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Dedication
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This one is dedicated to Daddy, who loved all things unexplained. The Brown Mountain Lights are a phenomenon that has been part of the mountains of North Carolina for untold generations. The lights have been studied by multiple sources for years. You can check it out here!

I grew up vacationing at Brown Mountain Beach as a child at the cabin we leased every year, and I always wondered what caused them, though neither Daddy nor I never saw them. There was even a song that was released back in 1962 that you can find on YouTube, though the lights were seen long before something like this could have been the explanation.

I went a different direction, and this is my attempt at an explanation.

And of course, always to Darwin.
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Chapter One
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Wendolyn stepped out of her cabin and ran her hands through her long red hair, untangling it some and letting it blow in the faint breeze. She would restrain the unruly mass for this evening.

It was a nice day, coolish which she loved. Fall was always her favorite time of year. Her woods would soon be brilliant with color. She loved it, even though it would bring more tourists. Tourists meant more people coming to experience the lights. While she didn’t want to be near them on some level, neither did she want to disappoint them.

She would dance tonight. It had been a couple of days since she’d ventured out. Her body wanted the release. It was time. And something tugged at her this evening. She couldn’t put a finger on it, but it made tonight’s dance even more compelling. Whatever this urging was, she’d follow it. Any urge this strong surely meant something special was coming.

Her body was humming with pleasure and she ran her hands down it, feeling the toned muscles. She did a small twirl there in front of her home, causing the leaves already fallen to spiral with her. There were others on the mountain today, some would stay to attempt to witness her dance. Was the reason for her yearning someone?

Her dance tonight would be joy. That was what was filling her today.

****
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Clay stepped out of his jeep, stretching after his quick run into town for dinner and a few supplies. This should be a good place to set up his recording equipment. He would attempt to capture the fabled Brown Mountain Lights, if they showed up tonight. Off the road like this, he wouldn’t pick up the lights from cars or be bothered by traffic noises if he found anything to film this evening, like those Brown Mountain Lights he’d heard about. They were the main reason he’d ventured here. There had been nothing last night or the night before. He’d heard that could happen. Hopefully tonight he would be lucky, since he only had a couple more days before he had to return to the city and his day job. Of course, he considered this his true work, but those who paid him didn’t see it that way.

Not to say he didn’t enjoy his day job. Just not having to depend on it for a living was nice. Landscape architecture got him outside where he could breathe and feel free, even have fun. Working in and with nature as much as he wanted made it less like work anyway. He was outside and not too close to other people most of the time, so it fit him well.

After setting up his recording equipment, he stretched again to his full six foot two, pushed his hair back from his brow and finally reached into the passenger’s seat to retrieve his dinner. He would probably be here for a while.

He felt good about this evening. Clay couldn’t put a finger on why, however he’d learned long ago not to ignore that feeling when it came. Following his “hunches” had led him to good jobs and a good friend, not to mention his lottery winnings.

He adjusted the camera’s tripod and the aperture before settling into his camp chair to gaze out at the view. According to the information he’d gleaned, it would have to be full dark before he could expect any activity. Now, before darkness descended, he could see the reason these ancient mountains were referred to as the Blue Ridge. Crest after crest moved toward the horizon as though they were massive waves of rising waters, fading in color from the green here to a soft blue that eventually blended into the sky. There was nothing like this anywhere else in the world and he felt like he was the only person on earth to enjoy it. Fantasy, maybe, but he sensed the view embracing him, welcoming him home.

The sky filled with stars as he watched, clear and beautiful tonight. He recalled the first time he’d seen the Milky Way without city lights to mar its glory and finally understood the name. The vast expanse of stars did look like a wave of milk coming toward him. This was the kind of place he felt the most at home.

It was nice to have that feeling again. When his father passed away, Clay lost all concept of home. His father had taught him to love places like this, and he felt closer to him here than he had in a long time. His mother had deserted them too long ago for him to truly remember her. Something about the woods gave him peace and he drew in another breath that was distinctly forest. Finding this area in rural North Carolina made him feel as though he found something important. Something for which he’d been unaware of searching.

Laughing at himself, he settled back just to enjoy. He wasn’t old enough to get maudlin about such things. He hadn’t bothered with the tent for tonight. It was too beautiful to be inside. The slight chill to the air felt good right now, and his sleeping bag would protect him from the elements. The small fire he’d set up to light later in a carefully constructed circle of stones would be enough to keep him warm. Animals never seemed to bother him when he slept out like this. They never had.

He finished his burrito, tucking the trash deep into his carry all and glanced up in time to see a falling star. He made a quick wish on it that the lights he’d heard about would come tonight, before he had to go home. Why would anyone want more than this?

Okay, maybe someone to share it with.

Without warning, he felt a prickle of anticipation and then they were there—the lights he’d read about and become anxious to see. They danced! That was the only word for it. He stood mesmerized at the sight.

He’d expected something that resembled car headlights, though that theory had been tossed aside long ago according to everything he’d read. These lights were much older than manmade vehicles of any type. They were older than the Native Americans who shared the legend he now viewed. In that legend Indian maidens continued to look for their loved ones following a great battle between the Cherokee and Catawba Indians. These lights looked more like what he had seen on the Appalachian State website, leaping into the air and... playing.

When the lights faded from view, much too soon for him, he stood still for a few moments to allow the beauty to sink into him, then moved closer to the area where the phenomena had burst forth. He could spot nothing to cause it, no smell of burning as with firecrackers, though he’d never seen a fireworks display like that.

Then there was movement. Was someone else out here like him, to observe or investigate? He quietly moved closer and something hovered at the edge of his vision. He turned and the movement stopped, as though whoever it was, watched him as well. Unable to focus on the other... individual, he turned his head slightly and saw large dark eyes staring, startled, back at
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