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The Bridge That Led to Nowhere, or
A Story of Days
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“The moons are so pretty,” she said.


He stared up into the night sky and counted them again.  There were six, and they were all so small.  He sighed.  “But none of them are like the real moon, like Luna.”


It was her turn to sigh.  “You talk about things like that too much, you know that?”


“I can’t help it.  That’s home.”


“That was home.”


“That’s home,” he repeated, turning to walk away.  She pretended to keep watching the moons for a moment, and then she followed him.
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The world moved.  It spun and spun in its orbit, a tiny blue ball spinning madly around a bigger yellow ball.  It was a pretty little planet.  There were lots of pretty little living things there.  They called it Earth.

The world moved and the yellow ball offered the gift of its yellow light.  The first tongues of the light touched the dark waters of the Pacific, awakening the slumbering seas one by one.  Even as one ocean awoke to the dawn, another was being plunged into the sleep of night.  Sunlight swept the snow-covered Himalayas, crowned the peaks of the Rockies, danced up and down the Andes, and poured over the Great Plains.  Every piece of land and sea bathed in the sun’s glow and rested in its departure.  At some point the light of the sunrise beamed down upon Man’s great stronghold of New York City, buildings sparkling and shining.  Day embraced the Earth as it always did, in all its beauty and splendor.


There was no one to see it.
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They had called it the Last Exodus in its early years.  That was when they hadn’t known as much, but the name always seemed disturbingly appropriate.  The story of the last days of Earth was not one of despair or even sadness, nor was it one of joy.  It was a story of days.  Though they were the last days of Earth, they were also the first days of Earth’s successor.  The story of the Exodus has everything to do with the bridge, and the bridge has everything to do with the Exodus.  The moment the bridge appeared, the Exodus had begun.
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Rod Carpenter first saw the bridge at the age of seventeen.  The official story goes that he was the first one to ever see it, but no one could truly be certain.  What was certain, however, was that Rod had been the first human to use the bridge.  His had been the honor of being the first one.  The first one to cross over.


“What the hell?” he muttered, studying the intricate design of the object in front of him.  It looked very little like a bridge, and very much like an oblong orange doorway.  At least it looked like a doorway if the person for whom it was intended measured at least a few hundred feet in all directions.  It led into a large hill (or maybe a modest mountain) in the Cascade Range, but all that could be seen through it was orange and orangeness.


“What the hell?” Rod repeated after he had hiked closer to the base of the thing.  Curiosity compelled him to move closer, only a few feet away from a solid yet shimmering flat surface that was simply orange.  He stepped inside and the world went orange for a moment.


Then it went black.
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“Look at all these corpses!”


“The estimates were way off…”


“There are thousands of them!”


“Why no animals?


“You think any of us know that, corporal?”


“No, sir, I was just wondering aloud.”


“Keep your wondering to yourself.”


“Yes, sir.”


“What do we do now?”


“Do?  We go back.  What else is there to do?  We survived.  We survive.  That was our mission, and this view proves it.  Now let’s go back home.”


“Sir?”


“Yes?”


“How do we do that?”
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Cecil Chang was determined. 

