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A Perfect Moment

Angie didn’t like driving at night. The road in front of her headlights seemed to turn slyly this way and that through the darkness, its sudden twists and turns only faintly marked by reflective warning signs. The night was warm for February, just above freezing and heavy with damp. Fog rose on the inside of her Jetta’s windows, and she switched on the A/C, cranking it up hot.

Pulling out of a particularly tight turn, she saw a deer in the ditch beside the road, lifting up its head and turning its flat, reflecting eyes toward her, a thin white mist at its feet. She flashed the high beams at it and sped on by. She downshifted to take another winding turn around a stand of evergreen trees leaning against a fence line, then sped up again. 

She didn’t want to be late to meet her sister, Zilla. She had left in plenty of time to take the back roads to Lake Navaugh, a little town in the foothills, but  that had been before she got stuck behind a jackknifed semi-truck with a flat, ten miles ago. Zilla was meeting her at a little restaurant called Olde Towne Bistro, the kind of place with buttery pastry crusts to die for and garlic roasted chicken. 

The back roads were nicer, away from the rushing four-lane highway—in the daylight.

Signs for another sharp turn glittered at her, and she pressed down on the clutch. She touched the brakes before the sharpest part of the bend. 

As she pulled out of the turn, the double yellow solid line in front of her blurred, then disappeared under a thick, low mist. 

Angie cursed and touched the brake again, and the Jetta slowed even further. Her mirror flashed white for a second. She checked over her shoulder, but there was no one behind her. The fog swirled around her tires. She emerged from a copse of close-set trees on either side of the road and the fog rose up around the car like the waters of a flood. Her headlights lay down two narrow strips of light ahead of the car. The road itself, other than the place where she would be putting her tires, was almost invisible. If there were any other animals in the ditch, they could leap out at her and hit her even before she, or they, knew it. 

· · ·

The stop sign glared at her, a sudden ruby-colored warning from the side of the road.

Angie slammed on the brakes. The car bucked as it came to a stop, its front fender just past the stop sign. She had forgotten that she’d have to make a turn before she reached Lake Navaugh, in her intense focus on keeping the car on the road and centered in its own lane.
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