Night Driving 

It happened on a Tuesday night. Edward Nordyke was going to see the only other woman he’d ever loved. It was raining and dark sheets of water were slapping his windshield. He was a tall man, hunched over the steering wheel of a gold Oldsmobile Alero as it sped through the night.

The road was narrow but bulged in places like a snake after dinner. Trees stood along the roadside like soldiers watching him as he flew by.  Ed knew route forty-seven by heart now. He’d been driving the same road on the same night for almost a year. He’d drive down, see this woman he loved and then he’d come back and make breakfast for his wife and kids. Mostly it was him alone on the east road. Most cars were on the west road, heading back towards the city at this time of night. They would race past him, headlights cutting swaths through the darkness that separated them. Sometimes He would wave at them and curve his lips up in that peculiar smile of his. He didn’t expect them to wave back. 

There were three other cars on east forty-seven tonight. There was a blue Ford Taurus up ahead and what looked to be some kind of sports car ahead of it. Behind him was something foreign. He knew it by the way the white headlights burned in his rear view mirror. Very bright and close together like angry eyes. He sped up some and the eyes faded back.


Ed had been wanting to talk to Samantha all day. The company he worked for had offered to move him and his family to Bangor, Maine. They were starting a new office there. Going to Bangor meant leaving Samantha behind. He could take his Wife and his kids but he couldn’t take his mistress. Ed didn’t know if he could to that to her. 

Blue Taurus put on its breaks. The rain was coming down so hard now that Ed barely saw it in time to stop. His tires squealed to a halt and his body jerked forward with the momentum.

“What the hell?” He was speaking to the sky or his car. The tall man hunched over even further and squinted, looking past rapid-fire raindrops to the road ahead of him.  Something was very wrong. As far as his eyes could see there was a train of red lights, arrested in the darkness. At the end of it the tell tale yellow and blue of police lights stealing the comfort of speed. Ed sighed and unbuttoned the top button of his oxford shirt. Tina had bought the shirt for him. Tina who was kind and considerate of his every need. Samantha had asked him once why he never left his wife. Ed said, “Because I love her”. 

“And don’t you love me?” She was lying on the bed naked, her brown skin like chocolate in the firelight. She was watching him button his shirt in the bathroom mirror. It was Wednesday morning, 4 A.M. his kids would be getting up soon.

“I love every inch of you. Every word. Every minute” He spoke with an accent that sounded German, but he’d never been outside of the U.S. His friends joshed him about it growing up, and his coworkers did today. His accent thrilled Samantha. She said it made him sound important.
“You could do that” She said. “You could believe it was possible to love two women, even if in your soul knows that you can ever really only love one”.

The sky split apart in a jagged white fissure. Thunder rushed across the void. It was so loud this time that his car shook. Ed’ heart started to beat a little faster. The cars were moving slowly. It looked like there had been an accident or maybe a fallen tree. Ed had never been in an accident. He always said that he ‘drove too good to crash’. Tina once joked with Ed about his driving. “You drive too fast and reckless. You’re going to get us both killed!”


“You said till death do us part”. His lips curled slightly. Tina recoiled 


“I hate it when you smile like that; it scares the hell out of me.” She had green eyes and perfect white teeth. 


“My smile scares you? What is that supposed to mean?”


“It means that your smile scares me, just like I said” Ed loved her honesty. He let go of the steering wheel for just a moment. Tina screamed. Ed laughed and clamped his big hands back on the wheel.


“You… You!” She was laughing and angry at the same time. She hugged him tightly and he could feel her body quivering in his arms.

Ed was getting closer to where the accident was. A police officer was holding a flashlight and directing traffic away from whatever had happened. The ground was littered with roadside flares. Ed turned down the music and rolled down the window as though to ask the officer what was wrong. 

But he could see what was wrong. He could see it very clearly indeed. Just past the edge of the road where the grass was cut low and the ground dipped down into a trench, a car had lost control. It lay there on its golden back, hazard lights sparking desperately. The hood was crushed down into the seats. There had only been one person; a man. He was wearing the remains of a black business suit and an oxford shirt. 

The officer leaned closer to the car. He mouthed the words “keep moving sir”, but their sound was lost amidst the pounding rain. Then the officer froze with a look of utter terror. He adjusted his cap and shone a flashlight in Ed’ face. He looked back at the body. Then he looked at Ed again. The tall mans eyes were locked on the body, staring not at it but through it. There was the slightest curve on the wispy edges of Ed’s lips that made it seem like he was smiling. 

The officer said “oh my god”. 

It happened on a Tuesday night.

