
Full Moon Night Trip 

 

The campfire dwindled into nothingness. Jan and Stephen climbed into their sleeping 

bags. The cool night swallowed them. Without the firelight they were indiscernible from 

the hazy background of pine trees. 

 Crickets chirped incessantly, interrupting the still of the quiet, arboreal night. The 

couple slept quickly and deeply. They were serene and at one with the forest. 

 As they slept their spirits drifted. With their souls at ease it was easy for the 

essence of the mountains to take them away. Native American tribes experienced this for 

centuries, before Europeans arrived in North America. 

 Their physical forms slept while their spirits blazed through the forest. Neither 

said a word, although they were aware of each other. Their spirits weaved in and out of 

the pine trees. A babbling stream of the clearest water reflected the full moonlight below. 

Stephen’s spirit noticed the reflection. 

 He motioned to Jan. She understood and without a word they both swept 

downward. They landed on the creek’s bank, side by side. The moonlight poured down 

through the valley in the woods created by the creek bed. 

 “Are we dreaming?” Stephen’s thoughts echoed through the forest. They were 

audible. 

 “Amazing.” Jan’s thought was transferred to sound as well. Stephen listened to it 

echo throughout the wilderness. They were not sure whether they were dreaming or if 

they had actual achieved a non-voluntary out of body experience. Either option impressed 

them both. 



 Jan reached down into the cool water. She put her hand below its surface, cupping 

the crystal clear creek into her palms. Beneath the surface, her hand glowed an eerie blue. 

It was a translucent luminescence, almost blocking the creek’s bottom from her vision. 

Jan stared in awe as Stephen looked on with amazement glazed over his face. 

 She plucked her hand from the stream. 

 “Wow,” she thought.  

 Stephen nodded in agreement. “Shall we continue?”  

 Without a response they flew again. Jan took the lead; they bobbed in and out of 

the canopy of gigantic white pines. The sky was clear and black, the full moon blocking 

all but the brightest stars. They had a beautiful view of the entire forest. For miles, only 

forested hills and in the distance the towering Cascades. 

 The cool wind spilled off their forms as they cruised through the crisp, late-night 

air. They flew faster and faster, oblivious to their bearings. All Earthly worries were 

forgotten. 

 Stephen closed his eyes and swooped into a big loop. 

 “It’s finally happening.” Stephen’s thoughts were barely audible over the roar of 

the air rushing by them. “All those years of soul searching and meditation . . .” His 

thoughts trailed off. 

 Jan just laughed. They moved ahead so fast that the ground below them rolled by 

in a blur. They bolted along, enraptured by the experience. 

 Stephen suddenly dove down. He headed for a clearing in the woods and made a 

graceful landing in the exact spot he wanted to. Surrounded by the towering pine forest, 

Stephen padded about on a carpet of dried, brown pine needles. The needles covered 



nearly every square inch of the forest floor. Jan swept in and kicked up a puff of pine 

needles as she did. 

 They both looked about, taking in the forest’s vast blackness. They were deep into 

the woods and it was probable that they were the first two human beings to behold this 

clearing. 

 The moonlight bathed them in its perfect white glow. They drew closer and 

kissed, holding each other beneath the shadows of the massive conifers. For a long, 

drawn-out moment, after the kiss, they stared into each other’s eyes, stuck in a deep 

hypnotic trance of love. 

 “What a night, my love,” Stephen thought-said as a raccoon scurried across the 

clearing. The animal was wholly unaware of their spiritual presence. Jan nodded and they 

lifted into the night sky, hand in hand. 

 The couple was overcome with pure bliss. They had practiced transcendental 

meditation and attempted out of body experiences for years. Tonight, after long last, they 

had achieved what they longed for, and without even trying. 

 A large river unfurled beneath them. It tumbled ferociously over the sharp rocks 

that littered the channel. The result was a very rapid and dangerous stretch of river. 

Stephen and Jan saw the it simultaneously. Neither of knew how far their soul journey 

had carried them but the river’s identity remained a mystery and they passed over it 

without a second thought. 

 Beyond the river, they were again passing over the familiar pine trees that coated 

the land. 

 “I’m gonna need a lot of granola after this night,” Stephen thought gleefully. 



 “Yes, tomorrow we will paint,” Jan added randomly. She unclasped Stephen’s 

hand, as they flew, and clapped with joy while rolling about in the air. 

 “Yes, yes, exactly!” Stephen thought-said. “Yes!” 

 They were quiet after that. The couple flew along and just took it all in. On the 

horizon, the sun was beginning its ascent toward morning. The horizon line had a blue-

red glow which grew brighter as the Earth rotated toward daylight. The fire of morning 

disappointed them both. They continued on further, despite the dawn. 

 Stephen and Jan were too content here to stop now.  

 The few stars that were out had all but disappeared and the once bright full moon 

drew nearer the horizon. Morning was upon them and they would have to draw back, 

toward their physical being. 

 “I’m not exactly sure how we go about this,” Stephen thought-said. 

 A moment flashed by. They were in their bodies. This, to their unfortunate 

displeasure. 

 Jan and Stephen’s bodies had been dragged from their tent while their souls were 

out; their badly mangled and shredded physical forms strewn about the campsite. 

 Jan’s torso was a crevasse of blood and gore. She was already dead. Her small 

intestine had been yanked from her body cavity. It fell softly over the edge of the hole 

that was her upper body and lay across the black dirt for several feet. Her eyes were 

frozen in death, expressionless. Stephen was still alive, though barely. 

 He looked as if he was in indescribable agony. He turned his head slightly to the 

left with the last bit of energy he had. The campsite had been sacked. Huge claw marks 

ripped down the blue canvas of their tent. Blood spattered the gnarled canvas. 



 A bear, thought Stephen in the last moments of his life. 

 His left arm had been left a bloody, meaty mess, shredded all the way to the bone. 

He felt no pain though. Bloody bits of flesh were littered about the area. A gaping wound 

in his neck poured blood onto the ground. He did not have long to live. He gasped for air 

and choked on blood. Stephen died in a horrible mess of flesh and blood and gore. The 

morning sun rose over the scene of terrible carnage and another day began in the forest. 


