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1. The Call
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Buddy woke her at 2:17 a.m.

Nora heard his nails against the hallway floor, four unsteady steps and a pause. Then came the brush of his body against her bedroom door.

He never asked to be let out at that hour.

She lay still, watching the green glow of the alarm clock. Her parents were asleep in the next room. The house had been quiet for hours. Outside, the trees barely stirred and the street was empty.

Buddy brushed against the door again.

Nora got up.

She found him waiting with his head lowered. At fourteen, he took his time getting to his feet and dragged his right hind leg slightly. His coat was a collection of colors that had never quite settled into a pattern: black patches across his back, brown around his neck, a white blaze dividing his muzzle and running crookedly down to his chest. A small nick marked his left ear. The broken fang showed whenever he breathed with his mouth open.

Buddy had been with her since she was seven. She remembered the day her father brought him home from the shelter in a cardboard box, though the puppy was already too big to fit inside it. Buddy had jumped to the floor, peed beside the couch, and claimed her bed before her father had carried the empty box outside.

Now he watched her from the hallway.

“What is it?”

Buddy turned his head toward the stairs.

Nora went down with him and opened the back door. Buddy descended the three steps into the yard, slowly, setting his front paws down first and then shifting the rest of his weight after them. She waited on the threshold, hugging herself against the cold.

Buddy crossed the lawn without sniffing the bushes or heading for the old maple where he usually stopped. He walked to the center of the yard and stood still.

Then he raised his head.

Nora followed his gaze.

The sky was clear. A scatter of stars, a pale glow above the rooftops, the distant blink of an airplane. Nothing that explained the intensity of his attention.

Buddy seemed to be watching something above the house. He moved his head a few inches, as though it had moved too.

“Buddy.”

One ear turned toward her. The rest of his body remained facing the sky.

A light came on in the house next door, beyond the fence. Nora saw Mrs. Keller step onto her porch in a pale blue robe. Her little terrier sat beside the steps, staring upward.

Mrs. Keller looked at Nora.

“Yours too?”

Before Nora could answer, a door opened a few houses down. Then another.

A Labrador appeared behind a lighted window. Two stray dogs emerged from beneath a pickup truck and walked into the middle of the street. One raised its head. The other lay beside it, its gaze fixed on the same emptiness.

None of them barked.

Buddy took a step forward.

His tail gave a single wag.

Then another.

Nora stepped onto the lawn. The damp grass chilled her feet. She reached Buddy and rested a hand on his back. Beneath his coat, she felt his slow breathing and the faint tremor in his muscles.

Buddy was calm.

Calmer than she was.

“What do you see?”

Buddy narrowed his eyes.

For a few seconds, Nora had the sense that he was listening. It was unlike the alertness he showed when an animal hid nearby or a sound carried from far away. Something in his stillness felt familiar. It was the same concentration with which he waited by the door when he recognized her father’s car before it turned the corner.

He seemed to know who was coming.

Mrs. Keller came down from the porch. The terrier did not even glance at her when she called.

More lights came on along the street.

At 2:21, Buddy lowered his head.

He surveyed the yard, sniffed the air, and walked back to Nora. He stopped beside her, tired again. The stiffness returned to his legs. The weight of his years settled back into his body with an almost brutal ease.

At different moments, the other dogs did the same. The Labrador moved away from the window. The strays left the street. The terrier climbed onto the porch and allowed his owner to lift him into her arms.

Everything had lasted less than four minutes.

Nora led Buddy inside. She poured him some water and waited while he drank. Then she closed the door, checked the latch, and turned off the kitchen light.

Buddy remained in the middle of the hallway.

She pointed toward the stairs.

“Come on.”

Buddy looked back at the rear door.

For a moment, Nora thought he would ask her to open it again.

Finally, he followed her.

By morning, there were thousands of videos.

Dogs in yards, on balconies, in bedrooms, at gas stations, and along country roads. Some had risen without warning. Others had barely opened their eyes. One woman filmed her dying dog struggling upright for the first time in two days. A German shepherd had braced its paws against a closed window. Three puppies kept playing while their mother watched the sky from the edge of their blanket.

The timestamps visible on the screens all marked the same instant.

Nora moved from one video to the next while Buddy slept beneath the kitchen table. In Tokyo, it had happened in the middle of the afternoon. In London, during the morning. In California, it was still the previous night. The animals had looked in different directions, though they all held their heads at nearly the same angle.

Experts initially cited frequencies, magnetic fields, and signals transmitted by satellites. Someone insisted it was a marketing campaign. Someone else claimed the videos had been coordinated.

Nora turned off the phone.

Buddy was awake.

He watched her from the floor, his dark eyes calm and tired with age.

She crouched and stroked the white blaze along his muzzle. The dog rested his head on her knee.

At 2:12 the following morning, Buddy was already waiting by the door.
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2. The Wait
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During breakfast, Nora’s father watched the videos with the sound off.

He thumbed from one recording to the next. They looked like versions of the same scene filmed by people who had never met.

“Someone will figure it out,” he said.

Nora’s mother set a cup beside the sink.

“What kind of explanation?”

He held up the phone.

“A frequency. A satellite. Something we can’t hear.”

Buddy slept beneath the table. Every so often, one of his paws moved as though he were chasing something in his dreams.

Nora had told them what happened in the yard. She described his calm, the way his tail had moved, the sense of recognition in his attention. She left out what troubled her most: during those few minutes, Buddy had seemed to forget she was there.

Her father kept watching the recordings. He repaired heating systems for a living and trusted that every anomaly eventually revealed a damaged part, a loose connection, or a flaw in the design. The thought of an event with no visible mechanism was intolerable to him.

Nora’s mother went over to Buddy and bent down to touch him.

He opened his eyes.

“What did you see last night, old man?”

Buddy raised his head and sniffed her fingers. Then he settled back down.

On television, a veterinarian explained that dogs could detect sounds beyond the range of human hearing. Beneath her face, footage showed animals staring upward. The network replayed the images in shorter and shorter sequences, accompanied by headlines about the worldwide mystery.

That acoustic theory survived until noon. Laboratories compared environmental recordings and ruled out a common signal. Weather stations had detected no significant changes. Observatories reported nothing unusual in the sky that night.

Even so, explanations continued to multiply.

Magnetic fields. Solar radiation. A military test. A collective response to vibrations in the earth. On some programs, people who had never studied animals spent hours arguing over what the dogs had felt.

Nora stopped watching.

She had a class that afternoon, though she could barely pay attention. On campus, the phenomenon had already become a joke. Someone had posted a picture of a dog at a telescope with a caption saying that an intelligent species was finally searching for life beyond Earth. Others said the whole thing would be gone from social media by the weekend, replaced by some new scandal.

Nora returned home before dark.

Buddy was in the front hall.

For years, he had waited there for the family to come home. He knew the sound of her father’s car, Nora’s footsteps, and the rustle of grocery bags when her mother returned from the store. That afternoon, he sat facing into the house.

His eyes were on the back door.

“It’s not time yet,” Nora said.

His good ear twitched at her voice.

She set down her backpack and sat on the floor. Buddy approached with his uneven gait. Nora cupped his muzzle in her hands
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