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			“What terrified me will terrify others;

			and I need only describe the spectre which had haunted

			my midnight pillow.”

			~Mary Shelley
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			Lethal

		

	
		
			Once in a Blue Moon

			Her eyes fastened on the window across the small room from her bed, Carolyn hugged her calico cat harder. With no clouds to cover it in the black sky, the full moon blazed with a cold white light, and its beams worked their way in between the crisp white curtains which protected the window. Carolyn pulled her feet up into the bed, but she did not lie down. Amelie squirmed in her arms, but the girl did not release her hold on her furry friend.

			The girl’s eyes widened as moonlight grew in square feet, crawling along the floor toward her bed, and Carolyn drew herself into a more compact bundle and tried to think of a way out.

			She could make a dash for the door, but she would have to try to leap over the moonlight on the floor, a maneuver which would still require passing through the moonbeams which were pouring themselves through the window.

			The chilled white light of the moon pooled, mere centimeters from the white eyelet ruffles of the bed skirt. Carolyn slid her fanny back in the bed until her shoulder blades bumped against the wall, maintaining her death grip on Amelie.

			She decided the better choice of two dismal alternatives was to escape through the window at her back. She would have to continue her hold on Amelie—and she would have to enshroud them both, from head to toe, in the sheet so the moonlight could not touch them.

			She seized a pillow with the hand which was not clutching the cat, and she shook the foam-filled cushion from out of the pillowcase; and then she pulled the cotton sack over the protesting feline, who registered her opposition to the procedure by inflicting very light scratches upon Carolyn’s wrist. Having two hands now, Carolyn reached to the bedside table and grabbed a pair of socks. Quickly pulling them on her bare feet, she tugged the sheet loose from the mattress, where it had been folded in precision hospital corners. She unlocked the other window, the one above her head, and raised the lower pane of glass. Then she covered herself with the sheet. Tucking the mewling pillowcase into the crook of her left arm, she let herself out of the window.

			When she had dropped into the dew-slickened clamminess of the lawn, she hugged the side of the house, to hide herself from the observant moon. She found sanctuary in the shade of the eaves hanging above her head.

			The sheet she was wearing catching on a rusted nail that was protruding from the siding, Carolyn permitted it to rend a small hole in the fabric that she might see out of it. She sidled along the wall of the house until she reached the downspout at the corner, and then she lowered herself to the ground, and, with one hand maintaining her hold on Amelie and the sheet covering herself, she crept through the cold, wet grass along the base of the shrubbery.

			It was not easy moving on her hands and knees while wound in a sheet and carrying a cat-filled pillowcase, but Carolyn resolutely continued her snail-like creeping. She was beginning to yield to an encroaching despair. How was she to escape the all-seeing moon? Where could she go without being seen by the desolate orb?

			“Here. Pssst. Here,” sounded from the tool shed. At first, Carolyn doubted her ears. When she heard it again, she parted the branches to peer at the shed on the other side of the greenery.

			“Who’s there?” she whispered.

			“Andrew. It’s safer here, come over,” was the answer. “Crawl under the tarp—it’s on the ground on this side of the hedge. I’ve cut an opening into the back wall of the shed, so you won’t have to go into the light.”

			Carolyn wriggled beneath the tarp and made her way to the shed. She handed her bundle to Andrew, and then he helped her through the opening. Andrew pushed a box in front of the aperture, and then he turned to Carolyn: her head was bent to her knees, and her shoulders shook with her sobbing.

			Andrew watched silently until her tears ceased. Carolyn blew her nose and dried her eyes on the dirty sheet, and then she raised her eyes to his. “What’s happening?” she groaned.

			Gazing steadily into her eyes, he unwrapped Amelie and placed the cat into her arms. Amelie jumped to the floor, curled up beside Carolyn, and began to groom her hind leg, the way cats do when they wish to express a general disgust with things.

			Andrew said, “I first had a premonition that something was happening when, on the night of the lunar eclipse—remember that night?—I looked up at the moon. It was a crescent by then, because the shadow of the earth was passing over its face. I was enthralled by the way the shadow played across the speckled whiteness of the moon, and I began taking pictures. Later that night, as I looked at my photos, I noticed a shimmering object above the moon in the picture. I looked at all of the photos. The object was in all of them, and it moved toward the moon, and then circled it, leaving streaks of light in the opaque blackness of the sky. I had not seen the object when I was looking at the moon—at the time, I saw nothing except the moon, and its waxing penumbra. What was the bright, moving object? And why hadn’t I seen it while I was studying the moon and the spread of the earth’s shadow upon its features?”

			Carolyn sadly shook her head.

			“I knew something was not right,” he continued, “I just sensed it. I showed the pictures to a friend, and he told me to send them to a UFO organization—or maybe sell it to CNN. Logic told me that it was probably an ordinary astronomical event—like a meteor—but I felt that it was not a good thing.

			“Then all kinds of weird things began to happen—you know, about a month ago. The tides in the oceans got all out of synch, and tsunamis were occurring on ocean shores worldwide, followed by flooding, tornadoes, and power outages. Everyone was evacuating coastal and low-lying areas—literally taking to the hills. You know how people were defending their homes in the higher elevations with guns and makeshift booby-traps.

			“‘Pregnant women started losing their babies—all kinds of mammals suffered spontaneous abortions. Fish washed up from the oceans, their carcasses covering the beaches.

			“And now the days are growing shorter day by day—even though it is springtime. We have only two hours of sunlight each day now. Soon we’ll probably have none. And most plant life will die.” He bowed his head and folded his hands.

			“Do you still think it was only a meteor?” she asked. “And what about all the people who die when the moonbeams touch their skin?”

			“It’ll be sunlight in a few minutes, I think. We’ll have approximately two hours to gather food and supplies, and then we’ll have to hide again. There’s a can of gas in here. Let’s take the car to a store, or a food pantry at a church, or raid a garden for vegetables. We’d better wait until later to talk anymore.”

			“Okay,” she said. “Let’s come back to my house after.”

			“Good as any. Let’s make sure Amelie can’t get out of here while we’re gone. We’ll get a lot of food for her, too. I need to take some of the tools from this shed, and nails—oh, there’s a pile of plywood. I’ll cover your windows good and tight when we get back.”

			††

			The Walmart looked like it had been hit by a bomb. Shelves were knocked over, and paper was strewn in every direction. There was no electricity, and the refrigerated departments smelled like rotting flesh, rancid food and mold being the daily specials. Carolyn had an idea where the housewares department was located, and in the darkness she was able to find candles and fireplace matches. Lighting a candle to illuminate their scavenging, she loaded her a cart with more candles and matches, and then she filled the remaining space in the cart with whatever residual foodstuffs remained on the emptied shelves, while Andrew filled a second cart with hardware. Then they filled two more carts with nonperishables.

			“We have to hurry, we need to get to your house before the moon rises,” he said as they pushed the carts to the entrance. “I’ll bring the car up to the door.”

			They had just loaded the last items from their carts into Carolyn’s car when a dented grey van pulled up behind them and three men with shotguns emerged from it. Shoving Carolyn into the passenger seat, Andrew slammed the door shut, and ran around the front end of the vehicle to the driver’s side. Several bullets struck the trunk as they squealed out of the parking lot. Andrew drove into a wooded park, where he pulled the car onto a wide pedestrian path, hoping to conceal it, in case those men had followed them. Thirty minutes later, when nothing had happened, they returned to Carolyn’s house.

			††

			For thirty-seven weeks they lived like this. Their world had become an eternal night, for the sun had expired, and they dared not leave the house when the moon was shining. Occasionally, on their foraging expeditions, they would spot other people, who were usually scavenging too, but they kept to themselves, seeking concealment in the darkness. Shrouded from crown to foot to avoid the moonlight, they would occasionally come across peoples’ bodies in various states of decay, and they would wonder if those people had been killed by the moon. It could have been starvation, disease, or death at the hands of people like those men they had met at Walmart.

			They grew closer. They had known each other before, but only as nodding acquaintances. Over the months they came to depend upon each other, and they formed a little family. One day they lay upon the bed, their arms around each other, speculating upon the photos Andrew had taken during the lunar eclipse in the early spring. Now, in what should have been autumn, only most of the plant life had been drying and decaying for weeks now, and there was no harvest, Andrew was saying that he should have sent his photos to UFO groups or to CNN. Maybe someone would have known what that bright, moving object was. Maybe they could have warned the world. Maybe it wouldn’t have mattered if they had, maybe they never stood a chance anyway.

			As they lay there talking, Amelie was busy doing something. They heard her scratching and scraping, being a busy little girl. But neither Carolyn nor Andrew possessed the energy to play games with her. Carolyn cooed to her, “Hi, Amelie. Mommy loves you,” but she did not stir from the shelter of Andrew’s arms. After a while, though, Carolyn sat up to stretch, on her way to the kitchen to prepare their simple meal. She smiled to see Amelie chasing a moonbeam stretching across the floor—and then—realizing—she screamed.

			“Andrew—Andrew—she pried it open—the board on the window—the moon’s coming in!”

			He sprang from the bed, striving to avoid the moonlight while he crammed the plywood back into its position in the window. That done, he dropped onto the couch and sat with his elbows on his knees and his head in his hands. Carolyn sat next to him. For many minutes, they sat there without speaking.

			“Maybe everything will be fine. It was only a crack, very little moonlight came in. I’d better get back to opening cans.”

			As they were sitting at the table eating their Boston baked beans, they heard Amelie retching. Carolyn knocked over her chair—as she jumped up from the table to run to the living room—Amelie was painfully hunched over, stretching her neck in an effort to evacuate the offending substances from her gut. Carolyn sat upon the floor by her baby, lightly stroking her damp fur, telling her it would be all right, her mom and dad were with her and they loved her, and she would get better. Weakly, Amelie nudged Carolyn’s hand with the top of her head, which seemed to use up all her strength, and then, with a shudder, she rolled onto her side and stopped breathing.

			Andrew held Carolyn tight. “Don’t ever let me go,” she told him, “Don’t leave me. Oh, poor Amelie, poor, beautiful Amelie,” and he held her as tight as he could all through the night.

			After they had slept—they didn’t know if it was morning or night, now, with no sunrises anymore—and woke up, Andrew dug a hole under the bushes and Carolyn placed Amelie into it. When they returned inside, Andrew asked her for her almanac. He wanted to see what the phase of the moon would be:

			“Maybe if we keep a diary of what happens and correlate it with the phase of the moon, we might learn something useful.”

			Over the next week, they made a science of it, searching for clues to the new powers of the moon, whether its toxicity waxed or waned with its cycle, hoping to find at least some way of defending themselves.

			“What’s the matter, honey,” Carolyn asked, attempting to sound cheerful, but with a quavering in her voice. “You look tired.”  Andrew had been losing weight, which she ascribed to their subsistence diet, and he was becoming very pale. Today he looked feeble as a kitten.

			“I have to make a run for some food tomorrow. I think there’s a root cellar under that farmhouse in the next town that no one has lived in for a very long time. I’ll be fine, don’t worry so much,” he replied, and he pulled her close and kissed her on the lips. “It’s probably just lack of fresh air and exercise. I’m not as buff as I used to be, that’s all,” and he made her giggle.

			“Tonight is the night of the Blue Moon—you know, Carolyn, as in once in a blue moon.”

			“Let’s see if I remember correctly—that’s the second full moon in a month,” she said. “Do I get a gold star, Teacher?” He gave her another kiss. She laid her head upon his shoulder and stroked his hair, and they stood like that for a long time.

			When the house began to vibrate, they sprang apart—dishes crashed from the kitchen counter to the floor, and the almanac fell from the kitchen table—they had to hold onto the back of the couch to maintain their balance.

			“I’m going outside.”

			“I’m coming with you.”

			“No sense in both of us, Carolyn. Help me cover myself up.”

			Carolyn tucked Andrew tightly in bed linens, and gave him mittens for his hands—sunglasses for his eyes. He got down to the floor and stuck his head out the human-size doggy door he had built for them, so that they would not have to always exit from the same side of the house and could exit on the side least likely to incur the vengeance of the moon.

			“My God!” he exclaimed. “Everything is glowing, like fluorescent or something. I’m heading for the hedges to get under them and have a look.”

			“Please, don’t go,” she cried.

			“I have to see what’s happening, honey,” he said as he wriggled out the hole.He called to her, “Carolyn, the sky’s full of them. Bright, moving objects, forming a halo around the moon. Stay inside.”

			The house began to quiver even more, and Carolyn had difficulty remaining in a kneeling position by the escape hole.

			“Come back, Please!”

			“They’re coming closer. Fast! They’re coming here. They’re—landing! Right here!”

			The vibrations knocked Carolyn off her knees. As she lay there, she gripped the floor, as if she would be shaken off of it. Pulling herself back on her knees, she looked out of the hole.

			“I’m coming back,” Andrew cried. “Here I come. Oh, God, what are they? Why didn’t I tell anyone about my pic—”

			“Andrew? Andrew. Andrew!” Carolyn screamed, as Andrew collapsed outside the manhole. His hand was cold. Blood was streaming from his mouth, his nose, his eyes.

			She drew back from the opening and threw up.

			

			She got up and went to the bedroom, where she picked up Andrew’s revolver from the nightstand. She returned to the small door he had built for them, and she lay down before it. With her left hand, she reached through the opening to touch his face. With her right hand, she pulled the trigger.

		

	
		
			The Silvery Lethal Moon

			“Hurry, Steven,” she whispered, scanning the darkness around them. She moved closer to him. “Can you jimmy the window? I’m so glad the sky is overcast. There may be a storm coming, but at least there’s no moon. Still, we could get caught.”

			“It’s getting looser—I think I’ll have it open in a minute.”

			Amy leaned against the red bricks of the Westville High School building, trying not to remember the time when she was a student there. When she sat at a desk, distracted by the traffic on the street outside the window, needing to force her attention back to the trigonometry problem in her textbook. When she ate her bag lunch on the lawn in the nice spring weather that preceded summer break. She turned to observe Steven’s work at the window: “You did it!”

			He took her hand and pulled her to his side. Together, they pushed the sticky window open. They took turns climbing inside the basement of the shuttered school, and then they pulled the flashlights from their hoodies.

			Steve told her, “We’ve got to find the storage closets. Where do you think we should start?”

			“I’ll bet there’s an orientation brochure with a map in the reception area. Let’s look there. I’m sure we’ll find lots of closets in the halls, gymnasium, band and locker rooms, too.”

			“Okay. We’ll start at the office, and then work our way down the halls.”

			An hour later, after Steven had broken through many locked doors, in the band room they found what they had come for: black graduation gowns. Yards and yards of opaque black fabric. They loaded them into trash bags and boxes, and they dragged them to the basement window. Steven boosted Amy out the window, and then he handed her their booty through the opening. When the last bag had gone through the window, Steven climbed out. The pair filled the car they had come in, a marine-blue PT cruiser they had found a few months ago, the keys in the ignition, a rotted corpse in the driver’s seat, and then they went home.

			The next day, while Steven tacked black fabric over all the windows of the house, Amy fashioned hooded cloaks in their sizes from the pomp and circumstance. They had already obtained ski masks and leather gloves from the sports department at a big-box store.

			“This is good,” said Amy, “but hot—oh, I almost forgot how cold it is outside now—I almost forgot that the sun is gone. Funny, how you can forget that things are not the same anymore.”

			“Good job, Amy. We’ll be well-protected now. We make a good team.”

			“I’m afraid it won’t be good enough. How many people have we seen die?”

			“By surviving so long, we’ve learned a few things that they didn’t know. We’ll manage.”

			††

			“We need light bulbs, batteries—and lanterns, if we can find them.”

			“Steven, I’ve been wondering if anyone has ransacked the Boy Scout camp in Frederick County—you know, the one that’s out in no-man’s-land where country meets wilderness?”

			“Let’s check it out. Put your protective clothing on. And don’t forget your gloves. Be sure there is no skin that is uncovered—there is never a time without any moonlight.”

			“You mean our couture moonbeam cloaks—designed and tailored by yours truly?”

			“That I do. After you, Amy.”

			

			††

			“How much longer do you think, Steven?”

			“Oh, another thirty, forty minutes. We can’t drive too fast in the dark. It makes me nervous, driving out in the middle of nowhere—who knows who’s watching our headlights?”

			“I know.” Amy looked down, staring at her gloved hands by the dashboard light. “It’s been so long since the sun went away—six months, I think.”

			“Eight.”

			When their high-beams illuminated the Camp Wilderness sign, Amy squeezed Steven’s shoulder. They drove the long, undulating drive from the rural highway into the woods. In the near-total darkness, they could see nothing except the occasional white sign which indicated Registration, Cabins, Pool, Lake, Dining Hall, with arrows pointing in their various directions. They had chosen this night for the extensive cloud cover, which blocked nearly all the light from the sliver of the lethal moon.

			“I never used to appreciate clouds,” said Amy. “They are some of our best protection when we go outside now. On a cloudless day, we can’t even leave the house anymore.”

			“A crescent moon is the best opportunity we’ll get—a crescent moon with an overcast sky. We’ve got to make the most of it. Here we are. The Administration Building. The Mess Hall’s in the same building.”

			“Let’s start in the maintenance storeroom and then go to the pantry. It looks like we’re the first ones here!” They filled the cruiser with as much as it could hold—shoving their plunder under the seats and in the glove box, and they tied boxes to the roof of the car. Afterward, they dined on cans of Spaghetti-o’s and lemonade at the mess hall table, and canned pudding for dessert. Then they returned to the car.

			When they were about halfway back to Westville, Steven said to his nodding companion, “Amy. Amy, there’s a car behind us. See the lights?”

			“We have to lose them, Steven. We don’t know who they are. It’s starting to rain.”

			“Amy, I think I can lose them at the road that goes down into the hollow. It snakes around, and if I can get out of their view for a minute, I can hide the car under a bridge—there are two bridges that cross that creek—or maybe behind a cabin.”

			“Okay.”

			Steve depressed the accelerator, increasing their speed to about 40 mph. The car behind them went faster, too. As soon as he saw the sign for the winding road, Steven made a sharp left and followed the tortuous road as fast as he dared in the dark. The other car kept going in a straight line.

			“They’ll probably turn around and come for us.”

			“Steven—that sign says cabins coming up—on the right.”

			“Okay. I’ll go that way. We need to find a place to shelter and cut the lights. Hold on, the road’s coming up.” He cut a sharp right turn.

			“Over there, Steven—the sign says there are hiking trails. Can we drive on them?”

			“We shall see. There’s a fenced-in area—probably restrooms. I’ll park behind there and then go dark.”

			After hiding out several hours, they returned to the road and made it home without encountering any other cars. They brought their provisions into the house and parked the car in the garage.

			“Do you think it’s morning or night? I guess it really doesn’t matter anymore.”

			“What matters is that the days are getting colder, Amy. That’s what I’m worried about.”

			“Have you talked with anyone lately about the strange lights in the sky?”

			“No one since we both talked with the couple we met at the supermarket in Lawrencetown, when we got the charcoal and the grill and the kerosene, a couple of months ago. Neither of us gets to socialize much these days.”

			“I guess there’s no sense in hitting up the After Five dresses at the department store, then. Seriously, though, what’s with the moving lights in the sky—do you still think they’re UFOs?”

			“You know as well as I do, that they probably are. It’s stopped raining. I don’t hear the rain hitting the roof anymore. I’m going out to get the water buckets and barrels and bring them inside. Help me into my designer cloak, Miss von Furstenberg.”

			“Here’s your sunglasses. I’ll open the door for you. Bye.” Amy closed the door and waited to hear Steven’s voice.

			“Open up,” he said. Amy opened the door and helped him push the barrel into the living room. Steven went back outside, and she closed the door behind him. She was awaiting his return with the thirteenth container of water, when Steven shouted, “Open the door, Amy!”

			He tumbled inside the door, dropping the bucket of rainwater on the porch stoop—and then he locked the door, shouting, “Slide that table over here, Amy. Quick!” and she did so.

			“What’s wrong, Steven?” she asked, frightened.

			“It was UFOs. There’s one of them across the street—behind the red barn. I saw something glinting in the moonlight. I couldn’t really make out what it was through these damned peepholes in my lenses, so I crawled over there.”

			“Oh, Steve, that’s so dangerous.”

			“I covered myself with a tarp—I put it over my moonbeam cloak. When I got across the road, I saw that it was a large metal machine. A spaceship, I guess. It was glowing a soft green in the moonlight. I got back as fast as I could, wrapped up in all these damned layers.”

			“Steven. Oh, no! I’m so glad you’re back safe,” and they embraced, as if they sought by that means to stop their trembling.

			The small house started to vibrate, and water splashed from the buckets, wetting the carpet. Crockery in the kitchen fell from the shelves onto the tile floor, becoming a pile of porcelain shards. Amy and Steven let go of each other and held onto the furniture instead to keep from falling. Sounds of glass breaking and books thumping to the floor filled the house—along with a churning, humming sound in an unfamiliar key. Steven drew Amy to a corner of the room and pulled her down behind the sofa. Plaster falling from the ceiling powdered their hair. When the mantel crashed from the fireplace, they turned their heads that way—and they saw that the hearth was aglow with a green incandescence.

			Amy turned to Steven and buried her face in his chest. He whispered into her ear,”Get your moonbeam cloak.”

			“It’s right here—on the sofa.”

			She reached for the cloak and pulled it over her head. They could not see each other’s faces anymore.

			“I guess we have to make a run for it,” whispered Amy.

			“I don’t think we’re safe in here,” agreed Steven, kissing the top of her head through the two layers of black gabardine. “Don’t let that moonlight touch you. Amy, I couldn’t stand it if anything happened to you.”

			“I won’t, Steven. I love you.”

			Steven pulled the door open. Amy stepped out into the moonlight, and he followed, picking up the tarp, which he had discarded at the door, and throwing it over the both of them; and they ran to the garage, which was plainly visible now by the ivory luminosity of the lethal moon, unfiltered in the cloudless and starry firmament.

			When they reached the shed, which was halfway between the house and the garage, Amy thrust Steven to the ground. She spoke through the fabric into his ear:

			“There’s something over there.”

			Through the pinpoint holes in their cloaks, all they could see was a green glimmering, a shapeless mass that seemed to be moving toward them. Steven pulled her gloved hand:

			“Let’s get out of here,” he cried, dragging her toward the garage. And then he lost his balance—teetered backward. Amy screamed. Steven’s cloak was being pulled from his head! He managed to preserve his hold on Amy’s hand; seconds later, though, he was overcome by weakness—and he buckled. As Amy was trying to understand what was happening to Steven, she observed one of the green-glowing beings standing over him—it was holding Steven’s cloak, and Steven, illuminated by the wan light of the moon—was lying in a crumpled heap. Blood was flowing from his mouth. She moved to help him—but she was wrenched back by a powerful limb, and she found herself being lifted off her feet and carried across the yard before she lost consciousness.

			The iridescent alien bore her flaccid body to the strange craft which had landed next to their house. A sliding panel opened in its glowing surface, and the creature bore her inside.

		

	
		
			Project Diana

			Alan grabbed her tiny wrists, and Midge started kicking his shins. She opened her mouth wide, baring her teeth, and howled—and then she tried to bite his arm, but he tightened his hold on her wrists and held her from him at arm’s length.

			“Midge, honey. Stop it, baby. Come on now,” he spoke soothingly.

			“I’m leaving! I’ve had it! A goddam year!”

			“Baby,” he replied, broken-hearted.

			Sobbing, Midge dropped to her knees. Alan released her wrists and sank to the floor with her. Embracing her shaking body, he sobbed with her.

			“A year in this basement, Alan. A whole year! No people. No restaurants or movies or stores. No grass. No fresh air. No sunlight—no, never again. Only darkness. And four goddam concrete basement walls. I can’t do this anymore.”

			“Maybe we should try to find some other people. A new place. There have to be more people left than us.”

			“Oh, Alan. I know it’s not safe to go out there. I don’t want to leave you—but I can’t ask you to risk everything either. I’m going by myself. I don’t want to leave you—but I can’t take it anymore! Hiding is not living.”

			Alan nodded. He kissed a tear from her cheek and whispered in her ear: “I know. I keep thinking about how, twenty years ago, in our parents’ time, mass suicide resulted after years of house arrest.  People were afraid of a virus then—COVID, I think. A cold germ that was slightly more lethal than the flu. They shut down the country and locked everyone in their houses. When people tried to resist, they brainwashed them—oh, yeah, it was called social media. They learned how to make people think black was white and obedience was freedom.”

			Midge blew her nose and said, “I remember learning about that in grade school—that’s when The Patriarch replaced the old U.S. government, and a lot of other governments in the world. The Patriarch said that the old governments could not keep the people safe from germs, wars, and natural disasters—and the people voted to replace the old government with the Patriarch. And the Patriarch just did the same old things.”

			“Yes, that’s when the suicides started. People jumped from roofs. A lot of them shot their families and then themselves. Some people rented ferries and filled them with passengers, and then shot up the hulls so that they would sink. They left notes saying that they could not live confined and separated. They were tired of taking orders. My parents died in the garage with their car running—and yours were shot by the Patriarchal Police trying to escape into the mountains. A lot of kids ended up in orphanages the way we did.”

			“Alan, I’m at that point too. I love you—you have given me reason to go on for the last two years—but I cannot live the rest of my life hiding in this basement. You have to let me go. Oh, God! I hate to leave you alone! But I cannot go on hiding until I’m found!” She turned her face from him and gazed at the damp grey wall.

			“I’ll go with you, then,” he spoke, nuzzling his beard against her cheek. “It’s not fair of me to keep you in a cage. I love you, Midge, and I don’t want to lose you. But you are right—we can’t go on indefinitely this way. After we get some sleep, we can start loading the car with as much as we can carry.”

			“I’ll start packing food and clothes and our black capes and hoods. Why don’t you get the water from the storeroom.”

			“Let’s get some shuteye, and then we’ll get started. We’ll face the dark new world together.”

			

			“Maybe we’ll find we aren’t alone. Maybe some other people know a better way to live with the moonlight—it’s been a year since we talked to other people.”

			“Midge, just promise me you won’t let the moonlight touch you. I would die,” he moaned.

			“I won’t, Alan. We must be very, very careful.”

			††

			Two Years Earlier

			“That was superb! I’m so glad we came here for our honeymoon,” Midge gushed, practically skipping along the sidewalk, her hand on her new husband’s arm. “Shaw’s Joan of Arc is a tour-de-force story of the individual standing up to corrupt institutions.”

			“And she was burned alive for it,” Alan reminded her.

			“So sad. And the lawyers and the Church—they just kept twisting things to convict her. They were just making an example of her because she was a woman and a commoner who had stepped out of her station: they had no moral convictions.”

			“Let’s see. Which play shall we see tomorrow? I vote for The Importance of Being Earnest.”

			They were studying the marquee at one of the theaters at Niagara-on-the-Lake; they had enjoyed a day at Niagara Falls, a good portion of which they had spent leaning upon the rails, mesmerized by the power of the water surging over the cliffs and the immense cloud of mist which rose up from the river and travelled away on the currents of air overhead. They continued their walk along the boulevard of the Edwardian village, which was sweetly scented with the flower beds that filled the median, wet with the gentle dew of the warm evening.

			“Here we are, My Lady, our restaurant. I have reserved, for your pleasure, a table on the patio. Look yonder, our champagne is chilling in the bucket.” The maître d’ arrived to escort the newlyweds to their table; Midge was delighted with the restaurant which Alan had chosen for them. They had just begun to enjoy their delicious meals when the sky began to glow with beautiful points of light.

			“Look at the sky, Alan. Shooting stars!” Midge exclaimed, sipping her champagne from a stemmed goblet. “Wait—the stars are moving in circles! Wait—they’re not falling! They’re not stars!”

			“They’re circling the moon, Midge. What the heck? They’re some kind of aircraft—have to be.”

			“We’ll have to ask the server when he returns. Perhaps he knows what those lights are. Maybe it’s the Royal Canadian Air Force. This mushroom ravioli is unbelievable! Oh, look, Alan, that man needs help!”

			He turned around to look at the man at the table behind him, who had fallen from his chair to the flagstones. The restaurant staff were already at his side, holding napkins to his face, and the linens were crimson with blood; an ambulance was wailing its way to help him. After the man had been taken away on a stretcher, his stunned wife weeping in the arms of the maître d’, the honeymooners had lost their desire to celebrate. They walked back to their hotel, their dinners barely tasted.

			Fifteen minutes later, as they were standing in the lobby of The Duchesse, waiting for an elevator to convey them to their room on the second floor, they heard a bloodcurdling scream which seemed to come from the direction of the cocktail lounge. They hurried there to see if they could be of assistance. When they reached the bar, they saw a woman splayed on the ground, just beyond the open doors of the outdoor verandah, on the far side of the intimate room. Blood was running from her nose and eyes, coloring her strand of pearls red. Mystified patrons were milling around her.

			“We’re going home—now,” Alan stated as he pulled Midge toward the elevator. “Pack up. I’ll pay the bill and bring the car to the door. Please hurry.”

			He went out through the revolving door, while Midge entered the elevator.

			

			By sunrise, the couple were travelling the two-lane highway, approaching their home in Lancaster County, Pennsylvania. A bright azure sky complimented the rolling green hills before them, and the horizon, infrequently blemished by buildings, appeared to continue toward infinity. As it ascended to its place in the heavens, the sun shone a cheery golden yellow, and the man and wife began to experience a reprieve from the horrors of the night. They pulled into their driveway, and Midge asked Alan whether he recalled the last time he had seen another car on the road. Alan shifted the gear to park and turned to her:
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