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Space Alien   

Sunday, December 19 2004 @ 08:11 PM
Contributed by: blue G
I met a space alien at the coffee shop down the street
today. 

“How are you going to spend your Saturday?” she asked.

I put the bookmark into the book I was reading and place the book
down on the table in front of me.

“Well, I’m feeling like there’s some level of sanctimonious
synchronicity in your asking me that,” I say.

“I’ve met the right person,” she says. “So, what are we going to do?”

“The reason why I say that is because I was going to buy this book
today at the WACKO store called Extraterrestrial Sex Fetish, and
here I meet you instead. It’s so serendipitous, don’t you think?”

“Maybe we should still get the book,” she says.

“Yeah, and I’d like to get a haircut, then a sandwich,” I say. “Maybe
stop by the record store for a while. Then, I donno, I’d like to get
some writing done. Oh, and watch the Viva La Bam DVD. Someone
just gave it to me for my birthday… I’d also like to finish reading this
book that I’m almost through with, and I’ve got to get ahead on an
editing project before next week--”

“Hey,” she says. “Hold on. Are you just going to go on about your
day here, or are we going to hang out?”

“What do you mean?”

“You can’t do all that shit today if we’re going to spend some time
together,” she says, emphasizing the word time by widening her
eyes.

“I’m not sure I know what you’re saying,” I tell her.

“That was how you were going to spend your day before you met
me, so now that you have, you have other things to consider,” she
says.

“Well, don’t get me wrong,” I say, “but you are a space alien, right?
I’m not really sure what to expect. I mean, for one thing, do you
have, you know, a hoo-ha?”

“I think it’s worth your while to find out, buddy.”

Her eyes glow.

“Listen,” I tell her, “I work in porn, I’ve probably seen what you’ve got
already, defiled and compromised.”
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“Maybe,” she says, “but not by you. You need to get more involved.
Piss on the tree instead of commenting about it abstractly.”

I like the ways she says commenting. She says it like it’s a crime.

“At your age, it is a crime,” she says, having read my mind.

“Well, that’s fair,” I say.

“I chose you,” she says.

“I know,” I tell her. “That’s uncommon.”

“So am I.”

“Where did you say you were from?”

The name of the planet is
SWERTYEOUEYUDUSSEMONSEERSTERAMTORICH.

I think that’s beautiful.
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