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	Part One:

	Not Too Crazy About Flying

	 


GEORGE’S RETURN

	 

	George had been gone

	For quite some time

	Said he couldn’t stand

	All the politics

	 

	Of large feet fame

	With scarlet eyes

	At last, George returned 

	For a long visit

	 

	Middle of the

	San Diego

	Comic Con’s

	Alien Reunion

	 

	 

	 

	 


NOT TOO CRAZY ABOUT FLYING

	 

	Originally, I wasn’t going to tell anyone about it. I didn’t think it was anyone else’s business, but I had a hard time keeping it a secret. I was always a good jumper as a kid; but when I was thirteen, I found out that if I got enough momentum going, I just sort of took off into the air. One minute I’d be running laps around the football field in P.E. class, and the next thing I knew I was passing everyone else – over their heads!

	This defect became a problem whenever I tried to play most sports. When we played basketball, especially when I tried to make a foul shot, I usually ended up following the ball up into the air. All the kids, that didn’t happen to be on my team, complained about me, saying that it was no fair to have to compete against me.

	Unfortunately, we didn’t have any gymnastics at my school. I probably would have been good at that, especially tumbling – if I wore extra weights around my waist like a scuba diver to keep me from flying off into the rafters. While playing sports, I had tried wearing those heavy, steel-toed work boots, but they always made my left foot fall asleep, which I hated. (You know how much it hurts when the blood goes rushing back in!) I was strongly encouraged by my P.E. teacher to take Marching Band in place of P.E.

	Marching Band worked out okay. Sometimes, though, I got a little too into the music and had trouble staying on the ground, particularly with my first instrument choice, the trumpet. I figured that if I had to be in the Band, that I could at least play a cool instrument. I picked the trumpet, because trumpet players were always so popular; and I needed all the help I could get in that area. One thing a middle school student wants to be is “popular”; and you can’t be popular unless you act like the popular kids.

	Needless to say, having trouble staying on the ground was not normal at my school. I was one of the “weirdos” who had to eat on the “wrong” side of the cafeteria. You know, at the “unpopular” kids’ tables. If I tried to sit anywhere else, I either got dirty looks, the silent treatment, or punched in the arm by some big football player.

	It wasn’t long after I switched into Marching Band before the Band Director informed me that if I wanted to be in his marching band, that I would have to play the tuba; which most kids refused to play because it was so heavy. The Director said that he couldn’t have me messing up his Fall Band Competition by flying out of my spot in the lineup. The Band Director was determined to be asked to march in the Rose Bowl Parade, at least once in his lifetime; no matter how much effort it took (mostly by the students). We, at least, had some chance to be in the Rose Bowl Parade, since a couple of local L.A. middle school bands always got to try out each year.

	Guess I forgot to mention that I live in Los Angeles, where it seems like everyone is trying to make it big in Hollywood. (Did you know that it used to be known as Hollywoodland?) You would think that in “La La Land”, I would have a chance of not standing out so much. After all, have you ever walked down Hollywood Boulevard? There are lot of weird people running around in L.A. Some are in really bizarre costumes, especially if there is a big movie premiere that day. As for working in Hollywood, there’s not much need for my particular talent in Hollywood, at least not anymore, because computers now do what actual people can’t. Anyway, I’d better get back to my story.

	 

	So, I was stuck playing the tuba in the Marching Band. I hated lugging that old tuba back and forth to school; but I was supposed to practice at home, at least three times a week. To top it all off, my parents made me practice out in the garage, right after school, before they got home from work. My dad couldn’t stand the noise that came out of that tuba when I was practicing my scales or my songs. I don’t think my mom could either; but she put up with it better. (She probably just did all her complaining to my dad.) 

	When I went on to high school in ninth grade, it got a little easier on me, popularity-wise. My high school was so big, everyone ended up having to make new friends anyway; and people couldn’t run with their old cliques anymore. 

	I even managed to get a part-time job at the football stadium changing light bulbs in those big, old stadium lights. Light bulbs were always burning out somewhere; and the school’s ladders were way too short. Fortunately for me, the stadium was always being used for one thing or another. It was a good moneymaker for the high school. On Saturday mornings, it was rented out to the Swap Meet people, so that they could set up their booths and sell their (mostly) junk. 

	 

	The football stadium at the Swap Meet is where I met George. He sold “magic potions” (in little bottles) that were supposed to make someone fall in love with you, to grow hair on bald heads, and other types of potions. He didn’t sell a lot of his bottles, because they were expensive, but the people who could afford to buy the potions swore by them. 

	I was at the Swap Meet that day mainly because I like to buy old comic books. I always made sure to check out the booths every Saturday morning, as early as I could, before all the valuable, vintage comic books that happened to be on sale were all sold out. I happened to walk by George’s booth. Apparently, George had seen me changing light bulbs one Saturday morning, when he came in early to set up. He called out to me:

	“I can give you something to solve your little problem you know.” 

	“What little problem…not having a girlfriend?” I asked, stopping in front of his table.

	“Well, I can help you with that too, but I meant your trouble keeping your feet on the ground.”

	“You’ve got a potion for that?’ I asked, surprised.

	“Of course. Going to another planet with less gravity can be a real problem unless you drink some Anti-gravity Juice first.”

	I was a little stunned, “What do you mean going to another planet? Who gets to go to another planet, except maybe an astronaut?”

	“You really believe that out of all the planets, in all the universes, that the Earth is the only populated planet?” George asked me.

	“Well, it’s the only one I know about,” I answered.

	“Believe me, I’ve been around. The Earth is not unique. There are lots of populated planets in this Universe and beyond. Myself, I’m just here on an extended stay, until I can raise enough cash to fuel my ship. I had a run of bad luck in Vegas. I lost a bunch of money; and then I tried to win it back, and ended up losing the rest of my money. I’d really like to go home soon and see my grandkids!”

	I was almost afraid to ask, but I did, “Where are your grandkids?”

	“Zena 12, in the constellation just beyond the Milky Way,” was George’s answer.

	“Okay... Are you saying that you are not from Earth?” (I’m a 21st Century kind of guy – I’m quick on the uptake.)

	“Bingo! You got that right! Love that game Bingo, by the way. Anyway, back to your problem. You want some Anti-gravity Juice or not?”

	By that point, I wasn’t too sure that George was “all there” if you know what I mean. Zena 12??? Maybe George had watched one too many old Sci-Fi shows on TV? He looked normal enough, even though his clothes were out of style a few decades ago, and his big toes were sticking out of his old running shoes. His eyes were red, but I figured that he had just stayed up too late the night before (probably watching reruns of “My Favorite Martian” or “Lost In Space”).

	“Are you sure this Juice is safe?” I finally got out.

	“Well, your FDA hasn’t checked it out, but it’s been approved on every other planet I’ve been to.”

	My FDA? George didn’t sound like he came from another country. He certainly didn’t have an accent that I could hear.

	“How much does a bottle cost?” I asked, thinking that it was probably $19.95 a bottle (a popular price on late night TV).

	“Just $10. I’m trying to get rid of most of my inventory, so that I need less fuel for takeoff.”
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