
  

IN THE LIGHT 

  

There was the matter of telling his father that he’d hit a man with his car. He’d probably lay out 

the details first—that he was coming home from Ricky’s, that he had his brights on and that he 

was driving cautiously, that he had no idea why someone was walking out in the snow like that. 

Over the dash, the body didn’t move. 

 This was in the nighttime. Alex focused his eyes, and the snow bulged a fisheye around 

the Honda. Alright time to get out, check the body, make sure he’s not dead. But it looks like 

he’s dead. In the bright broad beam of headlight was a man on the ground, curled like a fetus. 

Under the big lights he looked center stage dead. What if— 

 “You need help there? What is that?” The dad in the SUV hooked one arm out the 

window and anchored himself to the car door. He squinted into the headlights and craned his 

neck back and forth around Alex’s silhouette to catch a good look at the lump in the snow. 

Pointing vaguely, he said, “You’ve got a man over there.” 

 Alex couldn’t let that happen. He needed to check and see if the guy was still alive. He 

balanced on his right foot and swung his left up and around the body. Just nudge. He nudged. 

He nudged again, but each time the man only rolled forward with indifference, and each time 

recoiled back to his prior position. 

 “Why the fuck were you in the middle of the road?” Alex crouched at the man’s feet, 

and realized up until now that he hadn’t seen the face. He didn’t want to see the face, he knew 

the face would be twisted and pale and probably grinning. What the man wore was a suit—light 



tweed, heavy with snow. A dead professional. Alex stared at the crystals collecting on the man’s 

side, and they writhed with precision. Bad idea, bad idea.  And now what? 

 “Now what?” 

 On either side of the road, the head of a thicket grew tangled and dark. The man would 

fit in there. His feet might stick out, but it would be out of the question to chop them off. It 

wouldn’t matter anyway. No one will find him, no one comes out here, snow will decompose 

the body. Perfect. Alex grabbed the man’s pant cuffs and forced himself to standing, knees 

pop-popping. Taking backward baby steps, Alex began to drag the man by his legs. They were 

longer than any he’d ever seen. The man rolled belly-up. The face was slender and caked in 

frost. His wispy comb over was now stringy and wet and matted to the dimply skull. The eyes 

fixed on Alex. “You asshole,” Said Alex. “You fucked up now. This is the big one. This is the big 

fuckup.” The dead man would not move. Alex could not pull him. Hard yanks on the pant cuffs 

did nothing to budge the monster. “You asshole.” He jerked back without success, and there 

was a spongy pop somewhere inside the man’s legs. He let go of the pant cuffs and stepped 

back to look at the dead man in front of him, who had taken the obscene shape of Jesus on the 

cross. What kind of snow angel is this? A red bowtie blossomed under the man’s upturned chin. 

 What if Alex were to leave him? Would a dad stop his SUV on the side of the road and 

say to his wife, Honey, is this a body? Alex knew there was his hair and skin and DNA, and this 

was most certainly a crime scene. There was probably even semen, because he knew detectives 

were that good. The snow was changing direction. A chill was finally pricking into Alex’s 

sleeveless arms. He thought, Those orange prison jumpsuits, I bet they’re warm. 



 But it wasn’t worth it so Alex walked around to the other side of the body and picked up 

the dirty wet hands. For a moment Alex realized the scene was like a farmer pushing a large 

plow. Till that snow with a bloody man body, he said singsong in his head. He eventually found 

the footing and the energy and managed to drag the body down the ditch and up into the 

thicket. The man fit, mostly. All that stuck out were the soles of his old man shoes. It looked like 

somebody had dropped a large shrub on the Wicked Witch. Alex felt a smile, but he knew it was 

entirely inappropriate. And then the silence took over and he was all alone, just staring at the 

heels of the man he’d hit with his car. Alex listened to the snow. In the distance there was a 

light, a couple miles out, like a star on a hill. Those people—Alex stood still and relaxed his eyes 

into the distance—those people would have no idea that there was a dead body by the side of 

this road. 

 The quiet broke and the circular sobbing of the idle engine compelled Alex to leave. His 

legs tripped backwards and he stumbled into the headlights, and it was as if his car was 

interrogating him for a moment, and this made him move faster toward the door. Inside, the 

heater was harsh and blew stale air. “Crocodile Rock” was faint on the radio. Fishtailing in the 

bed of powder, Alex did not look at the shoes in the thicket, and drove away. 

 The drive was not long, but it could’ve been. This country road was a familiar stretch. 

The wipers beat a nasty rhythm up and down his windshield. 

 “Fuckin Ricky.” The white pill that Tricky Ricky Roberts had given him had worked, but 

had started to wear off. Even as the sensation died, it made his arms thick with feeling. Ricky 

said, You’ll peak for a couple hours, and waved the small pill in front of Alex’s face like a stoned 

snake charmer. Alex’s eyes focused into points on the steady white highway. Baking under his 



shirt, Alex flipped the heater knob to off. At one point, he had to roll down his window and 

vomit beige lumps all over the side of the car. It was an otherwise quiet ride. 

 Alex entered town. He turned into his neighborhood and was greeted by familiar street 

lamps and their orange glow and he seemed to relax a little bit. What was probably happening 

was Alex was coming down. 

 His father’s Camry was in the driveway, but no sign of the van. The porch light was off, 

and when he entered the living room it was quiet and there were was nothing on. The house 

didn’t smell like a dinner had been cooked. Alex listened for his mother or Jackie or his father, 

but the only return was the on-hum of the kitchen appliances. 

 “Alex?” That was his father calling from the dining room. “Alex? Come here.” 

  His father had a beer in front of him, a kind Alex didn’t know. 

 “Dad.” Alex stood at the end of the dining room table. His father was good about 

knowing things, like most fathers probably are. He knew about cars, and he knew how to fix a 

lawnmower and grill good salmon. His father knew when Alex was lying. He knew when 

something was wrong, and he usually knew what the something was. Sweat mixed into Alex’s 

damp head. “Dad, where’s mom?” 

 “She’s picking up Jackie from Molly’s. The birthday party.” 

 “Right, shit, yeah, right right now I remember.” 

 His father’s eyes narrowed, but the gaze soon broke as he lifted the beer to his lips and 

took a swig. 

 “You eat dinner yet?” 



 “No, yeah, at Roger’s. His mom made us chicken pot pie.” Alex’s brain couldn’t keep up 

with the lies coming out of his mouth, and there was a stammer between chicken and pot. 

 “Was it good? Have a seat. Never did like chicken pot pie.” 

 “It was just, you know, just alright,” said Alex, sliding into the seat across from his 

father. 

 “How’s you car? Alright? Tires alright in the snow?” 

 “Yeah yeah.” 

 “Oil? How’s your oil? You watch that stuff? You should.” 

 “No no, my oil’s fine. I keep track and stuff.” 

 “Good.” His father’s eyes lingered a beat. They watched Alex like he was about to 

explode. Alex looked back, but he felt cowardly in his father’s gaze. 

 Almost falling out of his mouth, he asked, “What?” 

 “You alright? Alex, huh? You alright? Something happen?” 

 “No no nothing happened, haha. Just tired.” There was the stammer again. 

 “You know I’m, you know you can talk to me, you know? I’m here for you Alex.” 

 “Oh yeah yeah, thanks Dad.” 

 Alex’s eyes met his father’s, but he again felt that was too long and looked away to the 

clock on the wall. It was exactly ten-thirty. Alex felt his father’s eyes on him. If he returned the 

look, he would have to say something to his father, and he had nothing to say that wouldn’t be 

an unconscious confession. The clock struck a tinny bell inside. 

 “Listen, Alex. Don’t freak out. I’m going to ask you something.” 



 Alex couldn’t look away this time. His father leaned in, folding his arms on the table, and 

to Alex, he looked like some sort of radio broadcaster, a serious political one. The dining room 

light cast severe shadows. This was the real interrogation. 

 “Alex.” 

 “What?” The word was weak on his tongue. 

 “Are you on drugs?” 

 There are two ways a balloon can die. It can pop, or it can deflate. Alex saw himself—it 

was an out of body experience—and right then he deflated in his chair. 

 “I’m not angry. Just answer me.” 

 “Dad—“ His mouth felt exaggerated. “Dad, no. Geez, I’m not.” 

 “You’re on drugs right now.” 

 “What?” It was becoming less of a question and more of a lie. 

 “C’mon Alex, you know how it affects me. I deal with that shit every day. I know what it 

looks like and I’m looking right at it.” 

 Not knowing which words would come out, Alex chose to look at his feet. He had 

tracked mud and snow into the house. 

 “We picked up a guy just yesterday. He had these scabs. And the things he said were 

just filthy, nasty things. And he looked so sad. And all I could think of was you and Jackie, you 

and Jackie.” 

 “Jesus Dad, I’m not doing meth,” Alex said to his lap. 

 “I know. What are you doing? Pot?” 

 “Just, yeah, just a little pot.” 



 Alex’s father looked at him for a bit longer. Not disappointed, really. His eyes lowered to 

his beer. “Yeah. Yeah.” 

 Alex wasn’t sure where his father was taking this talk. He decided to keep quiet and see 

where it was headed. But his father seemed to not have anything more to say, and instead 

grabbed his empty beer and headed for the kitchen. His father was wearing old man shoes. 

 “Dad I have to go. I have to go somewhere. Back to Ricky’s.” 

 “Where is your mom? She’s been gone nearly an hour now.” 

 “Dad.” 

 His father looked up from the beer bottle he’d just thrown into the trash. “Ricky’s is a 

far drive.” 

 Alex looked at the man in the Cubs sweatshirt, and this was the first time that he felt 

like he knew more than his father. 

 “Yeah, dad, I know. I left my cellphone there. It’s alright. I’ll be back in, like, twenty 

minutes.” 

 At first it seemed like his father hadn’t heard him, or maybe ignored him. He wasn’t the 

tall man that he was in uniform. Now he was tired, and his shoulders shrugged down like 

something heavy and invisible was pressing on them. 

 “Yeah okay, that’s fine Alex. I’m going to bed. We’ll talk tomorrow.” 

 Alex watched his father shuffle toward the stairs. 

 “Goodnight dad.” 

 The car was still warm, and it made Alex feel almost sick. The feeling lingered in his 

bowels as he exited his neighborhood, away from the streetlights, and off into the darkness. It 



reminded him of the fairgrounds. As a kid, Alex would count down to the fair’s annual summer 

arrival. It would stay for three days, each night switching on in a yellow midway haze, barking 

and bellowing and taking money from children in exchange for spun sugar and Ferris wheel 

rides. And he would go, every night, sometimes spending money he’d earned, often spending 

money he’d stolen. And he would enjoy himself, and laugh with his friends, and see the girls 

from school walking in packs. He would never win the big stuffed Tweety Birds, but every year 

he would try. And the Ferris wheel often frightened him, especially when his car would stop at 

the very tip-top, swinging in the summer breeze like a quiet warning. But the thing he would 

remember most every year was the end of the night. At the end of the night the illusion broke, 

for a few moments, and he would see that the fairgrounds were dirty and dusty, and sad 

monsters operated the rides. And worst of all, he would see the fence on the edge of the 

fairgrounds, and the darkness beyond it. He never wanted to go past that fence, because that’s 

where it all ended. That’s where there were no flashing lights or giggling girls. There was 

nothing but a big empty out there. And now, Alex only remembered the bleary piss color of the 

lights, and the carnies were all worn down meat, and it was only a dizzy memory that remained. 

  

The shoes still stuck out of the thicket, dusted over by a couple inches of snow. Alex sat in the 

car for a moment, and watched the feet from the window. He had hoped—as it had first 

appeared by a trick of the headlights—that the man’s feet weren’t actually there, and he was 

only looking at a particularly thick tangle in the undergrowth.  

 Alex got out of his car and walked across the road. Under the moon the feet seemed 

half-sunk in a thick white malt. Alex did what he felt like he had to do, and dragged the man out 



of the thicket. What Alex pulled out was a dead man. He was most likely in his fifties, the age 

where you have grandchildren. His skin was white and blue and pulled tight over his skull. And 

there were small cuts crisscrossing his face. And his back arched gnarled, and Alex figured it was 

broken by the impact. And he was crumpled up like a dead bug. 

 Alex wanted to say sorry to the man, but he was dead and it would be foolish to speak 

to a dead man, no matter how you felt. So he said it in his head, again and again, like a sad 

mantra. And when he was done, fifteen, twenty minutes had passed. Alex had nothing more 

that he felt comfortable saying. 

 Driving home took a while. Alex drove slower than usual, and made sure to keep his 

brights on. He kept them on the whole way back. He even kept them on in the neighborhood, 

where they seemed to defeat the streetlights. And when he got home, his mother’s van was 

still not in the driveway. 

  

  

 


