere to be seen.  I was alone standing beside the car.  The moon was out 
that night and I could see a good way into the pines on either side of the 
road.   
 “Hello?” I called, but the sound of my voice was swallowed up in the 
stillness.  I suddenly felt very afraid.  

The next day I went over to my mother’s house for Christmas.  My 
sister was there along with my brother-in-law and three annoying children.  
We ate a big meal.  It was good to eat a lot of food.  I hadn’t been eating 
much recently.  Then we exchanged gifts.  I got a couple of videos.  I didn’t 
have the heart to tell them that I had gotten rid of my TV and VCR a week 
before.  My mother kept asking me to visit her more often.  She wanted to 
hear about the girlfriend that she assumed I had.  She would ask leading 
questions and become frustrated when I evaded them.  How was I 
supposed to tell about the woman with whom I was spending my nights?  
There is no good explanation for being in love with a nightmare.  I faked a 
headache so I could go home early.  
 I decided that I should stop driving at night.  I needed to reenter 
normal life.  I started working double shifts almost everyday.  The owner of 
the sign company loved getting the extra labor.  He said I was the best sign 
maker he had.  I couldn’t have cared less.  I didn’t need the money.  I was 
working to stay distracted.  After fourteen hours of work I would drive 
straight home and sleep.  I didn’t let myself wander.   
 It lasted until about the second week of January.  That night I worked 
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until almost midnight and closed up on my own.  I walked into the parking 
lot, which was illuminated by orange security lamps.  She was waiting for 
me in my car, wrapped in the ragged old blanket I kept in the back seat.   I 
thought she was sleeping until I got closer to the car.  She was watching me.  
Her wide eyes where fixed right on me.  I froze.  “How long has she been 
waiting?  How did she know I was here?”  It was raining and the cold water 
was beginning to seep through my coat and run against my skin.   
 I could have gone back inside and spent the night with the signs, with 
lights on and doors locked to keep ghosts out, but instead I got in the car.  
The key turned in the ignition, the engine roared and sputtered to life.  We 
pulled out of the sign company parking lot and disappeared into the storm 
that night, searching for ourselves in the darkness. 
 The rest of the winter I was with her every night.  I belonged to her 
that winter, and whatever she was—ghost or runaway—she belonged to 
me.  We were a dark and lonely marriage, a bond of silence.  While most 
lovers come together at night to writhe in passionate embraces, I never 
touched her once.  The nighttime was so thick around her that I could feel 
the darkness brushing against my skin.  It was my own choice: I had loved a 
winterspirit without flesh or skin to touch.  We rolled all night through a 
bed of unspoken questions under sheets of gray mists.   
 I drove but she led.  She didn’t say anything, but even by moonlight I 
could always tell where her eyes were looking.  Her frail body spoke its 
own language.  I listened to the foreign words in each shift of her slight 
frame each graceful sweep of her head.   
 After a while you forget you are driving.  The feel of the rubber wheel 
would go away and I would extend myself into the car, the sputtering and 
grinding of the engine, the endless rotation of the tires, the little 
Volkswagen sliding under the cover of night.  I was always following her, 
and she was always just out of reach.  There was something ahead in the 
dark.  It was hidden, but she could see it.   
 
 
 
V. On Light and Darkness 
 
The problem with winter in Georgia, is that it doesn’t last long enough.  By 
the end of February the nights were shortening.  Spring was brewing just 
beneath the surface of everything.  The trees began sprouting tiny buds.  
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Spring was preparing to burst in with sunshine and flowers and rend my 
unfinished mythology to pieces.  I was a man caught between two worlds.  I 
dreaded the sweltering heat of summer.  It was coming to burn away all my 
miracles. 
 I needed to see a miracle in broad daylight.  Nighttime is perfect for 
faith, or love, or fear.  But I was too skeptical, too realistic to believe in 
Night, although I did love it!  I slept through my days just so I can have 
more night, but I could not avoid the lengthening day.   
 Daylight is stark and bright.  It burns away the imaginary and leaves 
nothing but dead, solid things.  I would wake up some mornings and think 
that she was nothing but a dream.  At night I was sure that she was a ghost 
or an angel, but in the daylight I could not bring myself to believe in either.   
 I would sometimes talk to myself just to hear how crazy the words 
sounded.  "Every night I drive around the county roads with some girl whose 
name I don’t even know.  I don’t know her name because she doesn’t talk.  I found 
her sitting in a deserted gas station and I think she is a ghost.  Damn, this is 
absurd!  There must be some retarded girl who lives way back in the woods and I 
drive her around every night just because she has a weird look in her eyes.  Either 
that or I’m just making the whole thing up.  My God, I need to find a shrink!”  I 
could believe that stuff in the dark, but even saying it wouldn’t hold up in 
the day.  
 I just gave up on reality and substance altogether.  Reality was 
overrated anyway.  I could live in my Night world whether it was real or 
not.  I could sleep all day and wander around in the dark.  
 So I quit the sign-making job.  I had no need for money, since the only 
thing I bought those days was gas for the car.  My boss was a practical and 
kindly man.  He called me into his office one day in late February.  Tactfully 
avoiding my recent lateness and increasingly disheveled appearance, he 
spoke to me with great passion about better plastics that were being used in 
the new signs.  He thought his one college-educated worker would be able 
to appreciate the fine art of sign making.  The poor man poured out his soul 
as if sign production was the central principle of the universe, and I had to 
break his heart just as he was expounding on heat-resistant polymers. 
 “I can’t work here anymore”  
 “Oh,” he sat dumbstruck for a moment.  “Well, I figured someone 
with your education would eventually decide to head out of Leesville to 
start something big.  You know the economy is good right now…” and I 
had to sit through twenty minutes of well-wishing and advice, and then I 
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left for the last time.  
 Finally, I was free from unambiguous words in bright colors. I was 
free to hide from daylight in my house with all the shades down low.  At 
dusk I took off my shoes and walked around in the brown grass in the back 
yard.  I loved to feel the damp earth against my bare skin.  I was waiting for 
the night, waiting for my bizarre circus of miracles performed under a big 
top of darkness. 
 
 
 
VI. The Dark Spirit 
 
Those nights were truly my finest.  I belonged to the madness.  I escaped 
daylight by sleeping in a dark room, and at night I wandered.  I wandered 
far from Lee County on tiny highways without destinations.  The tides of 
darkness would carry me so far in the night, but they would always carry 
me home to hide me from the harsh daylight.   
 I knew the eerie reflections in the eyes of the nocturnal animals. They 
would watch me from the safety of the darkness.  I would see their cold 
shining eyes reflecting the headlights as I wandered unfamiliar dirt lanes.  
Only her eyes reflected nothing, dark like the center of the earth.  She would 
step right out into the beams of the headlights that drove the night animals 
away.  She would materialize before me shining like a miracle.  Her ragged 
dress was radiant; her skin was burning bronze.  She was beautiful and 
terrible.   
 She was leading me into my miracle.  So I followed her.  I forgot the 
day. I was looking for the end of the world… the world without end.   
 But heat and sunlight were stalking me, invading those cold, silent 
places that breed dreams and miracles.  Days were lengthening.  It was the 
week before Easter.  Spring was encroaching everywhere.  Even the nights 
were glowing with dusk and pollen.  I could no longer sleep long enough to 
escape daylight.  I would awake to see it streaming through the curtains 
into my dumpy brick home. 
 The sunlight would reveal my body in the mirror.  I was not the 
graceful thing that I felt as myself in the night air.  My legs were thin and 
my skin looked sickly pale.  I was becoming insubstantial like her.     
 I avoided people.  I unplugged my phone.  They had nothing to offer 
me.  I hated stopping at night to fill up the car.  I didn’t like seeing the men 
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at the gas stations.  "I must look so guilty when I avoid their eyes.  I have washed 
my hands of their world.  They are only daytime people who are up late.  They are 
intruding in the world I have made for myself… I suppose that she is too." 
 Fueling the car I could see her sitting in the passenger seat.  She 
seemed so real in the neon lighting over the gas pumps.  Her skin was 
brown and her arms were long and muscular.  She had seemed so pail and 
fragile before, but I had let the spirit take on a body.  She intently looked 
beyond the florescent lights of the service station out into the dark.  We 
escaped the gas station and plunged back into the beautiful darkness.  
 She was gathering momentum.  I could hear her breathe.  It was not 
the soft whisper of a spirit.  No, it was the deep rhythm of powerful and 
invisible lungs.  She seemed strong.  I had never thought of her as strong 
before.  I was the one who was fading.  Even worse, I feared that this was 
like the stretching of a rubber band.  She was stretching me until I was 
nothingness like herself... but something else was coming.  She was 
expecting something.  She could see it when she looked out at the dark 
trees.  The tension was building in the darkness and was ready to snap our 
ethereal nightspirits into a substance so heavy I could already feel its 
choking weight. 
 “Why did she come for me?  Why did she appear to me and begin to 
transform before me?   What gives her the right to trespass in my night?” 
 
 
 
VII. The Water 
 
 As we drove in the dark, I knew my hour had come.  I had to show 
her.  I turned into the old quarry road, and the pavement gave way to 
gravel.  I could hear the grinding of the tiny rocks beneath the wheels.  The 
abandoned buildings and cranes loomed with imposing shadows.  The 
giant machines that shattered the rocks had been left behind to rust, littering 
the landscape beneath Ecota Ridge with their contorted skeletons.  I kept 
my eyes on the dark gap in the trees beyond the buildings.  Once the road 
lead down into the valley of solid granite, but now the road just ends at a 
deep, dark lake.  When the quarry was abandoned it was flooded to create a 
water reservoir.  
 We cleared the dark trees.  The weeds were so high it was hard to 
find the road.  The lake spread out before us: shining, black, and perfectly 
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still.  The beams of the headlights illuminated the murky water and then 
disappeared into the blackness.   
 I cut the engine, and everything went dark and silent.  I opened the 
door and stood erect in the damp air.  It had been waiting for us.  The cold 
stars spread out through the ragged contours of the sky.  The expansive 
darkness of the lake lay before us with the black wall of Ecota Ridge 
beyond.  Behind us was a wall of pines, roaring with crickets.  They shook 
the branches of the invisible trees.  "This is it," I knew.  "This is the place I 
never want to leave. This is where a miracle can be made."        
 I heard the door on the other side open and close.  She was out.  I saw 
the shadow gliding towards me, tall and strong against the canopy of stars.  
She stopped in front of the car.  She was watching me.  The thundering 
chorus of crickets abruptly stopped …silence.   
 "Does she know? "  I wondered.  "It doesn’t matter.  She has to be here for 
this.  It is time to shed both desire and time.  She will understand when she sees me 
come out… when I shine dark and bright like her …when I become the miracle.    
 “I have to show you this.”  I told her.  I began walking toward the 
water.  As I passed her she was perfectly still, silent except for the deep, 
rhythmic sound of her breathing.  
 I reached down and untied my shoelaces.  When the shoes were gone, 
I could feel the scratching weeds and gravel against my feet.  The cold 
assured me.  My clothes landed in the weeds as I discarded them.  The cold 
air against my bare skin made me shiver.  I welcomed the trembling.   
 The silence was broken by a solitary insect.  One lonely hum was then 
joined by the entire cricket population in one throbbing, thunderous chord.  
I could just make out her lovely figure against the dark and singing trees 
behind her.  I could not see her eyes, but I knew she was watching me.  She 
saw it all: the cold and high stars, the night air, the dark lake, the forgotten 
stone-hewing machines hidden in its depth, and the trembling man, cold 
and naked at the edge of the water―everything spreading out before her 
inscrutable eyes.  
 I was afraid.  I was afraid of what was waiting for me.  I was afraid of 
the invisible, and had been afraid since I was a child.  My fear gave me 
strength.  Standing naked on the edge of the invisible, I was ready.  I was 
ready for what I would have never understood in daylight: I would step 
into the reflection of stars.         
 The shock of the cold water enveloping my foot set me to shaking 
violently.  It was too cold to swim, but I no longer believed in the dangers of 
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cold water or in the protection of the body.  I only believed in miracles. The 
cold water, the sky, and even the woman who watched me in silence, all of 
them were mine just then, all of them belonged to my dream.  Even the 
daytime was my dream.  It all belonged to me there…there as I entered the 
dark nothing that extended from my spirit on all sides.  A few more steps 
and the bracing chill was at my chest.  It was moving beneath the surface, 
flowing in and out around my legs.  The reflections of stars were shaking 
and twisting.         
 And then it took me.  It wretched through my body.  Terror tightened 
around my throat.  I could feel it pulling me in.  It was radiating coldness. 
My bones were like ice.  The dark water was drawing me away from my 
foothold.  My legs buckled, and dread surged before my eyes. The shock of 
the cold set me spinning.  I couldn’t move my arms or legs.  I tried to 
scream, but the chill poured into my mouth.  It was too cold.  I had fallen.  I 
had lost my balance.   "I’m going to drown!"  I realized.  "I will die without a 
miracle."        
  I was surrounded by something almost smothering.  I gasped the air 
and groaned as she carried me out of the lake.  Then she lay me across the 
hood of the car.  The shivering was convulsive, and I could hear a frantic 
wheezing, which I realized must be my own, just as the cold stars faded into 
nothingness…     
 First, I knew the weight of my body.  Then I knew movement.   Then I 
heard my desperate gasps for air and the wheels of the car humming 
beneath me.  Pulling back the blanket, I could see her up front; her angular 
face lit by the instrument panel, her strong arms extended, her hands on the 
wheel and the gearshift.  She looked unafraid, unconcerned.  Her eyes were 
large and full of purpose.   The car stopped.   

Then I heard her voice.  It was not what I had imagined.  It was not 
wispy or spiritish; it had an earthy accent I couldn’t quite place. “You don’t 
know who I am, do you?”       

I tried to say something but I was shivering too much, it only came 
out as a groan and chattering teeth.  I could have sworn she was smiling, 
“shhh…” she touched my face and I was weightless and warm again.     
 
 
VIII. Fever 
 
The next thing I remember was the emergency room doctor telling me even 
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if it is spring it had gone down to thirty-seven degrees last night and was 
still too cold for swimming.   
 It was my mother who had found me.  She was worried that I wasn’t 
answering the phone, so she had come over and found me shivering and 
naked in my front yard, muttering about ghosts.  I was diagnosed with 
hypothermia, and the doctor wanted me to have a psychological 
examination next week.  I felt lucky to be alive.  I was so happy to see solid 
things again.  The white sheets, concrete walls, and busy doctors in the 
hospital helped me reenter the world of real things.  I was glad to be back. 
 It was raining that evening when we got back from the hospital.  My 
mother wanted to stay and take care of me.  I had to say something rude to 
her to get her to leave.  She was afraid.  I could see it in her eyes.  Something 
was wrong that she couldn’t understand, and that made her afraid. 
 I wished I still had the television.  I could have used bright pictures 
and commercials just then.  I turned on all of the lights.  "She must be real.  
She drove my car.  My imagination might make me see things, but it cannot drive 
my car. She left the car here, so she must be nearby."   
 The windows were all dark by then.  I was suddenly more afraid of 
her than ever.  "How did she know to bring me here?  She must have been 
watching me.   Why?  She might be with some band of thugs that entices people and 
then robs them.  No, don’t be absurd… but she could psychotic and dangerous."  I 
heard a crash of falling branches out in the woods, and felt a shiver in the 
base of my spine.  I went to the closet and made sure my father’s old gun 
was still there.  I turned on the patio light and looked out the window.  The 
light didn’t go very far.  The woods were all dark shadows.   I imagined her 
there in every shadow, watching me with craziness in her eyes.    
 Then I saw the horrific face reflected in the glass.  The skin hung 
gaunt around the bones.  The eyes were sunken and insane.  "Look at me!  I 
look horrible.  No wonder my mother is so worried.  I have to get some rest like the 
doctor said."   
 I slept with all the lights on.  I was shivering, but my body was hot.  I 
dreamed mad, feverish dreams.  She came to me in my dreams.  I would see 
her floating over my bed.  Her presence was terrible.   I was afraid because 
she was something I was not.  She was a thing that could walk into 
someone's dreams.  She wanted something from me.  I would wake with a 
start and feel the weight of sleep pulling me back, knowing she was waiting 
for me there.  She wasn’t done with me yet. 
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IX. The Miracle 
 
The next morning sunlight was shining through my windows.  I sat by the 
window in the sun.  The storm in my feverish brain had cleared.  It was a 
fresh spring morning.  I was still weak, but I managed to get up and walk 
around the house.  I walked in the wet grass with my bare feet.   The cold 
front was gone and the air was hot and muggy.  All the fresh green was 
shining in the sun.  

I realized that I was running out of money.  I needed to get a job, and 
to rejoin the daytime world.  But first I had to figure out what had 
happened.  "She is a woman with dark skin.  She could be a Mexican.  Yes, that 
must be why she doesn’t speak much.  She doesn’t know the language very well.  
Lots of migrant workers stay at the cotton farms around here."  I knew I must 
have been pretty messed up to imagine this poor illegal alien as a ghost. I 
called up the hospital to make an appointment with a psychologist.  I got an 
evaluation scheduled for Wednesday. 

My mother called to check on me.  She was glad to hear me so calm 
and well.  I even told her about the appointment.   She reminded me that 
tomorrow was Easter.   She wanted me to come to church with her.  I hadn’t 
been to church since I left for college, but I agreed.  I didn’t want any more 
miracles or incarnate spirits, but I could go with her.  I could sing “Amazing 
Grace” with all her friends with pink Easter dresses and fake jewelry.  It 
would make her happy.       

That night I slept well for the first time in months.  The next morning 
I got up with the sun.  I sat out on the lawn with a cup of coffee.  It was so 
good to have a life exorcised of haunting spirits.  I appreciated the stark 
surety of objects in the sunlight.  I put on some nice clothes and left. 

My mother lived up near Vincent, and went to one of those churches 
that meets in a gymnasium and calls itself a “Family Life Center."  She 
started going there after my father died.  It was a local favorite for all the 
gray-haired ladies.  So off I went to listen to the sermon about Jesus and 
how he loves me and has a special plan for my life.  Maybe a little aimless 
optimism was what I needed.  

I was running a bit behind so I took a shortcut.  I knew every inch of 
back roads for miles around, but they seemed so different on a bright spring 
morning.  Everything was bursting with green and the wind was shaking 
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the flowers from trees.  It was lovely but not in a way that could be even 
slightly unreal or terrifying.  There was nothing to be doubted, and there 
were no questions to be asked. 

Ahead in the middle of a field was one of the little country churches 
with peeling paint.  It had always looked so haunted at night.  Now it was a 
lovely little edifice shining in the sun.  There was a crowd of black folks 
having their Easter service outside.  I slowed to listen.  They were all 
singing and dancing and didn't care if some white boy stopped by the road 
to watch them.  It was quite a celebration.  The men were all gathered to one 
side singing.  They where enthusiastically belting out a jubilant spiritual.  
Their voices would all rise and fall together, stop, and then burst again in 
shout: 

He been good to me. 
He been good to me. 
The Lawd been good to me. 

In the verses the individual singers would all wander into the trembling, 
tumbling improvisations, but they would always roll back into one another 
to make the roaring chords of the chorus. The women were all in white 
dresses.  They were all dancing in the grass with their hands waving wildly 
in the air.  I got out of the car and just watched.  I didn’t even know such 
festivals still happened.  I was very pleased with myself for finding it.  I 
decided I wouldn’t go to my mother’s church.  I would go to her house 
afterwards and apologize for missing the service.   
 I loved watching the ladies dance.  They held nothing back.  Even the 
big ones swung their weight around and up and down.  They were singing, 
or crying, or closing their eyes in prayer as they danced.  They were 
glistening with sweat in the hot morning sun.  I had been away from 
physical motion for too long.  I was ecstatic to see the jumping, shouting 
bodies, to see people loosening their arms and legs to dance.  It was as 
comforting as the heat of the sun on my shoulders.   
 And then I saw something I recognized: one of the women in the 
white dresses.  The silhouette of the face had haunted me for months.  I 
couldn’t miss it.  "I’ll be damned, she’s black!"  She was jumping up and down 
with graceful vigor right in the middle of the dancing throng.  Her bare feet 
stomped up and down on the red clay, kicking up little clouds of dust.   Her 
mouth was moving.  Yes, she was singing!   
 Her skin was very dark.  "How could I have thought she was pale?"   
Moonlight must have made everything pale, and with such and angular 
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face I hadn’t given any thought to the flat nose and wide mouth that 
revealed her race.  She was very beautiful.  I was walking closer.  I had to 
make sense of all this.    
 "No, it couldn’t have been her.  Her eyes are too bright."  The girl’s eyes 
were radiant.  They sparkled in the sunlight as she sang and waved her long 
bare arms in the air.  I must have seen her somewhere before and imagined 
her face on my ghost.  But no, she was looking right at me.  She smiled and 
waved as she was jumping and singing.  A few other women had seen me 
and smiled, but they all went back to singing and dancing, but she had 
stopped and was walking towards me with a beaming smile.  Her steps 
bounced with the rhythm of the music.  She was out of breath from the 
dancing, and her brow was dripping with perspiration.  
  “Hey boy,” she said, “I’m glad you came.”  There she was standing 
right in front of me, smiling.  A real woman, and she recognized me!  I must 
have looked like a fool standing there with my mouth wide open, but I 
couldn’t come up with anything to say.  She turned and started taking 
bounding strides across the field.   
 She turned back waved her arm, beckoning me to follow.  “Come 
on!” she called.   
 What else could I have done?  I followed.  I caught up with her just as 
she was entering the trees.  She smiled with bright, flashing eyes and kept 
walking, her long white dress flowing behind her.  The sound of the singing 
faded behind us as I walked beside her.  
 "Who is this woman?" I wondered.  She had been driving with me for 
months, and I had never once imagined a sane woman of flesh and blood.   I 
didn’t even know that she was black!  "What does she think we have between 
us?  Where is she taking me? " 
 Her bare feet nimbly hopped from rock to rock as she crossed a 
stream.  She laughed as I clumsily misjudged a jump and ended up in water 
up to my knees.  “She must think I am a strange man.”  I didn’t know if I 
should laugh or walk away, but I just followed her in brooding silence.  We 
were following a well-worn path through some thick underbrush.  It had 
never occurred to me that there would be paths through all this.   
 She had slowed and was walking with her head up.  She was looking 
up at the pines above us waving in the wind and sunlight.  Her braids hung 
around her shoulders.  Then she turned and contemplated me with warmth. 
“I knew you would come,” she spoke tenderly.   
 I walked past her with my hands in my pockets, “I…” I paused to 
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gather my thoughts.  An explanation was in order.  I was concerned that she 
had misinterpreted my intentions.  How to explain something like this?  
“I… I was thinking that you were a spirit, or something like that,” I said 
with a nervous laugh, trying to make it not sound so stupid. 
 She smiled and laughed, “I am.”  
 My knees went weak.  She must have misheard me!  But I knew already 
that she didn’t.  Her eyes were flashing with fire.  She was laughing a 
childlike laughter, and the wind was roaring with her every breath.  My 
head spun.  I grabbed a young pine to keep my balance.  It was Her!  It was 
the Spirit―solid out in daylight.  The ghost stomped her feet on the ground 
as she ran past me.  She was still smiling.  “Follow me!  I have something to 
show you.”  
 The miracle!  This was what had been coming to me through the 
darkness.  This is what I had felt.  This is what I had dreaded…Incarnation.  
She was alive!  The Shadows had taken on skin and come for me!  I was 
grasping for anything that would make her be gone.  I blurted, “But… but 
you can’t! It isn’t dark!” 
 She laughed and bit her lip.  “You didn’t think I would leave you 
there did you?  You misunderstood everything.”  She extended her dusty 
hand to me like a mother would reach out to a child.  Her eyes were 
shimmering brightly.  The sun shown across her grinning face.  “Now won’t 
you come with me?” 
 It was too much!  I lunged at her.  My God, it felt so good to hit her!  I 
had never touched her before.  I had wanted to touch her smooth skin so 
often―just see if she was real.  Oh, she was real!  Blow after blow confirmed 
her substance, connecting with solid flesh.  The impact of fists against her 
face was addictive.  Again and again and again.  She was bleeding, but she 
was still standing and my rage was nowhere near finished.   
 “You bitch!  Look what you’ve made me!  Look what I have become!”  
She didn’t even try to defend herself; whimpering softly, she held out her 
arms as if to embrace me, but such a pitiful spectacle only whipped up my 
fury.   She was sturdier than she looked.  She stayed up, and as long as she 
was up I was laying into her.  Finally she crumpled as if her whole body 
had given out.  She lay slumped on the pine straw. 
 “God damn you!” I screamed,  “You had to drag me out here didn’t 
you?  You pitiful shit!  I’m sick of you fucking with my head.  Who the hell 
do you think you are?  You ain’t laughing now!  And you know what?  I 
never wanted you!”  I had been talking too fast for my tongue.  A lifetime of 
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anger all trying to pour out at once.  I paused to catch my breath.  I started 
shaking.  "My God, what have I done?"  But shame was fuel for anger, and I 
was shaking with fury.   
 Her head slowly turned upward.  She groaned softly.  I could tell that 
it hurt her to move.  I had banged her up real good.  Her face was starting to 
swell.  Her nose and mouth were beat out of shape and oozing with bright 
red blood.  How amazed I was to see that her veins really did run with 
blood!  Her features were ugly and bloated.  Her eyes were wet with tears.  
She looked at me so pitifully, so helplessly.  It felt good to have her look at 
me like that―before she had looked at me like she owned me.  I should 
have turned and walked away, but I stood there as still as stone.  I couldn’t 
turn my eyes away.  
 With a low moan she rolled onto her back, and gazed up at the sky 
through the high pine branches.  Her breath was slow and heavy.  I could 
see it rustling the pine needles by her face.  Her arms lay out like two wings 
or like Jesus nailed to the cross.  She looked up at the sky and the pines as if 
I wasn’t there at all. 
 She was hurt bad.  “Get up.”  I ordered, “Come on, you aren’t hurt 
that bad.  Get up now.”  I couldn’t just leave her there.  She coughed with a 
gurgle.  "My God," I thought, "she might choke on her own blood if she keeps 
lying there."  I leaned over to pick her up.  I could carry her out of here and 
get her to a doctor.  I would get in trouble for hitting her, but I couldn’t care 
less about that now.  She feebly raised her arm.  The back of her bloody 
hand softly rubbed my ankle.  Then her eyes met mine.  She choked back 
her tears, and managed at smile, a pitiful, ugly smile.  She closed her eyes 
and spoke in a hoarse voice, “I love you.” 
 That was too much.  It was sickening.  “Goddamn you!” I roared.  I 
got her good that time―a solid kick to her side, right into the kidney.   That 
one got something out of her!  As soon as the kick landed she arched her 
back and screamed in pain.  She rolled onto her side and began crying 
bitterly.  I had already spun around and started off.  I could hear her crying 
as I ran.  It was like a child’s crying―so very bitter, as if she were pouring 
out the entire world’s grief there over pine straw and weeds.  I could hear 
her cries fading into distance as I stormed through the woods.  The low 
branches and briars cut me but I didn’t slow down.  I was mad as hell.  I 
didn’t even feel it.   
 When I got back to the clearing and the congregation had sat down 
on blankets on the ground and begun feasting.  They waved at me as I 
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walked across the field to my car.  They seemed friendly enough.  “Just wait 
until she comes back all bruised up, they’ll know it was me.  They’ll be fiery mad.” 
 
 
 
X. The End of the World 
 
Madness may have no certain beginning but it does have an end… and I 
ended it.  It is unhealthy to be so tormented, especially since I was doing it 
to myself.  I kept my appointment at the hospital on Wednesday.  I told the 
psychologist Dr. Proust everything.  He listened attentively and took notes.  
He seemed concerned about the girl, but he called the pastor of the church 
who assured us that that no one from the Easter service was missing or 
injured. 
 I was hospitalized for two weeks.  My prognosis was good.  I was an 
intelligent and insightful patient.  It was either a rare form of temporal lobe 
epilepsy or schizophrenia with visual hallucinations.  I was amazed at how 
reassuring it is to learn that madnesses have names.  Naming them makes 
them seem so benign.   

And would you have guessed that I’m a genius?  Several of the 
doctors gave me intelligence tests.  Dr. Proust says that it makes sense: the 
intelligent mind creates things out of nothing.  A lot of geniuses have 
psychotic episodes.  I had been lonely and bored.  The brain can take such 
things and internalize them.  Then it imagines an external world in the 
image of internal drives.  It can spread itself out and organize all perception 
in terms of itself.  I had wanted to see spirits and miracles, so I had seen 
them everywhere.  

Once I had regained myself, I reentered the world.  Dr. Proust 
encouraged me to seek a profession in which my creative abilities would be 
used to their potential.  A challenging occupation and a positive attitude 
would be the best way to protect against relapse.  He told me that it was 
alright to still believe in miracles, but they needed to be more positive 
miracles, like peace on earth or kids with cancer getting better.  Miracles 
don’t need fear and suffering and vengeance and crying.  Things like that 
are unhealthy. 

It is so strange to rejoin human society as a grown man who sleeps 
with the lights on to protect against unwanted dreams.  Old acquaintances 
were to be met everywhere, and some would invariably ask why they 
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hadn’t seen me in so long.  I had all sorts of evasive answers prepared.   
I realized that it would be best if I left Lee County for good to get a 

fresh start somewhere else.  The day before I left I ran into my old boss in 
the parking lot of a new strip mall.  He was admiring the durable plastics in 
the signs.  He saw me and shook my hand, asking how I had been since I 
left the sign company. 

He must have caught me at an odd moment, “Well, I went out at 
night for a while. You know, I was looking for the end of the world.” 

The poor man didn’t even realize how confused he looked, but he 
didn’t miss a beat, “Oh, did you find it?” 

“Almost.”  I said, and then I shook his hand again and left him, still 
marveling at fine workmanship in the florist’s plastic sign.  

 
THE END 


