| Saw the Light
by Terry Bisson

| saw thelight. So did you. Everybody did.

Remember where you were the firgt time you saw it? Of course you do. | wasliving in Arizona,
Tucson, more or lessretired. | was throwing sticks. They say you can't teach an old dog new tricks, but
who would want to? There aren't any new tricks, just the old tried and true. "Good boy, Sam," | would
say, and he would say "woof," and there we would go again. | used to amuse myself thinking it was Sam
who was teaching me to throw, but | don't think that any more. It was night, and desert nights are bright,
even with aquarter moon. Sam stopped, hafway back to me, dropped his stick and began to howl. He
was looking up, over my head. | turned and looked up toward the moon, and you know the rest. Thereit
was, blinking in threes. dot dot dot, twice aminute. On the Moon, where no one had been in thirty years.
Twenty nine, eight months, and four days, exactly; | knew, because | had been the last to leave, the one
who locked the door behind me.

Sam'sabig ydlow mutt; hisfirst nameisPay it Again, so | dwayscdl him by hislast. Hewasaparting
gift from my third ex, who was himself aparting gift from my second. Lunar subcrust engineers shouldn't
marry: our peculiar talents take usto too many faraway places. Or to one, anyway.

"Comeon boy," | said, and we headed back into the minimally furnished condo | call home, leaving
the stick behind—even though sticks are not al that easy to find in Arizona, or for that matter on the
Moon.

Thelight on the Moon was front page news the next morning—dot dot dot—and by the third day it was
estimated that dl but atiny fraction of Earth'ssix point four billion had seen it. UNASA confirmed that
the light was not from Marco Polo Station (I could have told them that) but from a spot amost ahundred
kilometers away, on the broad, dark plain of the Sinus Medii: the exact center of the Moon as seen from
Earth.

| figured there would have to be an investigation, so | made afew calls. | was not really hopeful, but
you never knew. | ill had afew friendsin the Agency. | was hoping that, if nothing else, thislight would
get us back to the Moon. It wasn't only or even primarily for mysdf that | was hoping; it wasfor
humanity, al of us, past and future. It seemed ashameto learn to soar off the planet and then quit.



Okay, so it'snot soaring: it's more like a push-up, grunting and heaving, but you know what | mean.

Firgt Contact: strange lights on the Moon: may we have your attention, please. The tabs specul ated, the
pundits punded, and UNASA prepared the first internationa expedition since the abandonment of Marco
Poloin 20—. | had made, as| mentioned, afew cals, but | hadn't redlly expected anything. A
Sxty-one-year-old woman does not exactly fit the profile for space flight and lunar exploration. So
Imagine, asthey say, My Surprise, when the phone rang. It was Berenson, my Russan-English boss from
the old days. | knew him immediately by his accent even though it had been twenty-nine years eight
months and seven days.

"Bee!?' (Whichiswhat we caled him.)

"I requested you as number two for the tech team. Logigticaly thisisacake wak and ageisnot a
problem, if you're till in shape. There will be five atogether, three SETI and two tech.”

"How soon?' | asked, trying to hide my excitement.

"Start packing.”

| hung up and screamed, or howled, or whatever. Sam came running. *1'm going back to the Moon!™
| said.

"Woof!" he said, jowlsflopping; asdways, happier for me than for himsdlf.

Our trip was put together with aminimum of publicity and fanfare. We were due a Novy Mir in lessthan
aweek. | wasn't to tell anyonewhere | was going. Of course, | had aready told Sam.

"I'm leaving you here with Willoughby," | said. "I'll be back soon. Three, four weeks max.
Meanwhile, you be good, hear?!

"Where are you going, exactly?' My next door neighbor, Willoughby, isaretired FBI agent, atype
that both hates and loves secrets, depending on who is keeping them, and why.

"Anoldlover," | said, with awink. It was one of my better moments.

Zexro G fet perfectly normal; you don't forget how to fly, just as you don't forget how to walk. | felt ten



yearsyounger immediately. It was great to be back in the Big Empty, even if it meant anight or two on
Novy Mir, the sprawling, smelly space station in Clarke orbit.

Beewasthefirst onel saw when | entered the day room we had been assigned. He was with Y oshi,
his old number two.

"| thought | was number two!" | complained.

"You are" Beereplied with alaugh. ™Y oshi isnumber one.” Turned out he wasleading SETI. His
partners were a scowling Chinese biologist named Chang, and asmiling Indian linguist named Erin Vishnu
whose mother had gotten pregnant during Julia Roberts Academy Awards acceptance speech. | didn't
learn thisuntil later, of course, at first the "sadies’ (as'Y oshi and | cdled them) were very reserved.

It was atwo-day trip from high Earth orbit to the Moon. Bee and | caught up on old times (he had saved
my life twice, which cements afriendship) while Y ashi flew the ship and studied the manuals, which she
aready knew by heart. Sodid I. | had helped her and Bee run the pumps, extracting environmentals from
buried comet ice, for dmost Six yearsat Polo.

The SETI team, the sadies, were the scientific payload. The heart of the matter, asit were. They had
been established to dedl directly, discretely, and creetively, with any First Contact Situation, answerable
to no government—not even UNASA.

"No oneredly thought it would ever happen,” Beetold me. " So we have complete autonomy; for
two weeks anyway."

Wewerejust preparing for lunar capture when | got the cal from Willoughby—my next door neighbor,
remember? It was Sam. He was desolate, disconsolate, wouldn't eat; he just howled—at the moon, of
course, asif he knew where | was headed.

"How the Hell did you get through to me here?' | asked. | needn't have. Those FBI guys never let go
of their connections. | could hear Sam in the background, whining.

Willoughby held the phone, and | said, "Hang in there, boy, I'll be home soon.”

"Woof," was hisanswer; he was nothing if not unconvinced.



The light source was about a hundred kliks from Marco Polo, and we crossed over the old station on our
recon orbit. | got dl teary-eyed, seeing our domes and tunnels, still intact here where the weather runsin
billion year cycles, every scratch and scuff in the lunar dust just aswe had left it, twenty-nine years eight
months and eighteen days before.

Then we saw the light itself aswe passed over Sinus Medii. It was coming from a perfect jet black
pyramid, ten meters on asde, too small to show up in amateur photos but plenty large enough to have
been studied from Novy Mir.

"There haven't been any pictures of thid” | said. "Not even on theinternet.” Beejust smiled and |
redlized then that his SETI team had powersthat belied their modest size and relative obscurity.

The pyramid was pure black, the only pure thing on the Moon, which isal shades of gray.

It was dtill throwing light, dot dot dot, anew sequence every twenty-seven seconds.

We set down next to the pyramid in acloud of dow-settling dust. If we had hoped to be greeted by the
alienswhen the dust cleared (and we had; hopes are less restricted than expectations), we were duly

disappointed.

The pyramid was slent and ill, asblack asarip in the Universe. It was till (we confirmed from
Novy Mir) transmitting its dot dot dot twice aminute, but the light was, for some reason, invisble from
our position besideit.

Still teary-eyed, | fdt like adancer; light on my feet, without the creaking that comes with age and
miles. | redized that it was not the moon | had missed dl these years, but the one-sixth gravity, and of
course my youth.

SETI had arranged for atwo week stay, so | immediately sunk a probe and hit pay dirt (or ice). The
sadies went to work, photographing the pyramid from al sdes, while Y oshi and | unfolded the dome and
adjusted the environmentalsto break down the oxygen and hydrogen (for fuel) extracted from the
cometary trash imbedded under the lunar crust.

By Day Two (sticklersfor tradition, we ran on Houston time) we had the ship for adorm, and the
attached geodesic as aday room and observation dome, complete with fast-plants and a hot tub which
a so heated the dome and ship. By Day Three| knew | should have been bored. Shouldn't something
have happened by now?

"What would you have us do?' Bee asked, "knock?"

"Why not?' | said, returning hissmile. | wasin no hurry; | wasjust glad to have areason to be here,
back home, on the Moon. It felt—right. Even Y ashi, an olympic complainer, was not complaining,
though her narrow face was not exactly wreathed in smiles. "What about ground control ?* she asked.
"Arent they pushing you?'

"Thereisn't any ground control,” Bee said. "Or haven't you noticed?’ The SETI mandate was a blank
date, designed to remove First Contact, if it ever cameto pass, from the congtraints of diplomacy and



politics. The pace of eventswastheir cal.

By Day Four Y oshi and | had nothing to do except watch the sadiesin their clumsy white suits
measure and photograph and andyze the pyramid. | kept my doubtsto mysdlf, reluctant to interfere, but
Y oshi was never one to recognized such restraints. "Aren't you guys disappointed?’ she asked at the end
of the day.

"Not yet. It fedsright to go dow," Beereplied. He was sitting with usin the hot tub, soaking off the
chill that comeswith EVASs, eveninaauit. "Can't you fed it?'

Feel what? We both looked at him, puzzled.
"Thefamiliarity. | fed it; wedl fed it. A feding that we arein theright place, doing theright thing."
"| thought it wasjust me," | said. "Being back here."

"Weadl fed it," said Chang, who was sitting on the floor in hislong johns, tapping on algptop. "We
are hereto record and evaluate everything. Fedlingsincluded. Right, Vish?"

"Right."
"Y ou've got another week," said Y oshi.
"Knock and you shdl enter,” | said.

"Hmmmm," said Bee

And knock he did. The next day, a the end of their routine explorations, he reached up with aheavy
gloved mitt and rapped three times on the side of the pyramid.

Y oshi and | were watching from the dome.

"I knocked," Bee said to me, as he was unsuiting just insde the airlock (we entered and exited
through the ship). Instead of answering, | pulled al three of the sadies into the dome, and pointed across
thelittle plain of dust toward the pyramid.

"Damn," said Chang. Heall but smiled. Vishnu looked amazed. Bee, ddighted. Thereit was.

A handprint, in bright yellow, againgt the darker-than-midnight black, hafway up the pyramid.

The next "morning” the print was il there, and the sadies were suited up early. Y oshi and | watched
them jumping clumgly around, stirring up the dug, fitting their stiff gloves againgt the handprint, waiting for
something to happen. Hoping for something to happen.



Nothing did.

Later in the hot tub we were dl silent. Outside the dome, we could see the print, bright yellow in the
Moon's crud gray. We felt gloomy and hopeful at the sametime. Familiarity had been replaced by akind
of desperate eagerness.

"It wants something,” said Bee.

"Maybeit wantsatouch,” | said.

"A touch?' Chang was scornful.

| ignored him and addressed myself to Bee. "'Y ou know, not aglove.”

"It'shigh vac out there," Vishnu reminded me. "We can't exactly take off out gloves."

"But of coursewe can!" Bee said, dapping the water like aboy. | grinned and gave him five. There
were the pedls.

Pedls are emergency spray-on suitsto be used in case of sudden decompression. Coupled with a™ paper”
helmet, a ped will give you anywhere from two to twenty minutesto find an airlock or an emergency
vehicle—or say your prayers.

| wasin fact the only one present who had actually used a ped, after a sudden rockdide collgpsed
Polo's ag dome. Thanksto the pedl | had survived the twelve minutesit took Beeto get to mewith a
Rover. | could il fed the cold of those long twelve minutesin my bones.

Thenext "day" (Six) they tried it. Y oshi and | watched from the dome as Beein his ped and the
sadiesin their white suits approached the pyramid, Beein the lead. He was hurrying, of course; thereé's no
other way to moonwalk in aped. | could fed how cold hewas.

They dl stopped and stood in aline, right in front of the print. With hisleft hand Bee grabbed
Chang's mitt, and Chang grabbed Vishnu's. Then Bee placed hisright hand high on the side of the
pyramid, directly over the print.

And it happened.

Something—alens, adoor?—opened in the Side of the pyramid, and they stepped through: one,
two, three: Bee, Chang, Vishnu. It closed behind them and they were gone.

"Holy shit," ssid Y oshi.

"Knock and you shdl enter,” | said. It was another of my better moments.



Y oshi and | watched the pyramid, wordlessy. Wasthere air in there? How could Bee survive? After
twenty minutes Y oshi began to suit up for arescue EVA. | wasthe only one watching two minutes later
(twenry-one point four minutes from entry, timed on the sadies fixed video camera) when the lens
opened and the three emerged, stumbling, Beein thelead. Y oshi opened the airlock for them and they
saggered in, Beefdling into my arms. While Y ashi hel ped the other sadies un-suit, | ripped off his paper
helmet and pulled him into the hot tub, which would dissolve his ped. He was shivering and grinning.

Y oshi joined us, feet only. "Why's he grinning?"*
"Ask him," | said. | was rubbing one of hisfeet while he rubbed the other.
Bee was opening his mouth and closing it without making asound, like afish.

"Itwashiginthere" hesad, findly; till with the goofy grin. "Bigger on theingde than on the
outsde.”

"What happened?' | asked.

"Wewent in and the door closed behind us. It was dark but we could see, don't ask me why. We
took our helmetsoff ..."

"Took your hdmets off!?" Y ashi was offended.

"Don't ask mewhy. Wejust did, al of us. Then we stepped forward, al together | think, and saw the
light."

"Wataminute," | said.

"It waslikeaglow."

"But bright," said Chang, who had joined us. "The brightest thing | have ever seen.”

"Thenext thing | knew | was on my knees," said Bee. "1 could fed thishand on the top of my head.”
"A hand?' Y oshi was offended again.

"It fet likeayelow hand,” Vishnu said, peding off her long johns; it wasthefirst time | had seen her
undressed.

"It was definitely ahand,” Bee said. "l could tell it was ahand though | couldn't see anything. | don't
think | even looked.”

"Itwasadl light," said Chang. "And thisfedling. It was ahand on the top of my head.”

"It felt so good,” said Vishnu, lowering hersdlf into the water. She had the body of agirl.
"Soundslikean acid trip,” | said. "Or athree-armed dien.”

"What was the communication?' Y oshi asked. "What was said?"

"The feding was the communication,” Bee said. "That was dl. Nothing was said. We were just there,
al three of us, on our knees, looking into thelight.”

"Withafedingof ... of ..." Chang gave up.



"l don't likethis™ said Vishnu, looking down a hersdf, asif just redlizing she was nude. " Shouldn't
we be taking about this among oursavesfirg?!

"It'sokay," said Bee. We can proceed any way we decide is best, and thisfeels okay, doesn't it?
These are our closest comrades here, after amillion years of evolution.”

Huh? He looked stoned to me.
"Sowhatever it is, it camedl thisway to pat you on the head?" Y oshi grumbled.

Bee and Chang just grinned. Vishnu looked troubled. | wondered if she were wishing she had kept
her long johns on.

"Maybeit'sGod," | said.

"Itsathey," Bee said, shaking his head.
"Morethan one" sad Vishnu. "Many."
"And they know us," Chang said.

"Yesl That'sthe communication,” Bee said. "They know us, and we know them. That wasthe fedling,
more than afeding, redly. That's what they wanted to tell us."

"They?' Y oshi rolled her eyes. "They cdled you up herefor afeding? Thereés no communication?’

"Fedingsarered," said Bee. "Maybethat'sal it will be. Who knows. Theidea behind SETI isthat
Firgt Contact will probably be something unexpected.”

"Thisisunexpected,” said Vishnu. "But not unfamiliar. Very familiar. We have been here before.”
"Here?' | asked.

"Intheir company,” said Chang. "Being with them felt good. Better than good. Great."

"Grest," said Y oshi, looking disgusted.

"And now?"' | asked. "Next?'

"l don't know," said Bee, looking out toward the black pyramid, with its yellow print hafway up the
sde. "There's something, something e se. | guesswe go back.”

And so they did. Thenext "morning” they al went out again, Chang and Vishnu suited and Beeleading, in
hisped. They emerged after only twenty minutesthistime, with the same lunatic grins.

"It'snot like we aren't consciousin there," said Chang, as his hdmet came off. "It'smorelike were
consciousfor thefirg time.”

"Right," said Vishnu.



| would have made another acid trip joke, but | didn't want to discourage them. Thiswas, after dl, |
told mysdlf, thelong awaited First Contact, for which humanity had waited amillion years or more.

Wasn't it?
"Who are they? What are they? What do they want from us?" asked Y oshi.

"They want to bewith us," said Vishnu, dreamily peding off her long johns. "Just like we want to be
with them."

"It'sdl fedings," said Bee, dipping into the pool beside me. Helooked likethe Michelintiremanin
hisfoam suit, before it started to dissolve into harmless polymer chains. "But the fedings contain
information.”

"They sort of precipitate into information,” said Chang.

"Thefedings are information,” said Vishnu, nude again. "We arein contact with an entity that we
have been in contact with before. And have ways wanted to be in contact with again.”

"That'sthefeding!" said Chang eagerly. "Dedire, and the fulfillment of desre.”
"Sounds sort of sexy,” | said.

"It'sawonderful feding,” said Beg, taking me more serioudy than | took mysdlf. "But it's changing,
too. There's something else.”

"Something dark," said Vishnu.
"Dark how? Dark what?' Y oshi was putting the helmets and suits away, |ooking annoyed.

"It'stoo soon to say,” said Bee. "First we al need to get some deep. That's an order.”

"Wakeup."
It was Y oshi.
"It's Berenson, he'sgone. He'sin there."

"What?" | sat up, dmost spilling out of my hammock. | had been dreaming | was home on Earth with
Sam, trying to explain something to him, about sticks.

"I thought | saw him, inaped, going in, about five minutes ago."
"Areyou sure?'

"| thought I might be dreaming, so | checked. The other sadies are in their hammaocks, but Berenson
isgone”

"So what do you think we should do?’



Twenty minuteslater | wasin boots and long johns, spraying on apedl. | shook open apaper hdmet,
checking to make sure it had two full air cans (twenty minutes). | had thought | remembered the cold and
was prepared for theit, but | wasn't. It was insulting, crushing, humbling.

| hurried toward the pyramid. The dust cracked under my feet with that weird squesk of molecules
that have never—not by wind, not by water, not by weather—been rubbed together. The squeak came
up through my bones as sound. | had forgotten it.

| saw Y oshi and the sadies, awake now, watching from the dome. | waved as| ran. | could fed the
vacuum dicing my fingertips, like sted knives.

| put my hand againgt the side of the pyramid, covering the print, and something happened. | wasn't
sure what. It opened, | went in; it was dark, | was aone.

| wasingde. | didn't know, still don't know, how | got there. Before | knew what | was doing, | was
taking off my helmet.

Theair smelled like lemons. It was cold, but not Moon cold. The pyramid waslarger insde, just as
Bee had said, tapering up to a cone of darknessin the center.

And therewas alight. Also in the center. It had akind of substance light doesn't always, doesn't
often, doesn't ever, have. It was beckoning; | approached. It al seemed naturd, asif everything | was
doing waswhat | had always wanted to do. It felt good; very good. It fet great. The light grew brighter
and | fell to my knees, but it was morelikerising, redly. | couldn't stland but | didn't want to stand. | felt a
hand on my head: | knew it was ahand, and | knew what hand it was! | had amillion questions, | knew,
but I couldn't think, even when | tried. | was so very glad to be here, back here, where | belonged.
Where | was glad to be.

| felt ahand in mine. Bee. He was pulling me backward, away from thelight, into the cold and the
darkness. We were putting on our helmets, Bee and |. We were stepping together across the squeaky
surface of the moon, toward the lighted dome, which looked like a zoo, full of puzzled friendly faces,
pressed against the glass.

"Areyou okay?' Y oshi asked.

| saw my breastsfloating in front of me and realized | wasin the hot tub. | laughed. Bee laughed with
me. | knew that the grin on hisface was areflection of my own. We werein the water and someone was
handing me a cup of coffee.

Joe, they used to cdll it. A cup of joe. "I'm okay," | said. "l went in to get you, Bee."



"I know, but you shouldn't have. Y ou should have awakened the others.”

| understood. It was abreak in the protocol. "We know them and they know us," | said. It waslike
remembering something; it was easy, and yet impossibleif you couldn't doit. "They areglad to see us"

"Not exactly," said Bee. "Therésameancholy, too."

"Something very sad," said Vishnu. She was wearing her nightgown and her tiny feet werein the
water next to my shoulder.

She wasright. There had been areproach, adisappointment. I can fed it, too," said Chang.

"Fed what?' asked Y oshi, tapping me on the head with along finger, like ateacher admonishing a
bad student. "Tell me what happened. Now."

"Therearejust thesefedings,” | said. "Then afterward, they sort of turn into, not ideas exactly, sort of
like memories. Isthat what you want to know?"

"I want to know what's fucking happening. And | want you to tell me."

"Don't be hard on her," said Bee. "Weredl just figuring it out.”

"Fguring whet out?"

"What they want," said Chang. "They love us, they wanted to find us. They found us."
"And welovethem!" | said. "That's why we can't see them.”

"That'sright!" said Bee, looking at me asif | wereagenius. "Welove them so much that all we can
seeisthelight of our love.”

"I hopethisisdl going inyour fucking report,” said Y ashi, sounding disgusted.
"They found usagain,” said Chang. "That'swhy we are so happy."
"But something iswrong,” said Bee. "We have to go back in. Once more.”

"Anddo | gettogo?' | could still fedl the hand on my heed. | wanted to fed it there again, more than
anything.

"Well dl gothistime" Beesaid.

But wedidn't al go. Yoshi had no desireto go; plus, she explained, she felt that somebody had to stay
behind and stay on top of systems.

"Designated driver," said Bee, laughing as we sprayed each other. He and | werethe only onesin
peds. Chang and Vishnu wore suits. | felt | was one of the sadies now, and they treated me as such.
Even Chang. We crossed the squeaky dust and held hands by the pyramid. Looking back | saw Y oshi in
the dome, looking alittle bit abandoned.



Bee hit the print and therewe were, insde. | unstuck my helmet and looked for thelight. | fell tomy
knees. "Oh boy," | said when | felt the hand on my head.

Something was wrong. Everything was okay but something waswrong. After afew moments of
confusion, we were pushed out the door, holding hands, into the cold. | couldn't remember putting my
helmet on, but | was breathing as we hurried toward the lights of the dome.

Wewere shaking. | was shaking al over. | sat in the hot tub and watched my suit dissolve, like dry
ice, leaving no trace.

"Hey, don't cry,” said Bee. "l know we'redl upset.”
"It'sokay to cry,” sad Vishnu.

| was crying.

"What happened?* asked Y oshi. "God damn it, tell me.”
"They'releaving,” sad Bee.

"They don't want us," | said. "They don't want usany more."
"What the fuck are you talking about?

"We should dl just be il for awhile" said Bee. "Come and get in the water, Chang. Vishnu.
Clare"

Claire. My parents gave me that name. | hadn't thought about them in along time. | started to cry
agan, redly hard thistime,

By noon we were warmed and fed—and dgjected. "It'sover,” Bee said finally.

"They'releaving,” Chang said. | knew it too. We all knew the samethings. The fedlingsturned into
ideas, gradually, like the graphicsin adow web connection. Sooner or later we dl had the same pictures
in our minds,

"They'redisappointedinus," | said.

"I want themto stay,” said Vishnu.

"Of course, we want to be with them," said Bee. "But we can't make them want to be with us."
"What in the hell areyou dl talking about?' asked Y oshi.

"They'releaving,” | said. | pointed outside. The yellow print was gone, and the pyramid looked black
and forbidding. Closed.

"Explain, damnit."



"Thething is, we knew them long ago,” said Bee. As| listened, my emotions were spinning, like dust
insunlight, settling as he spoke onto the table of my mind, in which hisvoice, like afingertip, traced his
words: "Thisisnot first contact, it is second contact.”

And what hewas saying, we dl knew.
"They were our gods," said Chang.

"Not exactly,” said Vishnu. "We were their companion species, their helper. Welived only to please
them. We looked up to them."

"Ther favorite” | sad. "Ther pet.”
"And they loved us" said Chang. "And they love us Hill."

"But they wanted more,” said Bee. "They set usfree so we could develop without them. They put us
down on Earth, where we could escape the worship of them that makes our knees go weak and our
minds go blank. They wanted atrue companion. They thought if they left us aone we would develop into
asentient race on our own."

"Andwedid," | said, surprised at how much | knew; at the depth of the ideas and images that had
been implanted in me. "The light was ates, to seeif we had devel oped enough to leave the Earth and
cometo them.”

"They knew better than to gppear anong us," said Chang. "' Can you imagine the chaos?"
"It might have been great,” said Vishnu.

"It was atest,” said Bee. "And we did it, we passed. They were so pleased.”

"But then disappointed,” | said. "Because nothing had redlly changed.”

"It might have been great,” said Vishnu, again.

"We till can't see them; our minds still go blank in their presence. Wefal to our knees and worship
them, and that's dl we can do, even now."

"We can't lovethem less,” said Chang bitterly. "How can they expect usto love them less?!
"Therésamessagefor you," said Y oshi.

"For me?' My mind wrenched itsalf back to the real world. | stood up, dripping. Water dripsin long
sheets on the Moon. | looked outside and saw that the pyramid was gone.

"How did you find me here?"

"Haven't we been through that before?' 1t was Willoughby, my next door neighbor, the retired FBI
agent. "Thelight's gone out, what did you guys do?'



"Put Samon," | said.
"Hewon't eat. How long before you get back?"

"A week, probably,” | said. "Wewill haveto writeareport.” | heard anoise behind me; it was
Changintears.

"|s something wrong?"
"No, werefine" | said. It wasover and | wasglad. "Put Sam on.”
"Hold on."

Y oshi had joined them in the pool, standing there in her orange coverals, wet to the knees. They
were hugging and crying. | heard a sort of gruff whine.

"Sam, isthat you?'
"Woof!"
"Sam, listen carefully. Can you hear me?"

| could imagine Sam looking around, sniffing, trying to locate the face and hand and smdll that went
with thevoice.

"I'll be back soon," | said. "Did you missme?'

"Woof."

"I'm coming home, and | won't leave you doneagain, | promise.”
TheEnd
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