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“We’re going out there...into the desert.”

“Nancy, this is crazy—“

“Crazy, am I? Well, I’ll show you who’s crazy! We’re going out there to look for that flying saucer, and I’ll prove to you once and for all that I’m not crazy!”

Harry gazed at Nancy over his scotch, like a buzzard ready to feed. “And if we don’t find it?”

The conversation replayed in Nancy’s head as she stumbled through the desert, her bare feet burning in the hot sand. Nancy had never owned a pair of proper boots or sneakers, so she didn’t think that she needed anything besides the designer heels that hurt her feet. In her mind, Nancy wouldn’t even need to leave the car. She had Harry drive out of town and through all the backroads.

“I saw that saucer somewhere around here!” she declared. “It can’t have gone far.”

“Whatever you say, Nancy.”

She and Harry drove well into the night. It was dark when Nancy had seen the saucer. “It landed right in the middle of the road,” she said. “It was there. I saw it there! I wasn’t just drunk, Harry, I saw it!”

She scanned the skies for the familiar green grow that had drew her attention in the first place. The desert air was getting chilly.

“Don’t you think we should put the top up?” Harry said.

“No! I want to see the sky!” She wrapped her fur stole around her shoulders. “Just keep driving.”

“Alright...”

The stars were out in full. She kept her eyes pointed at the sky, watching for the same kind of flash like she had seen the night before. She didn’t watch where Harry was taking her. She didn’t realize how deep into the desert he was driving. She trusted him too much. Nancy had yet to spend the night in the cold of the moonlit sand, with no shelter but the scrub brush and the pebble-strewn bank of an arroyo.

“Harry, I see it!”

“See what?”

“Just keep driving! That way!”

“Nancy, the road goes this way.”

“Just turn the wheel!”

“Fine with me.”

They veered off the road. The car shook and bumped along, driving over rocks and scrub brush, but Nancy told him to keep going. “I can see the green light! It’s the same green light I saw last night! Do you see it?”

“Nancy, you’re acting crazy.”

“Do you see it?”

Nancy could still hear Harry’s denial the day after as she staggered across the white-hot sand. She felt her skin roasting. She remembered seeing the green light, in the darkness, clear as day, and even though there was no more road she pushed Harry to drive deeper and deeper into the scrub brush until the car got stuck.

“Nancy, we’re stuck.”

“Get out of the car! The saucer is just over that hill.”

“Nancy, there is no saucer! We’ve been driving for hours and now I don’t even know if I can get this car out of this rut.”

“But I see it!” it was at this moment that Nancy lost her shoes. The pointy heels were sinking into the sand. Her toes jammed together as she tried to run. She kicked them off and ran ahead towards the glow cresting over the hill. Only a few yards away, and they’d be on top of the hill. “Can’t you see it? Please, Harry, tell me that you can see it!” Nancy was sure at first that Harry was in denial—pretending that he couldn’t see it so that he could tell everyone she was crazy.

However, the next morning, after spending the night in the freezing cold and spending the morning in the blazing sun, Nancy couldn’t be sure. She remembered that green glow. She could see the hills and the rocks lit up with green light. She remembered cresting the hill, determined to prove to her husband what she had known all along. The more time she spent in the sun, the more her tongue cracked from thirst, and more her feet ached, the less vivid it all seemed.

“Nancy, it’s crazy to run out into the desert!”

“Nancy, you’re acting hysterical!”

“Nancy, talk sense!”

“Harry,” she muttered, he tongue sticking to her cheek. “Why couldn’t you just believe me?”

Harry had chased after her. Without her, he couldn’t get anymore money; Nancy could always count on that. If she took off into the desert, then he would have to do the same. She reached the crest of the hill, the rocks gashing her tender feet, but the saucer was so close. Just a few more steps and she’d see it. “Harry, it’s here!”

“Nancy, get back here!”

“Harry, come on! It’s real! I knew it! It’s real! I told you! I told you!”

Suddenly there was a flash, like lightning! Everything went quiet.

“Harry? Harry!” she touched her face. “I can’t see!”

Walking across the desert, the sun blinded her every time she lifted her face. Everything was so washed out and bleached by the sun’s rays. Nancy kept her head down. Her neck was sunburnt. Her hair was drying out. She looked up to make sure that she was heading the right way, though she couldn’t be sure which way was right. Trudging ahead, her eyes closed, she tried to remember the look of the flying saucer.

“I know I saw it,” she murmured through her cracked lips. “I saw it. I know I saw it. I just need to remember...”

She remembered what it looked like the first time she saw it—round, shiny, like two pie plates placed rim to rim. It had a hub that looked like an enclosed metal gazebo with circular windows all around. She remembered the first night as clear as day, but that didn’t mean anything. She tried to place it behind the hill. She tried to see it bathed in green light, nestled in the rocky hollow that Nancy had woken up in. 

“Harry! I can’t see! Where are you?” She stretched out her arms. “Say something! Harry!”

The desert was silent, except for the rattle of loose gravel. A couple of small stones, like ball bearings, slid out from underneath Nancy’s foot and she slipped sideways. Then came the blow.

When she woke up, she was lying in the bottom of a gulley, her face covered in dust and her clothes torn.

“Harry?” 

No reply. She called for help, but as when she got to her feet, the cold pushed her back down. A chill wind whipped across the desert, and if it weren’t for the arroyo that Nancy had fallen in, she would have frozen.

“Harry!”

Harry wasn’t anywhere. The desert was dark. The green glow of the saucer was gone. The lonely howl of a coyote made Nancy duck further into her little trench. She tried to sleep, but the ground was hard and the air was bitterly cold. Only the orange sky in the east gave her hope of making it until morning. As the winds died down and the air warmed, Nancy tried to climb her way out of the gulley, but the walls were too rough and the hills were too high.

She started walking, down, down, down. She didn’t know where it led, but she had a feeling that the road was getting further and further away. Shoeless, she had to brave the rocks and cacti in her bare feet. Her pants were dirty and torn. Her polyester shirt was too thin to keep her warm during the night, and as the weather grew warmer, Nancy found that her shirt was too thin to block out the sun, as well.

“Harry?” she called, holding up her arm to block out the sun. Her face was getting red, and her shoulders were burning. “Harry?”

She picked her way over a pile of rocks at the foot of a hill. “Harry?”

She squeezed through a crevasse and stood in front of a vast, sandy plain. Tumbleweeds rolled across the rocky ground as she searched for a path back to the freeway.

“Harry!”

Nancy trudged on, hoping to find a road and hail down a passing car. Winds picked up, blowing dust into her face. She squeezed her eyes shut and hunkered down, waiting for the wind to die down.

“Harry!”

What are you shouting for? You know he’s not here.

Maybe...maybe he’s lost.

He never came before. Now, you’re in the desert. Why would he come now?

Harry always comes back, as long as the money holds out.

Maybe this is really it. Everyone says you’re crazy. There isn’t enough money in the world that can make crazy go away.

If I am crazy, maybe all of this is fake. Maybe it’s a kind of dream. I saw that flying saucer. I touched it. That had to be a dream. Nothing that weird can be real, and if I could see and touch and get scared by a make-believe saucer, then maybe this whole desert, this sun, these burns, and this headache aren’t real, either.

Still, she walked on, finding neither road nor shelter.

Maybe that girl Harry goes out to see every night isn’t real, either. It’s just my mind playing tricks on me.

She trudged further and further into the desert. The sun was high in the sky, beating down harder than every before. Nancy’s eyes were beginning to dry out when she saw the flying saucer again.

See? I can see it again. It’s there, just like all the rest of this stuff. Sooner or later, Harry will be back to tell me that it was all just a dream, or just my imagination, or my hormones, or something...

She walked closer. As soon as I figure out that it’s not real, then I’ll be back in the house. I’ll be in bed, and I can get a glass of scotch. I’m dying for a good scotch.

She limped closer and closer. The heated air distorted her view, and made the illusion of puddles appear on the ground. The flying saucer seemed to shimmer out of view, only to come back
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