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Born Onto Night

The cold Oregon twilight had long since faded from her violets and soft pae pinksto the
dark blue of midnight. The trees stood astal slhouettes againgt the moonlight sky, casting their
shadows down upon the paths of agphdt and sone. The night air smelt of Fir and Pine asit cut
into Mark’ s face through the drivers sde window. It thundered againg his ears, mixing with
the adrendine charged pounding of his heart asasmile crossed hisface. With three hundred
and eighty horses under foot and legther steering whed in hand, he guided the metalic blue
1969 Chevrolet Chevelle down the windy canyon road to cheat death once again.

The roar of the engine drowned in with music pouring through the speakers as he
pushed the accderator dl the way to the floor. The adrenaine surged in him, knowing the
intersection that |abeled the imaginary finish line was not much farther. The tires screamed in
agony as he guided it around the last corner and recovered quickly for the dight over steer. His
hands shook as the arteriesin his neck pounded on each side of his throat, condtricting, choking
him. Risking aglance a hiswrig watch he saw the digita countdown marking time asit dipped
into the past. Seven more seconds and it would be over. He forced himself to breathe deeply
through his nose as the speedometer climbed steadily. Suddenly his eyes widened in terror as
he saw the shape of women standing in theroad. Her dark cloak seemed to movein dow
motion as she stared emotionlesdy toward him. The squed of the tires under hard bresking
came to him like the laughter of the devil, knowing there would be no time to stop the old
Chevelle. Fitching the whed too sharply he swerved and amed for the shoulder of the road,
hoping she wouldn’t be there when he arrived. The Chevelle pitched sideways, he countered,
then the other, he countered again. The Chevelle skidded toward the embankment, and the

world began to move dower and dower. If | only had three more feet, he thought.



The Chevelle did over the Side of the road, seeming to dmogt stop. Mark’sworld
suddenly became a world without up or down. The car rolled, metal squedling and crunching
like an duminum can. He could hear the tie rod ends creaking, the fan ripping into the radiator,
and the splintering of the windows around him. The hood crumpled toward the cracked
windshield and then smashed back down as the Chevell€ sroof touched ground. Thelap belt
was torn from the floor board, and his hands gripped the steering whed franticaly, the leasther
scraping up under hisfinger nails, and then suddenly the whed seemed ripped from his hands.
He was no longer in the car, but somehow flying through the air. His upper back dammed into
the large pine, the cracking splintering of his spine and ribs vibrated up to his ears as the sound
of the Chevel€e s tumble faded down the hill and then stopped. His skull caught abranch as his
body fed to the wet foliage of the woodland floor.

He could fed the warm pool growing beneath his head and smdll the wet pine needles
that pressed into hisface. He teetered on his side, and then fell back on his broken spine. The
night stars glared down at him, and the road mocked him from far above. Pain caled up to him
with every gurgling breeth, and his lower body lay immobile as hisvison spun. Suddenly the
pain ceased and his cam returned. Hefdt asif he floated up, as if someone waslifting him.
Looking back over his shoulder he saw himsdf lying there, hisdark hair pooled in blood, his
once strait body crooked and contorted in joints he knew he should not have. He spun over
wildly, facing the fdling earth.

I’mdead. The thought came hard as his body continued to dowly fdl away. Hisarms
thrashed and raged as he tried to swim back down through the air toward the broken frame that
oncewas his.

“Noooooo! Nooooo!” His thrashing increased. “ Somebody help me!”

His dow and steadly rise continued, the top the tree coming into Sght. Heraged onin
struggle, sobbing as he was lifted, watching his body resign.  As his helpless thrashing ceased
he saw a dark shrouded figure move out of the forest and approach hisbody. The figure knelt



by hisbody’s side, and pulled back the hood of its dark cloak. Long read locks of hair fell
from the hood' s confines and a feminine hand reached out to gently stroke his body’ s face.

“You will not diethisway,” her voice but awhisper in hisbody's ear, but it cameto him
asif shewerewith him at this great height. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

She leaned over hisbody asif to kisshim, and then it was if the hand that carried him
upward was suddenly gone. Hefdt the tearing pain in his neck as he fell, passing through her
and damming back into hisbody. Mark jerked upward, his eyes opening, the pain returning.
Emerad eyes peered down a him from a soft pale complexion, asingle drop of blood rolling
gently from the side of her mouth. Reaching up with her hand, she through the cloak back over
her shoulders and pulled the plummeting neck line of her dress downward, exposing the top part
of her right breast. She scraped her finger nail across the top of it with awince and a crimson
trickle appeared. Sheraised his head to the fresh wound and cradled his broken body.

“Drink my love” her voice wasfilled with tears. “Itisthe only way | can save you

Hefdt the warm liquid fill his mouth and he swallowed. Hisbody tingled as he
swalowed again, hislower body draitening, his mind swirling in euphoria. Sucking now he
swdlowed again, wanting her unlike he had ever wanted any other woman. Thisiswrong, |
shouldn’t do this! Hethought. But the inhibition was no match againg this new found desire.
She moaned passionately as he sat up under his own strength. He embraced her tightly in his
arms as he gulped at the flowing stream. She moaned louder and quivered. Taking a hand full
of hishair she pulled him from her body. Blood lay streaked across her breast as he licked at
hislips, his eyesfixaing on her lips

“Not too much my love.”” Her voice came through breathing short and deep, not unlike
hisown. Hekissed her hard, the sweetness of his own blood on her lips mixing with hers as she
pulled him to her. He kissed down her neck, pulling a her cloak to free her fromit. She
grabbed his hand, sopping him. She pushed him gently back to the ground and stood, putting
distance between them. Her eyes remained filled with hunger. His own hunger faded dowly,



but was like hot embers waiting only for new fud to give birth to flame. Redlity flooded in
around him as his passon dwindled. Looking toward where the Chevelle now burned he
spoke.

“Am | dead?’

“No,” she answered softly. “You are born.”
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