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If the meteor had landed on Ness’s house…
(The Beginning)

***
December 23, 200X

“Son, wake up. You alright? Wake up.”


Ness felt somebody’s hand lightly tapping his face and then shaking him as he jerked awake. Everything around him was complete chaos. He immediately heard sirens and yelling. People were everywhere, running past him. An oxygen mask was covering his face, and two men dressed in reflective yellow jackets and red helmets were crouched over him, looking down and speaking to him.


“What the heck is going on?” Ness thought to himself, trying to remember the night before.

He realized he was lying down outside on the street, which he recognized to be his own, outside of his front yard. He was wondering why he wasn’t in his bed anymore, and, though he was lying on the ground, he strained his neck and turned around to look toward his house. Where the house he’d known for his entire life normally stood, though, he instead saw a complete mess of flames engulfing a huge pile of wooden frames and vinyl siding, with several firefighters gathered around it holding hoses. Ness’s house was burning to the ground.


“Are you doing alright? Breathing normally and everything?” one of the firefighters standing nearby asked him, removing his oxygen mask in order to allow him to respond. 


“Yeah,” Ness replied, coughing a bit and still lying down on the ground. “Yeah, I think I’m okay. What happened here?”


“Near as we can figure, something hit your house and started some kind of fire. A pretty bad one. We’re not completely sure what caused it yet, but we’re working on figuring that out,” the firefighter replied. “You’ve been out here for a while. The fire had been going on for pretty long when we got here and took you out. You’re lucky to have made it out. Without any burns or anything on you, too.”


Ness scrambled to remember the night before, but the firefighter’s comment interrupted his thoughts and sunk in. Ness had made it out of the house without any burns…but what about his mother? And Tracy?

“Where’s my mom?” Ness burst out suddenly, struggling to sit up in between the pair of firefighters nearby and immediately feeling a bit dizzy afterward. “Is she okay? What about my sister?”


“Your sister wasn’t at home,” the firefighter told him. “She was at a friend’s house for the night.”


“Right, she was at a Christmas party,” Ness thought to himself. 


“We’ve let the family she’s staying with know,” the firefighter continued, “and she’ll be staying there for a bit longer. As for your mother…”


The firefighters exchanged a glance.


“They’re over there working on getting her out of the house right now,” the other firefighter said to Ness. “We have to tell you, though, son, the flames have been going a while, and—“


“Let me get over there,” Ness said to the men, standing. He still felt lightheaded. “I’ll get her out.”


Ness started walking toward the house, swaying with each step. One of the firefighters tried to hold him back.


“You definitely shouldn’t be walking right now, not this soon. You’ve been on oxygen for a little bit now,” the man said. “We need to take you to a hospital and get you checked out.”


“No!” Ness shouted at him. He struggled to break free from the man and the other firefighter walked toward him to help restrain him.


The harder Ness fought to break free from the firefighters, the dizzier and woozier he felt. Finally, his legs gave in and he fell to the ground, peacefully drifting into unconsciousness.

***


Ness was in a hospital bed when he awoke. 


Once again, he found himself disoriented and unsure where he was. He was in a small white room with large glass windows peering out into the main room of a hospital. Most of the surface area was covered with holly or tinsel, and a large Santa Claus cardboard cut out hung from the windows. The room contained a small television set mounted to the wall and a small oval window, which was mostly covered by curtains and Christmas decorations.

“Ugh, Christmas,” Ness thought to himself. 


He was supposed to wake up in his home, excited for Christmas Eve and ready to open his presents. Instead he was sitting in a strange place, unsure if the only parent he’d ever really known was alive or not.


Ness felt light-headed and groggy, but he wasn’t sure if it was from just having woken up, or if he was still feeling the effects of the oxygen he’d been given. He still couldn’t believe that his house was destroyed. Everything he’d ever collected or purchased or considered his own was gone, or stuck in a heap of ashes and burnt wood. The most important thing to Ness right now, though, was finding out what happened to his mother.


Just as Ness was pulling back his blanket to chance taking a step out of bed, a bald man in a white lab coat with a thick white moustache entered his room and came toward him, standing at the foot of his bed.


“You’re up,” he said to Ness as though he needed to be reminded. “You passed out pretty badly, and—“


“Where is my mother?” Ness asked the man, interrupting him. 


The man hesitated before responding. He seemed to be taking great care to choose his words very carefully. 


“Before I answer that, I should introduce myself,” he said. “I’m Dr. Andonuts. I’ve been—”


“Where is she?” Ness asked again.


He hesitated again.

“Your mother is here in the hospital, Ness,” the doctor told him.

Ness sat up, leaning forward.

“Is she okay?” he asked, his concern coming through in the nervous tone of his voice.

The doctor gave him a warm look and placed his hand upon Ness’s. Ness prepared for the worst.

“I’m so sorry to have to be the one to tell you this, Ness,” Dr. Andonuts said, “but your mother didn’t make it. She’s gone.”

Ness swallowed hard. He felt like he must be mistaken.

“But you just told me she was here,” Ness said.

“She was rushed to the hospital after the firefighters took her out of the house, but there was nothing we could do,” the doctor told him. “She died a few minutes after she arrived here.”

Ness sat fully upright now.

“I want to see her,” he said quietly.

The doctor shook his head.

“Well, Ness,” he said, “I’m not sure that’s such a—“

“I want to see her!” Ness said, more forcefully now.

He got out of the bed and stood up, heading toward the door of his room. 

“Which room is she in?” he asked the doctor.

The doctor sighed and followed Ness out of the room.

“She’s right next door,” he said to him. “Right here.” He pointed to the glass window looking into the room adjacent to Ness’s.

The room looked identical to Ness’s, with the standard-issue television and the exact same holiday decorations. Ness looked at the bed, its sheets pulled over the frail body that he knew belonged to his mother.

He stared, completely speechless, into the mostly empty hospital room. He couldn’t even bear to go inside and see the body or pull back the sheet. He knew immediately that it was her. 

He thought quietly to himself how sad it was that this was the last time he would ever see her. The last words he’d said to her were a lie about homework. After all these years of struggling to connect with his mother and telling himself he’d fill the void in their relationship once he was an adult, Ness now realized that he’d never have the chance. He and Tracy were orphans now, completely alone in the world and with nobody left to confide in. 

He felt the doctor’s hand reach out and touch his shoulder, and, for the first time in a long time, Ness began to cry.

***

The next day, Ness came back to what was left of his house. He’d been allowed to spend the night in the hospital. The staff had offered to let him come to a halfhearted Christmas celebration, but it wasn’t the same without his family. His father hadn’t called the hospital, and Tracy was being looked after by her friend’s family.

Since Ness had no family nearby, he was on his own until his mother’s will and insurance policies were straightened out and until the investigation into the cause of the fire was completed. With two policemen—one standing in the street as his escort and one with him to make sure it was safe—Ness was told he could look through the wreckage of his house, or at least the parts the fire department told him were stable, to find a few belongings before he looked for a new place to stay.


Caution tape stretched across the entire front yard. Ness stepped over it and into what was once the entranceway his mother went to great pains to keep entirely spotless and pristine. Very little of what was here was even recognizable to Ness as anything other than piles of ash. 


“I’ll wait here. Be careful,” the second police officer told him, standing in the house’s doorway.


Ness thanked him and headed into the house.


Ness had to walk carefully through the remains of his home. A huge hole took up most of the first floor, leading straight into the depths of the family’s basement. Ness peered into it, trying to see what could have made such a mess, but couldn’t see anything in the darkness below. Caution tape and heavy barriers blocked Ness from falling into the hole, which he carefully edged around to get into what was left of his house.

The first thing Ness found was a picture of his mother that they kept on the mantle. The frame was mostly singed, but the picture inside of it was intact. The picture had been taken on Christmas morning when Ness was six years old. His father had taken it, and Ness’s mother once told Ness his father said “it was the most beautiful I’d ever looked.” Ness didn’t remember the morning or anything about the picture, but he liked the story behind it, if only to be able to think of the times when his family was happy and together.


Ness gathered a few more things from around the house. He found a cracked baseball bat in Tracy’s room, as well as his favorite shirt, a pair of shorts, and an old picture of King, the dog he’d had as a young child. Almost everything else was lost or destroyed.


As he was leaving, Ness decided to head into his mother’s room. This was one area that the firefighters had specifically said to avoid, but Ness needed to see if something had made it through the fire. He gingerly stepped through her bedroom and over some exposed floorboards to find the half-collapsed doorway into her closet.

Throughout Ness’s childhood, he had always asked his mother for pictures of his dad or of the family together. Ness had a few vague memories of playing with the man, but as he grew older, Ness became increasingly curious about what kind of person his father had been and constantly asked his mother for photos so that he could see what his dad actually looked like. 


When Ness was younger, his mother often told him great stories about his father being a gentle, studious man, which seemed to fit in with the fuzzy memories Ness still had of his father and his early childhood. For years, Ness’s mother denied having any old pictures around, insisting that she’d thrown everything away years ago.

A few years ago, Ness discovered that this wasn’t exactly the case. While fishing around in his mother’s room to see if he’d gotten the Super Nintendo he wanted for Christmas, Ness discovered a stack of photo albums buried in the back of his mother’s closet. He spent hours looking through each and every one, which ranged from his parents’ wedding pictures to Ness’s baptism and even to pictures of Ness as a kindergartener playing in the sandbox with his father. 

In most of the pictures, his father’s face was obscured, covered by shadow or by some kind of object in the foreground. In all of them, though, his mother looked truly happy, which was what Ness enjoyed. Ness was never exactly sure what his mother was trying to hide by not telling him about these pictures, but in the four years since he’d found them, Ness found himself looking through the pictures every few weeks, careful to replace them each and every time so as not to tip off his mother.

He opened the door of his mother’s walk-in closet and pushed the remains of her clothing to the side, then moved to the stack of suitcases against the back wall. He brushed a layer of soot off of them and looked through the tattered remains of the luggage to find a silver Travelpro in the middle of the stack. Inside, as expected, he found the collection of albums. 

He opened it to make sure that the pictures were intact, and once everything was accounted for, he put the entire suitcase into the bag of things he was carrying. 
Ness left the bedroom and toward the front door, again glancing at the huge hole in the floor. As he left the house for the last time, he looked back into the entranceway, then sighed and went outside with his escorts.
A small bee landed on a piece of caution tape behind him as he left.
***


After leaving his house, Ness headed to the drug store to use their ATM. He had withdrawn enough money to stay in a hotel room for a little while until he received the remainder of the insurance money or whatever kind of inheritance was coming to him. Taking the money out of the bank was the hardest part for Ness, and the first time that his mother’s death had really hit him. He was used to his father depositing money into the account, but getting money from his mother this way felt sad and foreign. This was an account he’d been asking for access to since he was little, and she’d never be there ever again to tell him how important it was to save his money. It was the first time that Ness realized how much he’d miss her. This feeling was far greater than the homesickness he often felt when leaving Onett. He knew this was something it would be hard to move past.


After calling Tracy at her friend’s house to make sure she was okay, Ness rode his bike to Onett’s only hotel. He went inside, approaching the front desk.


“I’d like a room, please,” Ness said.


“For one?” the man behind the counter asked.


“Yeah,” Ness replied, sad to realize how entirely alone he was.


The man checked Ness into the smallest and cheapest room available. Ness reserved it through the week, as he wasn’t sure of any other place that he’d be able to stay.


The room was a perfect square, consisting of one full size bed, a dresser, an end table, and a small television. There was a small closet and an even smaller bathroom to the right side, and a telephone that looked so old that Ness was surprised to find it wasn’t rotary.


Ness poured the contents of his bag onto the bed and spent the next few minutes spreading out his belongings across the room. He put the framed pictures he’d found on the dresser and end table and dresser, right in front of the television. 


Ness was still feeling pretty awful about his mother’s death, and the pictures around the room made him feel like she was still with him. He was still surprised at how hard he was taking it considering the state their relationship had been in at the end. He sighed as he put the picture of his mother next to the photo of King.


Finally, Ness took the suitcase of photo albums and slid it under the bed. He wasn’t ready to display everything in that one yet, and just having it with him—and no longer having to hide the fact that he knew what was in it—was an extra source of comfort for him.


Ness walked to the entrance of the room again and turned around, looking at his belongings spread across the room.


“Well, I guess this is home,” he thought to himself.

He glanced toward the clock. It was after midnight already.


“Merry Christmas,” he said to himself quietly.
*** 
Ness was awoken the following morning by a phone call. It was a sergeant asking him to come by the police station and discuss the cause of the fire and how to sort everything out.
As Ness got ready in his hotel room, he couldn’t but remind himself that this was his first Christmas without presents. He’d normally have been up hours ago, waiting patiently at the bottom of the stairs for his mom and sister to wake up. 

He called Tracy to check on her and wish her a merry Christmas, then headed out.

Ness had never been in the town’s police station before. It was bigger than it looked from the outside, with high ceilings and crown moldings across its border, and intricate marble tiles covering the floor. The floors were hard wood and two large picture windows gave Ness a view of Onett.
A woman sat behind a counter in the front.

“Can I help you?” she asked him, her tone suggesting that the answer was the last thing in the world she could possibly care about.


“I’m Ness,” he responded, just as unenthusiastically. “I’m here to see Sergeant Young. He called me this morning.”


She flipped through the small pile of papers in front of her, finally coming up with a list. She ran her finger from the top to the bottom, skimming names until she finally stopped at one she apparently recognized. She glanced up at Ness, still not smiling or showing any warmth.


“Right,” she said, making a mark next to what Ness could only assume was his name on the list in front of her. “You can go ahead and go inside, but you’ll need this to go anywhere.”


She handed him a blank “Visitor” badge and a small plastic holder to wear as a pin. Ness wrote his name on the badge and put it inside of the holder, then pinned it to his chest.


“Thanks,” he told her, and headed through the oak doors in front of him. 

Through the doors, Ness was directed by a petite woman with short black hair to sit on a small wooden bench, where he was told to wait for someone to come get him. As he sat, he couldn’t help but assume that this was where many criminals had sat before him.

He waited patiently on the bench until, about half an hour later, a man approached him and shook his hand.

“Hello, Ness,” the man said. “I’m Sergeant Reid Young.”

Sergeant Young was short and squat, wearing a black uniform and sunglasses. He had a very gentle voice, and he seemed truly sincere as he shook Ness’s hand.

“Come with me and we can get started,” he told Ness.

Ness was led into the sergeant’s small office, which had a window overlooking the street—a view that Ness couldn’t help but feel could probably be vastly improved upon. The sergeant sat in a chair behind his desk, and Ness sat in a much less comfortable-looking one directly across from him.

“Now, Ness,” the sergeant said to him quietly, sounding especially concerned and gentle, even more so than he was earlier. “I know it must be very difficult for you to try to remember the night before the fire, especially with what ended up happening, but can you remember anything strange outside of your home the night before this thing happened?”

Ness shook his head.

“Why?” he asked the sergeant.

“Well, we haven’t been able to fully investigate the site yet, but we think something fell onto your house,” Sergeant Young told him. “Some experts will be heading to the scene tomorrow.”
Ness leaned forward in his chair, immediately more interested in the conversation.

“Something…fell on my house?” Ness asked.

“It looks that way,” the sergeant confirmed. 

He glanced at his calendar and back at Ness. 

“Maybe it was Santa and his reindeer,” the sergeant said, smiling. “It’s certainly the right time of year.”
Ness stared at him blankly, not quite ready to make light of the situation.

Sergeant Young cleared his throat and his smile faded.

“Right,” he said. He reached into his desk drawer and took out a small business card with the police shield and some writing on it.

“I’d like to give you my card,” he told Ness, “in case you think of anything or see anything else in the future.”

“Thanks for that,” Ness told him, and he meant it. He truly appreciated knowing that someone else was still around who cared about his safety and wanted to hear from him. 

“If we need to contact you, is it safe to assume that you’ll be at the same hotel for the rest of the week?” Sergeant Young asked him.

“Yes, sir,” Ness said. He paused for a moment, then added, “I really don’t have any other place where I can stay.”

The sergeant nodded, which, to Ness, indicated that he understood and had probably seen plenty of situations like this before.

“Rita will show you out,” the sergeant said, indicating the same petite woman Ness had seen earlier, who was now standing just outside the sergeant’s office. 
Ness shook the sergeant’s hand and stepped outside his office feeling confused.  What could have possibly caused that much damage?
Ness sighed and left the way he came. He knew he needed to see for himself.
***

Ness stopped at the drug store to buy a baseball cap and a cheap bracelet, then arrived at his house a few minutes later.
As Ness got off of his bike, he knew he’d have to take a detailed look at the inside of the house, regardless of how dangerous it was. He had to know what happened, both for his own sake and in order to make his mother’s death not be in vain. 

He stepped over the caution tape carefully, glancing over his shoulder to check for anyone watching. Without escorts, he could get in trouble for entering his house this time. He crossed what was left of the front hallway and once again peered into the dark hole in the center of his house. Even with the daylight shining through the ruined roof, it was hard to see what was down there. He gingerly stepped over the fragile floorboards and made his way to the basement stairs, which were mostly intact.

The light switch did nothing. Ness assumed the electricity had been turned off. He started down the stairs, keeping his eye out for anything strange. He regretted not bringing a flashlight.
A huge, round object stuck out from the floor, where it had collided. It was the size of most of the basement, and glowing slightly.

As he moved toward the object, Ness heard a buzzing noise. On the ground in front of him, he spotted the source.

“A bee?” Ness said out loud, moving to crush it.

“A bee I am not,” the bee responded.

Ness stopped.

“Did a bee just speak to me?” he thought to himself.

“I am from ten years in the future,” the bee continued. “In the future, all is devastation. Giygas, the universal cosmic destroyer, sends all to the horror of eternal darkness.”
Ness stared, not sure whether or not this was really happening.

“However, you must listen,” the bee said. “Where I am from, there is a well-known legend that has been handed down from ancient times. It says ‘When the chosen boy reaches the point, he will find the light. The passing of time will shatter the nightmare rock and will reveal the path of light.’”

“Right,” Ness said, not sure why he was responding to the bug.


“You see,” the bee said, “it is my opinion that you are that boy, Ness.”

“You know my name?” Ness asked.


“I believe that Giygas's monstrous plan must have been set in motion somewhere on Earth,” the bee continued, ignoring him. “If you start to confront the enemy immediately, you may have time to counter the evil intentions of Giygas.”

Ness sat on the stairs, trying to pay attention without feeling too overwhelmed.


“Three things are of the utmost importance,” the bee told him. "Wisdom, courage, and friendship. The legends from the ancient times tell of three boys and a girl who defeat Giygas.”
“Three boys? And a girl? Listen,” Ness said, “I’m not sure who you think I am, but I don’t know any—“
“Do not be anxious about the future,” the bee said. “You have much work to do, Ness. Did you listen to what I told you?”

“No,” Ness said. “I’m not really sure I understand all of this.

“I hate to go over it again,” the bee said, “but I guess I'll start over. We'll be here 'til sunrise!”

He repeated everything he’d told Ness, slowly this time. Finally he finished, and Ness nodded. With everything that had happened over the past few days, he couldn’t help but appreciate having found something that gave him a sense of purpose. This was something he could be responsible for. It could help him feel better about his mother’s death.

“I’ll do it,” Ness said, standing.

The bee flew from the ground, moving in front of Ness.

“Excellent,” it said. “You are as exceptional as I expected you to be.”

Ness glanced back toward the object in the center of the room. In the light, he could now see that it was glowing orange around the outside, while the center was dark, with small streams of orange light stretching between it. It looked like some kind of object from space. In the light, Ness could see small spots of crystal-like sparkling on the black areas.

“Wait a minute,” he thought. “Why is it so light in here?”


The center of the room was growing lighter. A ball of white light was now floating above the floor. The bee flew toward it. Suddenly, the light broke apart, revealing a large, grey creature. It was tall—at least six feet—and vaguely resembled some kind of robot. It had a black visor over its eyes and a black badge. It seemed to be looking at the bee.

“It’s been a long time, Buzz Buzz,” the creature said. “You've been successful at foiling Master Giygas's plans, but you must now surrender. You're no longer a hero. You're just a useless insect, and I'll stomp you hard!”


“No!” Ness yelled, running toward the creature with his bat. He swung at it, but before the hit connected, a beam of light came from the grey creature’s arms, sending Ness flying backward. Ness slowly rose to his feet. 


“Stand back,” Buzz Buzz told Ness. He began to float higher, and a thin field of light appeared, moving in front of Ness.


“Now attack,” Buzz Buzz said.


Again, Ness ran toward the creature. It sent another beam of light toward him, but it bounced harmlessly off of the shield Buzz Buzz had created. Ness picked up his bat and began to bash the creature. After a bit, it vanished with a flash of light the same way it had appeared.

“Whew,” Buzz Buzz said. “He came from ten years in the future to kill me, so we can't relax yet.”


“Was he sent by Giygas?” Ness asked. He glanced toward the object still embedded in the floor, glowing. “Was that?”


“Yes,” Buzz Buzz told him. “From now on, you'll be fighting enemies sent by Giygas, as well as humans who have evil thoughts. They'll definitely make trouble during your adventure. Animals are also becoming violent due to Giygas's influence over the evil in their minds.”


Ness nodded. If Giygas had sent the meteor, he had killed his mother. Ness vowed that he would get even with Giygas no matter how long it took him.


“We must go,” Buzz Buzz told him.


Ness climbed the stairs and headed toward the front door with Buzz Buzz following close behind him. It was darker now, and it felt like hours since he’d arrived at the house. As Ness stepped outside, a police officer ran toward him. Ness recognized him as one of the men who had escorted him the day before.

“There you are,” the officer said to him. “You really shouldn’t be here without an officer.”


He hit Ness hard in the arm. Ness was surprised at first that the officer would be violent with him.


“Sorry,” the officer said. “There was a bee on you. Come on, I’ll bring you back to your hotel.”


The officer headed back toward his car as Ness stared at the ground in horror. Buzz Buzz had been catapulted a few feet away, where he sat on a block of concrete outside of Ness’s house. His body was mostly crushed.


“No!” Ness yelled as he ran to Buzz Buzz.


Buzz Buzz’s words came out in spurts as he gasped for breath.

“I was...much weaker than I thought,” he said. “You must now...begin your adventure. To defeat Giygas...your own power must unite with the Earth's. The Earth will then...channel your power...and multiply it. There are eight points…that you must visit. Make these places…your own. Each is called...your sanctuary. One is near Onett and is called…Giant Step. Go there first.”


Ness struggled to take it all in.


“What about you?” he asked.


“Everything is getting dark,” Buzz Buzz said. “Before I pass on, I want to give you something. It is the Sound Stone. You can record melodies from the sanctuary locations into this stone. I'm...almost gone.”


A flash of light appeared, bringing a small stone along with it. Ness took it and held it in his hand.


“Buzz Buzz…” he said.


“I’m fading fast,” Buzz Buzz replied, and, with that, he moved no longer.


Ness stared down at the bee who he’d only known a few hours, thinking about everything he’d told him. A call from the police officer interrupted his moment of silence.


“C’mon!” the cop yelled to him.


With one last glance toward Buzz Buzz and a silent goodbye, Ness walked to the cop car. He picked up his bike, which was still parked nearby, and put it in the trunk, then got into the front seat of the car.


As the officer drove, Ness thought about what he had to do. It was almost midnight, and Christmas was about to end. It was time to let his responsibility outweigh the confused mess of thoughts swirling in his head. He would do everything Buzz Buzz had told him. 


Ness resolved to check out of the hotel the following morning and begin his adventure. For lack of better options, he’d head toward Twoson. 


It was time to get started.
