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 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Moonlight 

It drenched the hills with a supernatural beauty and lowered its soft white light into the car.  It was a small Geo, speeding on an empty country road.  Dan sat in the passenger’s seat and watched the high waves of the hills drift past his window.  

“Oh my God, look at that Dan,” said Amy, indicating the moon.  


He wanted to roll his eyes but he lacked the energy.  His focus fell away from the landscape, he looked at the seatbelt strapped across his chest, it was constricting, but Amy had insisted he wear it. 


“Just look,” she said.
Dan rubbed his ankle, the top elastic part or his sock was tight and cut into his flesh by the same slow process of Chinese water torture.  He needed to walk around, stretch his legs, get away from her.  But time was important, they had to get to Comfort by sunrise.  That’s where his family was -- everybody except, of course, his dead brother.  


It was three thirty in the morning.  They’d been in this suffocating economy car for twenty hours, and since leaving the University of Virginia they stopped only twice, once to go to the bathroom and once to restock the food duffel bag with cheese, crackers and Slim Jims.  It was Amy’s turn driving and Dan knew he needed to sleep before the funeral, but every time he closed his eyes he saw Davy.  A mental image from a picture he’d had framed: Davy standing there like a post, wearing only a pair of overalls, his grin smeared with orange jell-o, a cowlick of yellow hair pried up on the left side of his head.  The picture had been taken at last year’s family reunion and Davy, only five years old, had just beaten the adults in a jell-o eating contest.


“It’s so beautiful.  Don’t you think?” said Amy.  


Dan looked at the dashboard.  He said nothing.  


“Dan?  Don’t you think so?  Well I think it is.”  She looked again at the full moon and sighed through a smile, and Dan looked at her.  “There is so much beauty that we don’t even see, you know?”  

Her words made him want to take a vow of silence and keep it.  He wanted to bury his face in the seat until she was quiet, until he could recover from her mind numbing babble.  He hated the way she stated the obvious, always blurted out exactly what he was feeling but did not need to say.  Her lack of inspiration smothered him.  She killed perfectly beautiful moments with banalities like, “This or that is so beautiful,” and “I’ve told you what I like, now tell me what you like,” and “We are so in love.”  This time she had ruined the mystery of the fragile moonlight.  It was gorgeous, he thought – of course it was – but once you hog-tie beauty with crummy platitudes you strangle the life out of it.


“What are you thinking about?” asked Amy.  Dan looked at her.  He wanted to say, “You’re boring and you’re breathing my oxygen.”  But instead he said, “Nothing.”

Amy looked at him with a smirk.  “It sure looks like you’re thinking.”


“I don’t want to talk right now,” he said.  Amy smiled at him and nodded, and without a word her eyes led her head back to the road.  


“Okay,” he said.  “I was thinking, I just have one question: how did you get so good at ruining everything?”


Amy’s head jerked toward him.  “What?”  


“I just want to know.”


“Dan, I can’t believe...”


“I just want to know, that’s all.  Because I like to experience the world and silently soak it in, I want to feel it.  But you can’t seem to stop your verbal butt-piss long enough to understand that.”


Amy’s eyes locked on the road.  She drew in a sharp, wet breath and spoke articulately.  “I guess I just wanted to share something nice with you.  I’m sorry, I won’t do it again.”


“Good,” he said.  A barely audible squeal came out of her, then she choked.  


Dan’s face became unexpectedly hot.  He was dizzy.  The realization of what he’d done hit him like an uppercut.  He didn’t really mean to say it, yet he meant every word of it.  So he said nothing. 


He looked at her, she wouldn’t return his gaze.  Her breathless, gentle weeping captivated him.  On her ivory face silver streaks fell from her cheekbones.  She was injured.  She was mother-of-pearl in the moonlight.  Her pain made her beautiful. 


And then, as if his bones had turned to jell-o, Dan’s shoulders fell and his head sunk low.

 
“I’m sorry,” he said.  “I’m. . .”


“I know.”  She looked at him and grabbed his hand.  “You’ll be home soon,” she said.  “Close your eyes and try to sleep.”

He liked the way her warm fingers wrapped around his.  Something held a firm grasp on his lungs, he found himself panting in shallow breaths.  Amy pressed a button and his window rolled down.  The cool night air washed over his face and his hair and he tried to gulp it in, but his lungs would not allow it.  He could not speak, but if he could he would have said, “I don’t know what’s happening to me.”  

There was no sign of daylight, the moon still cast its light and shadows.  Dan closed his eyes and saw Davy.
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