As I tread the familiar streets of my neighbourhood, a peculiar hush accompanies my footsteps. I wonder where my echo has gone and look down curiously; ‘Aha, new shoes.” . I have lived in my home for 23 years, I have done these walks many times, but I find myself night walking more lately. Walking at night, makes me feel more alive. Daytime walks make me visible. I prefer concealment from the watchful eyes of the day. A dark and gloomy night to complement my fascination with the unknown.
With the night wrapped around me like a velvet cloak and the distant symphony of nocturnal creatures whispering secrets in the moonlit darkness, I head across the path that leads me to the side of the oldest church in town. I see a crack in the road and pause.  leading into the foundations of the church looks like an opening to the underworld, where the people of the night can quietly pass between their resting places and the living world. I jump, a swinging sign in the gentle winter wind. I turn to look, and it is nowhere to be seen. Where is this noise, why have I never noticed this before? My feet start walking towards the noise of the swinging sign, but I can’t see it. “Where is this noise,” I now say aloud in frustration to myself.  As I take one silent step after another, I stop.  The noise is suddenly behind me, almost as if I walked through a portal or a glitch in the time frame. I step forward it is behind me; I step back the noise is in front of me. Is my mind playing tricks on me? How did I become so blind to my surroundings? Frantically, I step back and forth, each time becoming increasingly intrigued by this new experience that I would have habitually walked past without a moment's thought. 
Standing in exasperation, I notice a shadow further down the road.  A figure that appears to float into a lane leading between the retirement home, and a neighbouring house. I have an overwhelming feeling to investigate. I head towards the ghostly figure and stop to look in the window of the retirement home. An old man, in striped pyjamas, sat alone in a room. His white wispy hair glistened in the reflection from the ceiling light making it look like a halo above his head. Another man lies motionless in the bed next to him, sleeping peacefully. A strange sight to see, and one I have never noticed before. Maybe they are old friends who like each other's company whether it be asleep or awake. 
As I stand pondering on their relationship, my mind refocuses on the ghostly figure. Is he trying to catch my attention? Did I stumble across one of the people of the night? I look forward and hurriedly try to catch up with the figure. The lane, that I have walked many times before is littered with human rubbish: cans, black bags, food containers. My foot kicks one of the cans in disgust, but I miss. I never miss. Tonight is getting weird. 
I get to the end of the lane, and a street full of cars opens before me. A hundred houses on this long street, and most of them in full darkness. I try to imagine the people inside asleep in their beds and realise I am still not tired. Suddenly, a scream. The sound of a woman in pain rings in my ears, then another, then another. I run towards the sound at the top of the long street, my feet still silent as I run. A brief thought runs through my mind “I must order these in another colour, I have never owned such quiet shoes.” As I get closer to the sound, I wonder why I don’t feel any adrenalin. Normally my heart would be pounding and my anxiety levels high, but tonight, I feel nothing. Just a sense of wanting to help this lady. I arrive at the sound, this woman is in danger, is she being murdered? Is she being attacked by an animal? As I creep forward a rustle in the bushes a curious baby fox emerges from the bushes and locks his eyes on mine. I have lived here for half of my life; I have walked this route thousands of times and not once has a baby fox come out to see me. I stand in awe, looking at him, and he, looking at me. I lean forward, the moon's full body shining in the reflection of his eyes. Twisting around I look at the moon. It is directly behind me. Why do I not see myself in his eyes? Have I become invisible? I swing my head back to look again but the fox has vanished. 
My heart would normally feel warm at such an encounter, but tonight I feel nothing. Almost as if the night has wrapped my heart in a veil of ice. I look back down to where the fox was, I feel the moon boring its eyes into the back of my head; water crystals from the cold of the night, glistening on the tarmac of the pavement.  I raise my hand in the air, no shadow. “What is going on” I whisper to myself. I decide that this is enough for one night. I wonder if I am overly tired and need some sleep, so I make the journey down the road towards my home. 
As my feet make the final silent steps towards my home, I start hearing the sign, swinging in the wind again. The old church bell rings, and the man in the striped pyjamas is standing at the end of the road with the fox by his side. I suddenly feel again. The memories of yesterday start flashing through my mind. A nighttime walk, ending in tragedy. A normal night, I crossed the road and a speeding car. “I’m dead” I sob, “I’m dead.”


 
