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A FACE IN THE MOON





Thalia glanced out the window of Julian's car just in time to see the August moon disappear behind the storm clouds. Was crescent moon the right word for it? So many years had passed since that science teacher had projected diagrams of the phases onto a science classroom wall. 

The moon and the stars had nothing to do with her plans for the future, especially now that she was engaged to Julian. She had to think about where the marriage would take place, buying the dress, planning the reception. Identifying phases of the moon wasn't important.

The engagement ring she wore was pricey, but she knew he didn't care about the cost because she meant everything to him. She'd heard that phrase before in silly tunes on the radio, but now she understood what it meant.

Thalia looked over at Julian next to her, the steering wheel in the grip of his strong, capable hands. It was too dark to see his face; he'd been so quiet ever since they'd gotten into the car.

When he proposed to her at the restaurant an hour ago, and she said, "Yes," he was so overwhelmed he had to turn his face away from her. And he looked embarrassed when the waiter came by to ask if everything was all right. His eyes were red and watery, and because he couldn't speak, she'd had to say yes, yes, everything was beautiful, so beautiful.

Small drops of rain pelted the windshield, breaking the silence.

Julian cursed as he turned on the radio. Dance music pumped out of the powerful speakers at the rear of the car. Thalia didn't like techno, but Julian did and at least hearing it made her think of dancing with him at the Whisky Saigon. She imagined the reassuring strength of his body against hers. 

She wanted the silence of moments before to continue. She loved it late in the night when they lay together in the silent darkness of apartment bedroom, the sounds of their lovemaking fading away as their breathing slowed and their limbs relaxed and they knew there was nothing else in the entire world but them.

She reached across to him and rested her hand on his knee. Julian smiled.

"We'll be home soon." The first words he'd said since leaving the restaurant, and they were almost lost in the roar from the speakers.

She kept her hand on his knee and did not draw it away from him, even when the rain began to pelt down with greater force and the wind picked up.  The windshield wipers were going full strength, but Thalia could hardly see anything. Suddenly anxious, she pulled her hand away from his knee.

"Relax," he said. "We'll be off the 401 in a minute or two. It'll be okay."

The car was soon gliding down an exit ramp. Thalia couldn't believe what she saw in the rearview mirror: huge geysers of water sprayed up from the rear tires.

"Great traction, eh?" Julian said.

Thalia laughed. He was always bragging about his car, just as if it were a toy.  His voice was so deep and confident.

They were off the 401 now and going down some suburban road. "Where's this? This isn't Sheppard," she said.

"It's just a detour. I don't like using the highway when it's raining this hard. It won't be long until we get home."

"I hope you're right," Thalia said. The pounding of the rain on the roof was more intense and the gusting of the wind made the car rock like a cradle on its tires. The snake-like hissing of the water splashing from the tires and the thud-thud-thud of the drum machine on the techno song were sinister to her. She found herself shivering, wishing she could curl up next to Julian and feel his warmth.

She looked over at him. In the dimming and brightening glow from the streetlights overhead, she saw that his jaw was set, his eyes fixed straight ahead.

She turned down the volume on the radio and said, "Maybe we should pull over until the rain dies down a bit."

"No," he finally said. "Let's keep going."

Thalia wasn't certain where they were. All she could see was a concrete meridian down the middle of the four-lane road, the lighting standards giving off a dim amber glow.

At either side lay darkness made impenetrable by the rain, some clumps of trees, the faintest outlines of a high-rise
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