

    
        
          Eureka After Dark: Vampire, Monsters, and the Lights Over the Hollow

        

        
        
          F.K. Sterling

        

        
          Published by F.K. Sterling, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      EUREKA AFTER DARK: VAMPIRE, MONSTERS, AND THE LIGHTS OVER THE HOLLOW

    

    
      First edition. July 16, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 F.K. Sterling.

    

    
    
      Written by F.K. Sterling.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Author's Note

Preface

Introduction

Prologue

The Lights

The Screaming

The Cure

Thorne's Place

Deer Camp

The Window

Six A.M.

The Junk Man

Tour of One

The Grand

Deer Season

The Reader

What Remained

Dispatch

Sorrel's Boy

Blood Kin

The Assistant

Last Call

Missing Time

The Group

The Contactee

The Implant

First Light

The Old Ground

Shining Ones

The Watchers

Homecoming

In the Water

The Lake

The Graveyard

Wouldn't Drink

Field Report

Ridge Road

The Recording

The Peddler

Drought Year

The Count

Last Bellamy

Revival

Trail Cam

The Convention

The Chapel

The Doorstep

Epilogue



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To Paige and Julie, at La Grange

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Author's Note
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✦

I did not go looking for these stories. That is the first thing, and the truest.

For the better part of two decades I have made my living writing about the strange country I come from — the Ozarks, and the things in them the guidebooks leave out — and in that time I have become, without ever quite intending it, a kind of address. People write to me. Correspondents I have never met send me letters, long past midnight by the postmark, about the light they saw come down over the ridge, the hours they cannot account for, the small round scar inside the elbow, the family member who went up toward the hollow and came back somehow wrong. They write to me because they have learned, as I learned, that there is nowhere else to send such a letter. The doctor has no form for it. The preacher changes the subject. The sheriff writes down "predators" and will not meet your eye.

I have changed every name. I have moved houses from one holler to the next, married off witnesses to spouses they never had, set true events in false years. What is fiction here is the packaging. I will not tell you which parts came whole out of a stranger's shaking hand, because some of those strangers are still my neighbors, and because you would not sleep, and because — I will be honest, in the way this book means to be honest — I am no longer entirely sure myself. The line has worn thin. I have handled this material too long.

If you recognize your own account in these pages, disguised: I am sorry. You know I had to. And you know, better than any reader ever will, that I have if anything made it gentler than it was.

—F. K. S., Eureka Springs, Arkansas
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Preface

[image: ]


✦

I saw them once. I feel I owe you that, at the outset, since I am about to spend a whole book asking you to take other people's word for it.

It was the autumn of 1998, and I was young and did not yet write about such things, and I was driving the ridge road north of town late, the way you do when you are young, with the windows down. The radio quit first. Then the engine. And out over the black notch of the hollow a light came down, unhurried, the color of the inside of a shell, and the cold came up through the floor of the car into the soles of my feet — and I have never, in all the years since, been able to tell you what happened in the ninety minutes that followed, because there is a place in that night where my memory simply stops, the way a road stops at water.

I came away with two things. The first is the reason I write what I write, and not the cheerful other things a man might have written with his one life. The second is a small pale scar on the inside of my left arm that I did not have when I left the house.

For years I tried to write this as what I am — a researcher — to lay it out with the accounts and the dates and the maps. But the people would not go on the record, and the record laid bare is not believable, and, hardest of all to accept, the truth of this thing does not live in the record. It lives in the ninety missing minutes. And there is only one kind of book that can carry a missing ninety minutes to a reader with the ninety minutes still inside it.

So I wrote you these instead. Forgive the disguise. Attend to the wound underneath it.
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✦

Eureka Springs, Arkansas, was founded on the fourth of July, 1879, around a cluster of springs the local tribes had held sacred for longer than anyone can reckon. The official story is a cheerful one. A frontier doctor named Alvah Jackson found the water in the 1850s, decided it had cured his son's ailing eyes, and sold it as "Dr. Jackson's Eye Water"; a judge with a wretched skin disease drank from the Basin Spring and was healed; word spread, and within a decade a whole Victorian city had boiled up out of the hillsides — ten thousand souls at its height, hotels and bathhouses and a railroad, all of it built to sell the miracle of the water to the sick and the dying who came by the trainload to be made whole.

That is all true, and it is not the story.

The story is the part the plaques leave off: that the people who lived here before the city did not build resorts around the springs. They kept away from them. They understood the water to be sacred in the older, harder sense of the word — not a blessing to be bottled, but a power to be left alone. They knew the difference, as one of their descendants told me plainly, between water that heals you and water that keeps you. And they knew that a thing which heals all the way does not do it for free.

Consider a few facts that appear in no Chamber of Commerce brochure. That silent, shell-colored lights over the hollow northeast of town appear in the written record from the 1940s, and in the oral record a great deal further back. That the county has a long, quiet history of people who went up toward those lights and did not come back, or came back altered. That every age has had its own name for the same phenomenon — the old people's shining ones in the water, the settlers' haints, our own era's saucers and grey visitors — as though the thing itself never changes, only our vocabulary for refusing to understand it.

I have come to believe something I can prove to no one, and am therefore obliged to offer you as fiction, which is the only honest container left for an unprovable truth. I believe the springs are doors. I believe the intelligence that uses them is not visiting from anywhere — not another planet, not another star — but is native, and old, older than the tribes, older than the hills, resident in the deep drowned country under the Ozark limestone, and that it has been coming up through the water to take its portion of us since long before there was a town to sell tickets to the door.

What follows is what that belief looks like from inside the lives it ruins. I have set these stories in a real place, because it is a real place. Go, if you like. Drink the water. Everyone does.

Only understand what you are standing on.
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Prologue
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✦

Before the hills, there was the sea; and before the sea there was the country under it; and in the country under it they were already old.

They did not come down out of the sky. That is a young idea, and they are not young. When the great antediluvian flood came — the drowning the whole earth half remembers and mis-remembers, the water that took the low green countries and the cities on them down into the dark — they did not drown, for they were of the deep already, and the flood only gave them a wider dark to keep. They went down with the drowned country. They have been waiting in it ever since, patient, luminous, in no hurry at all, through every age of the ragged apes who came after and built and burned and built again on the thin dry crust above the water where the old ones keep.

Here and there the deep country reaches up. A spring. A sump. A still black pool at the bottom of a rock bowl in the hills, brimful and fed by nothing, holding the whole sky in it like an eye. The people who came to these hills first knew the pools for what they were, and left their offerings, and kept away, and told their children: that is a door. On the far side of it are the shining ones, who were here first and will be here last, and who once in a long age reach up through the water and take one of us down, or send one of us back with a light set behind the eyes.

Then other people came, who did not believe in doors. They built a town on the doorstep. They bottled the water and sold it to the sick, and were cured, and went home carrying, some of them, a small door of their own.

This is a book about that town, and that water, and the patient luminous old thing beneath it that we have called by a hundred names and never once, in a hundred and forty years, refused.

Come in. The light is coming up over the hollow. It is so glad you've come.
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The Lights
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✦

The oldest and strongest emotion of mankind is fear.

— H. P. Lovecraft, Supernatural Horror in Literature (1927)

Delia Pruett had walked the eight-o'clock ghost tour up Spring Street four nights a week for eleven years, and in all that time the worst thing that ever happened to her was a drunk from Fayetteville who threw up in the flowerbed outside the Basin Park Hotel. She told that story a lot. It got a laugh, and a laugh loosened a tour group up, and a loose group tipped better at the end when she stood by the fountain with her lantern and her clipboard and thanked them for coming.

She had her patter down to the minute. Rain or clear, June bugs or first frost, she gave them the same route and the same beats: the hotel where the water once ran up out of the ground on its own, the little stone steps worn to a shine by a hundred and forty years of feet, the alley where a photograph once caught a woman in a high collar standing in a window of a building that hadn't had a second floor since 1907. Tourists loved the woman in the window. Delia loved her too, in the way you love a thing that pays your electric bill.

That Thursday in October she had nine of them. A retired couple from Branson who kept correcting each other. Two college girls up from Conway with matching Stanley cups. A family — mother, father, a boy maybe ten in a Royals cap — who'd driven over from Tulsa and looked road-tired and happy. And a heavyset man in a windbreaker, alone, who didn't say much and stood at the back and wrote things in a little notebook. Delia clocked him the way she clocked all the quiet ones. Quiet ones were either shy or trouble, and you couldn't always tell which till the tour was over.

The weather was doing the thing it did in October, warm off the pavement and cool off the hills, so the low places filled up with fog the color of skim milk. It slid down the switchbacks and pooled in the parking lots and made the gaslight-style lamps along Spring Street bloom into soft gold balls that didn't light anything past your own two feet. Perfect ghost-tour weather. Delia had learned to be grateful for it.

"Now," she said, at the top of the stone stairway where she always said it, lantern up under her chin so the light came from below and made her face into a jack-o'-lantern, "you all been told this town's built on healing springs. And it is. People been coming here since the 1880s to drink the water and bathe in it and cure what ailed them — rheumatism, blindness, cancer, you name it. There was a time you couldn't walk down this hill for the crippled folks lined up with their cups."

The boy in the Royals cap was watching her with his whole face.

"What they
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