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The Best Little Christmas Ever

It all started when Schewandalii, Schew for short, stopped in at a grungy looking convenience store on his way home from work. It was a long drive to and from Santa Barbara, so the Setagean Consulate hired a car service for some of its employees. Schew was lucky enough to qualify. The human driver sat in the car while Schew went inside for a giant grape sloppee and picked up a newspaper.

The cashier stared at him openly. Some humans were like that. They hadn’t seen enough aliens or perhaps they resented the contract the world governments had made with the Unity, the group of alien governments. Many humans, he knew, saw it as a take over. His people, from Setagea, saw it as a sharing of the universe’s resources. Earth was not meant just for humans alone.

He slurped the drink through his mouth, feeling the sugar buzz through his twelve blue feelers. Schew sighed with pleasure. Earth did have some wonderful things.

He ambled back out to the car and stretched his arm to twice the normal length to get his drink in the cup holder, then rolled into the car using his five legs, and pulled the door closed.

“Home James,” he said, mimicking something he’d heard in a silly old movie. Although this driver’s name was Jonathon.

The driver didn’t laugh. Humans had no sense of humor.

He flipped open the newspaper. Earthling’s still insisted on using them. Even in this day and age. Simply amazing. He liked the scent of the hemp paper. The texture was pleasing, as well. His associates at the Consulate had accused him of going native. It was partly true. He loved everything, well almost everything about Earth. He wasn’t crazy about the smog, but he could live with it.

Paging through the newspaper, he was struck by all the Christmas ads. Only seven more shopping days, they said. His family had never celebrated Christmas, they’d only watched from afar, marveling at how the holiday had sprung up and been translated through various myths and religious traditions, then by commerce. Religion was nonexistent on their own planet, so there were no religious holidays. Schew and his family had been on Earth for ten years. They’d come one year after the Unity treaty had been signed.

It was time then. He’d always wanted to, but life was always so busy. He’d have to find out what was involved in Christmas. Shopping for gifts seemed to be a major activity. What fun that would be.

He loved shopping. And gifts.

But Christmas was a huge commitment. Would the podlings go for it? And Mabel, what would Mabel think? His feelers wilted, just a little.

The driver pulled into the driveway at Schew’s house. It was a modest 1980’s vintage rambler. Schew and his podlet, Mabel had fallen in love with it at first sight. They moved in and immediately painted it Cotton Candy Pink. With Screaming Orange Sunset trim. Just looking at the house made him feel happy. And that was good after the day’s work he’d had.

Schew got out of the car as the driver opened the door. He grabbed the newspaper and the half finished sloppee and moved towards the house, but not before noticing the driver’s look of disgust. After which the man whipped out a towel and began to dry off the back seat of the car with exaggerated motions.  Earth simply wasn’t prepared for dealing with aliens. On other Unity planets, moisture absorbing and obliterating covers were used for seating areas. Humans. Sometimes they were brilliant, sometimes mystifying.
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