
In the center of the concentrator, there’s a 
great big hole in the roof. Actually, there 
were a few of them spread across the roof. 
They’re shaped like a rectangle, roughly the 
size of a pool table. They keep them open 
for ventilation purposes, or else the 
concentrator would be filled with smoke and 
other airborne debris. On certain days, when 
the climate was just right, there would be a 
great beam of light that would shine through 
one of the pool table holes onto the main 
walkway. On those days, I’d stop and face 
the light, eyes closed. A lucid heat beam 
showering my face with grace and comfort. I 
had turned my back on God since fifth 
grade, when he took Kim and Jeff away 
from me. But there was something holy in 
those moments of mild comfort. Was this 
what Paul saw on his way to Damascus? I 
don’t know. 
 
Those were the good days working at the 
mine. The only good days. 


