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	For Tony and Suford Lewis, with love.


	The Involuntary Human


	The Truth About David Gerrold

	By Spider Robinson

	For decades now, David and I have had a tradition of writing gag intros for one another, for convention program books or collections like this one, typically consisting of the kinds of jokes one hears told at a roast, made even more virulent by a high pun content, and avoiding as far as possible any slightest taint of truth. But after all these years it has finally dawned on me that comedy is hard work, and that it’s amazing how much mature wisdom resembles being too tired.

	So, for lack of anything else to do, I guess I’ll just tell you the truth for once:

	David Gerrold is one of the reasons I do what I do. Why I started in the first place, and why I keep on doing it now that I know better.

	Because he continually reminds me why I’m doing it. Every time I start to feel I’m wasting my time annoying a keyboard, and am tempted to reconsider a life of crime, he and a bare handful of others keep reminding me what a holy chore, an amazing privilege, and a stone gas it is to be a science fiction writer. That’s why one of the most important characters in Variable Star by Robert A. Heinlein and Spider Robinson is named Solomon Short.

	Like Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young, David is a Sixties Survivor Entering His Sixties who has not just survived but flourished, kept getting higher, kept evolving, kept growing. I’m about the same age as he is, and I wish I could say the same. He still believes, still walks the walk, still claps for Tink—with more grace and style than ever. He’s still getting better with each story, each book. He’s been having one hell of a lot of fun since Day One, and he ain’t done yet; evidence indicates he’s just getting started.

	Like most of the world, I noticed David Gerrold right away. Mr. Scott’s final pun at the end of the Star Trek episode “The Trouble With Tribbles,” David’s first sale, made me shout with pleasure. And there were some even more breathtaking puns in his first novel, The Flying Sorcerers. (How many were his, and how many can be blamed on co-author Larry Niven? Quick story. In Larry’s own solo novel Ringworld Engineers, the villain is a Puppeteer named The Hindmost. I spent the whole book waiting for some character to exclaim, “The devil take the hindmost!”, and when it failed to happen, I wrote Larry, congratulating him on his enormous restraint. He wrote back, “Spider, it never occurred to me.”) I figured if David could get away with puns as unconscionable as the protagonist’s name, there was room in the business for someone like me.

	But it was equally clear right from the start that he was far more than just a funnyman. The Tribble script was not a shaggy-alien story; its humor arose not from situation but from its characters—and the author’s fondness for them was almost palpable. The same with Flying Sorcerers: it wasn’t just funnier than a typical Niven novel, it was more empathic, more compassionate toward its clueless characters, human and alien alike. (Please don’t take any of this as any kind of knock on Larry: he has unique strengths of his own that nobody in the business past or present can match, deserves his dozens of Hugos and Nebulas, and is one of my all-time favorite authors.)

	I missed The Space Skimmer because I was living in a shack on the shore of the Bay of Fundy at the time, way too busy nursing the garden, turning tall trees into firewood and chopping through a foot of ice for water for morning coffee to get a whole lot of reading done by kerosene lamplight. But I had surfaced again by 1977, and Moonstar Odyssey hit me like a bolt of lightning. I’d known this Gerrold guy was good, sure—but I’d had no idea he was Sturgeon-good, Pangborn-good, one of those whose characters become instant old friends.

	I was Galaxy’s resident book reviewer by then, and I gave that book one of the strongest raves I ever printed. But that just didn’t feel like enough. I sent him a letter, whose exact content is long gone from my leaky memory, but the gist of it must have been something like, “I am one of you. You are one of me. Glad you’re there, brother.” And he wrote back something along the lines of, “I know. We’re going to be good friends for a long time.”

	And so it has come to pass. Thirty years later, we are still good friends. Despite the puns. And an irritating tendency to write trilogies of at least five volumes. And to still win Hugos and Nebulas. And get big movie sales. And drive the coolest car in North America. And tell better dialect jokes than I do.

	Come to think of it, the hell with the bastard. Let him write his own furshlugginer intro: I’m out of here.

	All right, all right—one Gerrold pun first. One.

	By great good fortune, the very first time I ever entered Disneyland, my guides were the two people who love that place more than anyone since Walt died: Herb Varley and David Gerrold. It was a totally pleasant day, one of the happiest in my well-stocked memory.

	Until we boarded the jungle boat ride at Adventureland, and David started to get steamed.

	It’s hard not to enjoy robot hippos squirting water at you, and audioanimatronic cannibals menacing you with spears. But the boat’s captain kept up a running barrage of attempted humor over loudspeakers throughout the voyage. His jokes were abominable, but what really drove David crazy was the grossly substandard quality of the man’s puns. They dishonored the artform. To his credit, David managed to grit his teeth and remain silent for the entire trip.

	But as we all prepared to disembark, he leaned over and murmured to me and Herb, “Now, Luke, you will get to see the dock side of the farce.”

	Disneyland didn’t even throw us out, once Herb and I explained why we had pushed him into the water.

	*        *        *

	[HBO LOGO]

	[music:] “Woke Up This Mornin’,” by Alabama 3

	THE ALTOS

	[SINGER:]

	Woke up this mornin’

	Wrote himself a pun

	David Gerrold been committin’ that crime since

	Harlie was one…

	He adopted a Martian child who

	Learned to fly

	Born under a good sign with a

	Hugo in his eye

	[CHORUS:]

	Woke up this mornin’

	Wrote himself a pun

	[SINGER:]

	Woke up this mornin’

	Readers gettin’ sore

	Takes him a long damn time to

	Mind the Chtorr

	He was taken to Heaven but found it

	Felt like court

	Old Jehovah was pissed that he called

	Solomon short…

	Got a Jagger-sized basket when he

	Starts to dance

	No it isn’t a codpiece—that’s a

	Tribble in his pants

	[CHORUS:]

	David

	Woke up this mornin’…

	Went right back to sleep

	Went right back to sleep

	Went right back to sleep

	—Tottering-on-the-Brink,

	 9 September 2006


	Author’s Rebuttal

	To put it in fannish terms, it’s time to wrap myself in the cloak of darkness, wield the axe of contrition (“when I hit you with it, you’re going to be very very sorry”), lift up my shield of virtue (Hah!) and toss the ring of truth into the volcano—lest I be tempted to put it on one more time and actually say what’s really on my mind, and get myself into a lot more trouble than the last time I thought I could get away with it.

	Ohell, what can it hurt? I’ll just do it until I need glasses.

	See, where this started—Tony and Suford Lewis asked me to be the Guest of Honor for Boskone 2007. Putting aside the fact that I’ve only been waiting for this invitation for 37 years, I said yes. Boskone is one of the most prestigious of all science fiction conventions, it really is an honor to be invited as a guest.

	Please don’t tell the folks who run Philcon, or the folks who run Loscon that I said this, but honest—the fans in Boston seem to be the most intelligent in the world. They don’t just collect books, they actually read them. Even better than that, they seem to understand what they’re reading—and when they approach an author, even if it’s only for an autograph, they have the good sense to kneel deferentially, present a box of dark chocolate (Dove or Godiva preferred) and then (three cheers for Boston!) ask an intelligent question that demonstrates a profound awareness of the philosophical dilemma the author has so carefully crafted in the volume in question. What self-respecting author (or even an author with no self-respect, for that matter) could resist?

	So, okay, I have yet to attend a convention that will host the one event I have been requesting for the last 37 years of guest-of-honor invitations—nude wrestling with redheads (any gender, I’m not picky) in chocolate sauce. I’m even willing to supply the chocolate sauce. But no! Not a single convention has recognized the enormous entertainment value this would have, not to mention making an old man happy by granting his last dying wish. (Okay, I’m not that old, yet, but I’m not above a little shameless pandering to the latent Jewish guilt of whatever fan is gullible enough to fall for it.) And I do want to go on record that the continued denial of this simple request does represent some kind of discrimination—after all, Joe Haldeman got a bathtub full of lime Jell-O at a long-remembered and now legendary Boskone. All I want is a legend of my own. Is that too much to ask? Never mind.

	I attended my first Boskone in February of 1969, or maybe it was 1970, I don’t remember much of that time clearly—nobody does really, it was the cusp between the sixties and the seventies—but it was one of those seminal events that expanded the event horizon of my sense of wonder. It was a warm, friendly, exciting experience where I actually got to sit and chat with an enormous number of people I’d been admiring since pre-adolescence—folks like Isaac Asimov, Hal Clement, Fred Pohl (who I admire enormously, despite the fact he never bought a story of mine while he was editor of Galaxy), Lester del Rey, Betty and Ian Ballantine, Ben Bova, Harry Harrison, and Anne McCaffrey, to name-drop a few. I also got to hang out with a lot of new friends like Larry Niven, Rick Sternbach, Russell Seitz, and the aforementioned Tony and Suford Lewis. It is true. You never forget your first kiss, your first time, your first sale, or your first Boskone.

	I remember it vividly. Several of us were sprawled across bed, chair, and couch of someone’s room party, creating group limericks…

	The view from the seventeenth floor

	is awfully hard to ignore.

	The Suicide Club

	has come up from the pub

	to produce a free-fall Ruddigore.*

	*(This one was wrought by committee,

	Stealing credit would really be shitty,

	so thank Russell Seitz,

	who provided delights

	when he wrote the last line of the ditty.)

	Someday, I promise—unless someone stops me, either by an act of extreme violence or by offering me large sums of cash not to—I will publish my own book of limericks. Really. As soon as I can find a publisher willing to take the risk. I’m not kidding. For some reason, nobody wants to publish a volume called The Satanic Limericks. Publishers, sheesh.

	But it was also at that party that I began picking some brains. (Sternbach’s was the one in the middle.) I mentioned that I had been thinking about how to invade the Earth—and despite several sharply pointed remarks that it wasn’t worth the bother, there’s no intelligent life there—I began speculating aloud about how to do it without the investment in a lot of technology. I postulated a biological infestation. Send seeds. If the soil is fertile, add water and wait a hundred years. In the space of a feverish hour or two, several of the best minds in pre-Star Wars fandom collaborated on the invention of the proto-Chtorran ecology, much of which was eventually incorporated into my seven-book trilogy…etc. Never mind, that’s another novel.

	But that’s one of the reasons I love Boskone. It gave me a mission—to write an epic tale so fucking big and all-consuming that it would eat up the rest of my life and keep me from having all the other great adventures I had planned, like sail around the world on a tramp steamer, be quality control in a Hong Kong whorehouse (I did get to Hong Kong eventually, but I couldn’t find the whorehouse), take a coast-to-coast bicycle trip, learn to be an est-trainer and transform the quality of other people’s lives, wrestle nude with redheads in chocolate sauce, backpack across Europe with a guitar and a typewriter, learn to play the guitar so I can backpack across Europe with a guitar and a typewriter, join an all-gay desert commune in Arizona and grow my own food while wearing nothing but a loincloth and a beatific attitude, have an illicit love affair with Candice Bergen, star in a revival production of Oh Dad, Poor Dad, Momma’s Hung You in the Closet and I’m Feeling So Sad, and adopt a small child and teach him about the wonders of sci-fi. (He wasn’t interested, honest! He thought girls were more fun than tribbles and light-sabres. Mea culpa. My biggest failure. I’ve tried to understand his chosen life style, but…never mind.)

	The point is, I could have had a life. A real life. I coulda been a film director if I hadn’t attended that Boskone. I coulda remade Them! Instead, I have an unfinished seven-book trilogy…that generates an inordinate amount of angry email from readers who have decided in their own heads that I am somehow personally obligated to them to turn out each new volume on a predictable schedule, and that my failure (refusal) to do so is a deliberate affront to each of them individually. (I will say nothing further about the manners of readers. They’re paying my mortgage.)

	At subsequent Boskones, I met Spider and Jeanne Robinson. I fell in love immediately with Jeanne. Who wouldn’t? Beautiful, talented, enlightened, and wise. Plus, a smile to die for. Spider, on the other hand…well, let me put it this way. Someone who can wring three variations out of one breathtakingly awful pun in the space of two minutes—“So we put out thorazine-laden bread for the seabirds, we left no tern unstoned.” “We visited the George Hamilton tanning competition. The motto was ‘No stern left untoned.’ ” “If you get up to Vancouver, come and visit us. Just follow the road to the sign that says ‘no left turn unstoned.’ ”—is probably a man you should only approach with a torch and a pitchfork, preferably with a mob of similarly armed villagers.

	In the years that followed, I returned annually to Boskone, as part of my regular migratory pattern. (Certain sociology students have postulated that this was somehow related to my breeding habits, but I digress. Pay no attention to what that man is doing behind the curtain. If you’re genuinely interested in my mating behaviors, you should worry about the paucity of your imagination. If you’re really that desperate for entertainment, feel free to speculate and start whatever rumors you wish. Or call Mike Resnick and let him start a few rumors. Just let me know and I’ll invent sixteen other rumors to keep them company. The only thing worse than being gossiped about is not being gossiped about. I’ll give you the list of names to start with. Just don’t ask about me and Candice Bergen. Please.)

	But back to Boskone. Good beer, good friends, intelligent and literate readers. Yes. My ideal science fiction convention. Even better, someone else is paying for my transportation, room, and meals. What could be better than that? Why, this book, of course—a book that celebrates some of the better stories I’ve written in my career.

	Which brings me peripatetically back to Spider Robinson.

	See, once I started planning this book with the Boskone committee, I allowed myself the delightful fantasy that whoever wrote the introduction would take this collection seriously enough to say some really nice things about my fevered history at the keyboard. Perhaps the chosen person would write something like, “Gerrold writes the most passionate characters in science fiction, they live and breathe and bleed more than most real people.” Or perhaps he or she would write, “Gerrold’s insight into the human condition is matched only by his outrageous sense of humor.” Or maybe, the key sentence might be, “Gerrold is a literary-Zelig. Science fiction hasn’t seen a stylist this limber since Heinlein discorporated.”

	I admit it, it was a fantasy—a little bit of shameless wallowing in accolade. But it was an understandable fantasy, because after all, this is Boskone, and as I said above, Boskone is one of the best conventions in the world, probably in a three-way tie with Philcon and Loscon. So I was living in hope that somewhere at the beginning of this volume, there would be some genuinely respectful acknowledgment of (at least) the ambition underlying the work.

	Then they asked Spider Robinson to write the introduction.

	And me without a torch or pitchfork. Drat.

	But surprise—Spider has written much nicer things about me than I probably deserve and he’s said all of them with far more wit and grace than I could have hoped for. And for all of that, I should be enormously grateful. And I would be, except—

	—Spider is a liar.

	No, I mean it.

	He lied about what happened at Disneyland. And if he lied about what happened at Disneyland, then why should you believe him when he says I’m a nice guy and a good storyteller?

	Here’s what really happened at Disneyland.

	It was 1984, a year that had its good moments and its bad moments—the best of the good moments being the birth of the little boy who would eventually become my son, although I wouldn’t know that until 1992—but at the time, a World Science Fiction Convention across the street from Disneyland seemed like a pretty good moment.

	Because neither Spider nor Jeanne had ever been to the Magic Kingdom, we planned a marvelous day-long outing for them. I forget how many people were in the group—somewhere between six and two dozen, so there are witnesses, just none who will come forward today and corroborate the facts, so you’ll have to take my word for it; but Spider was just like a big kid having his first day at Disneyland—well, yes, he was a big kid having his first day at Disneyland—and our first stop, of course, had to be the Jungle Boat Cruise in Adventureland.

	Yes, I know, some of you reading this are thinking—“No, no, no. Space Mountain is the first ride.” Or “Pirates of the Caribbean.” Or even the horrible little children ride, deliberately tucked away at the farthest corner of Fantasyland so it’s out of sight and mind, except for completists and masochists and unwary innocents who might be operating under the delusion that this particular insulin-deficient nightmare is a necessary experience in the smorgasbord of life.

	But if you’re thinking any of those thoughts, you don’t understand Spider. Or the Jungle Boat Cruise. See, the Jungle Boat Cruise is this open-air boat with a real-live guide who pretends to steer the boat while reciting terrible—I mean, really stinkaroo—puns about the robotic animals in the water and on the shore. If you had Spider Robinson in tow, where would you take him first? Right. That’s what we did.

	The Jungle Boat Cruise. Stop. Close your eyes. Imagine the experience. Right. Open your eyes. Resume reading.

	Spider got off the boat with the most astonished expression I have ever seen on a human face. I can remember his expression vividly. I have seen the same amazed expression on the face of a shaggy puppy looking at the very first spare-rib bone he’s ever seen in his life—is all that for me?

	Spider looked at me, his eyes shining with tears of envy. “They get to do that all day long?” (And get paid for it too?!!)

	I replied, without any hesitation at all, “Of course. They’ve been seduced by the dock side of the farce.”

	Spider’s eyes went wider. Much wider. In horrified shock, I think, but it could have been jealousy too. “How did you do that?” he asked with noticeable incredulity.

	“It’s easy,” I replied. “The shortest distance between two puns is a straight line.”

	Spider has no one to blame but himself. He’s the one who handed me the straight line.

	It took three people to pry Spider’s fingers loose from my throat. I still have the scars and I’ll be happy to send photographs to anyone sending a self-addressed stamped envelope and a couple hundred bucks so I can buy myself some dark chocolate. Nobody got pushed into the water that day, but yes, Disneyland security did step in, and no, they did not throw Spider out of the park—but after he told them what I had said, they took away my Goofy hat and two plainclothes mice shadowed our group for the rest of the day.

	I think it’s also worth noting that Spider grabbed both of those puns and immediately stuck them into his very next Callahan’s book—and then took the full credit for them! Shameless, just shameless. First he steals my wit, now he lies about the circumstances of the theft.

	In the grand scheme of things, where more important questions—like how many elephants can be thrown into a black hole and how many will come out and what the elephants might think of the experience—can trigger the kind of uproar among physicists not seen since Schrödinger was charged with cruelty to animals, a pair o’ docksical puns are hardly worth serious comment. Really. But I ask you, in all seriousness—now that you know that Spider Robinson has lied about a (mostly) harmless event (that incidentally resulted in my name and photo being posted at all the ticket booths of the Magic Kingdom), can you really trust anything else Spider Robinson has said about me?

	I advise you to regard his introduction, even his words of praise, with a large grain of assault. I know I certainly intend to.

	Never mind, the important thing is this: Thank you for buying this book. Enjoy yourself and make up your own mind.

	—David Gerrold, writing from The Rose Flower Palace of Intimate Massage (for Gentlemen Only), Hong Kong


	Interlude #1

	Selections from The Quote-Book of Solomon Short

	Citings of Solomon Short have occurred throughout the world. On the Isle of Lesbos, he was identified as a thespian; on Crete, he was apprehended as a cretin; and on the Isle of Man, he was arrested as a female impersonator. Not to mention the Isle of Wight, where he was accused of stealing his muse from a black person. Here is the latest selection:

	“There’s nothing wrong with growing older…but where does it lead?”

	“There’s no such thing as a great lover. They only come in pairs.”

	“There are two things you cannot give a cat. One is a pill. The other is an opinion. No, make that three things you can’t give a cat. The third is an enema.”

	“Most knowledge is only a more accurate definition of your own ignorance.”

	“The law of conservation of stupidity means that every time one stupid person leaves the room, another one has to enter. This way, the amount of stupidity in any given location remains constant. Unless it increases.”

	“A quote is what you use when you don’t have anything of your own to say.”

	“Inaction is the weakest form of action.”

	“A bird in the hand is dinner.”

	“Piss happens too.”

	“There will always be death and taxes; however, death doesn’t get worse every year.”

	“Complaining about the way someone else says their prayers demonstrates a remarkable failure of one’s own faith.”

	“There’s an enormous difference between going through the motions and producing results. Those who don’t understand that have no control over results, no power to produce them, and they are terrified by those who consistently do produce them.”

	“Change is most necessary when change is impossible.”

	“A person with experience is never at the mercy of a person with a mere opinion.”

	“Ignorant people are entitled to pity. Until they open their mouths. Then they’re fair targets.”

	“All those who believe in psychokinesis raise my hand.”

	“Notice that they are not called ‘God-worshipping people’, they are called ‘God-fearing people’. So why are churches called ‘houses of worship’ instead of ‘houses of fear?’ ”

	“Tis far, far better to be pissed off than pissed on. But those are not the only options.”

	“How come God only appoints some people and not others? Why doesn’t God just appoint all of us and be done with it?”

	“I try to go into every subject from the standpoint that I am incorrect… it saves time…”

	“Maturity is the polite word for exhaustion.”

	“The Roman Empire died from an overdose of taxes, lawyers, and Christians. But we’re much too smart to make that mistake again.”

	“Yes, Mother Nature is a bitch. But she’s not your bitch.”

	“Hypocrisy is the attempt to look good while soiling your diaper.”

	“I’ve always felt that you shouldn’t criticize a man, though, until you’ve walked a mile in his shoes. That way, when you do criticize him, you’re a mile away. And you’ve got his shoes.”

	“Terriers are doorbells, nothing else.”

	“You have the right to free speech. You do not have the right to an audience.”

	“The devil doesn’t deserve due process, but we give it to him anyway because we’re not the devil.”

	“Any given society is like a mule. First you gotta hit it upside the head with a big ol’ two-by-four. Sometimes you get the mule’s attention, and sometimes you get a really pissed-off mule.”

	“Rudeness is what weak and stupid people use instead of real power.”

	“A man’s speech should exceed his grasp, or what’s a metaphor?”

	“I retire all grudges after seven months. Mostly because I’m too old to dig another grave.”

	“The status quo is always the enemy.”

	“I’m not worried about puberty. I had it once. Once you’ve had it, you can’t get it again.”

	“Ignorance is bliss? It ought to be painful!”

	“There’s not a lot to know about computers. One and zero. If you need greater precision than that, then the states are one, zero, and I don’t care.”

	“The obvious isn’t always obvious.”

	“Great minds often think alike. But then, so do mediocre minds.”

	“The best you’re going to get out of some people is bovine exhaust. But even that is preferable to bovine indifference. At least it indicates an intention to participate.”

	“The best education is usually self-inflicted.”

	“No weapon is humane. They all hurt when you get hit.”

	“All that is necessary for the triumph of evil is for good people to click the remote control.”

	“Children don’t have faults. They have personalities.”

	“The law presumes you are innocent until proven broke.”

	“Information is like hydrogen. It leaks and it explodes. Any attempt to contain it is doomed to fail.”

	“The silliest thing in the world to argue over is the right way to say your prayers. The second silliest thing to argue about is the right way to have sex.”

	“Age doesn’t bring wisdom. It brings exhaustion. The young can’t tell the difference.”

	“The only constant in the universe is change, and even that isn’t a constant.”

	“The problem with just ‘saying stuff’ is that after a while the stuff you say becomes the stuff you are.”

	“Reviewers are crab lice on the good fuck of literature.”

	“The willing suspension of disbelief is necessary for good storytelling and good sex.”

	“Actually, people get more outraged about money than they do about sex. That’s because more people have money than have sex…”

	“You can fool all of the people some of the time and some of the people all of the time, but if you don’t take your foot out of your mouth when you shoot yourself in it, nobody’s going to be fooled.”

	“Education is not exalting, it’s humbling.”

	“If it weren’t for excuses, most people would have nothing to say.”

	“The moving finger writes, moves on, and having writ,
Oft reveals the owner of the hand to be a raving twit.”

	“The first place to look for evil is in the mirror.”

	“Sexual identity is not incidental. It can be marvelously inventive. Ask anyone who’s ever worked in an emergency room how inventive sexual identity can be.”

	“There are two types of people. Those who need closure.


	Before I adopted him, before I met him, before I even knew for sure that I would have a son, I knew he would transform my life. Indeed, that was the whole point of the adoption—to create two transformations: his and mine. (Of course, I only figured that out afterward.)

	Somewhere in there, in the middle of all that planning, that little gnawing voice that chews at the back of my skull, acerbically pointed out, “You realize, of course, that this is going to have an effect on your writing…

	“Yes,” I replied. “What’s your point?”

	The Martian Child

	Toward the end of the meeting, the caseworker remarked, “Oh—and one more thing. Dennis thinks he’s a Martian.”

	“I beg your pardon?” I wasn’t certain I had heard her correctly. I had papers scattered all over the meeting room table—thick piles of stapled incident reports, manila-foldered psychiatric evaluations, Xeroxed clinical diagnoses, scribbled caseworker histories, typed abuse reports, bound trial transcripts, and my own crabbed notes as well: Hyperactivity. Fetal Alcohol Syndrome. Emotional Abuse. Physical Abuse. Conners Rating Scale. Apgars. I had no idea there was so much to know about children. For a moment, I was actually looking for the folder labeled Martian.

	“He thinks he’s a Martian,” Ms. Bright repeated. She was a small woman, very proper and polite. “He told his group home parents that he’s not like the other children—he’s from Mars—so he shouldn’t be expected to act like an Earthling all the time.”

	“Well, that’s okay,” I said, a little too quickly. “Some of my best friends are Martians. He’ll fit right in. As long as he doesn’t eat the tribbles or tease the feral Chtorran.”

	By the narrow expressions on their faces, I could tell that the caseworkers weren’t amused. For a moment, my heart sank. Maybe I’d said the wrong thing. Maybe I was being too facile with my answers.

	—The hardest thing about adoption is that you have to ask someone to trust you with a child.

	That means that you have to be willing to let them scrutinize your entire life, everything: your financial standing, your medical history, your home and belongings, your upbringing, your personality, your motivations, your arrest record, your IQ, and even your sex life. It means that every self-esteem issue you have ever had will come bubbling right to the surface like last night’s beans in this morning’s bath tub.

	Whatever you’re most insecure about, that’s what the whole adoption process will feel like it’s focused on. For me, it was that terrible familiar feeling of being second best—of not being good enough to play with the big kids, or get the job, or win the award, or whatever was at stake. Even though the point of this interview was simply to see if Dennis and I would be a good match, I felt as if I was being judged again. What if I wasn’t good enough this time?

	I tried again. I began slowly. “Y’know, you all keep telling me all the bad news—you don’t even know if this kid is capable of forming a deep attachment—it feels as if you’re trying to talk me out of this match.” I stopped myself before I said too much. I was suddenly angry and I didn’t know why. These people were only doing their job.

	And then it hit me. That was it—these people were only doing their job.

	At that moment, I realized that there wasn’t anyone in the room who had the kind of commitment to Dennis that I did, and I hadn’t even met him yet. To them, he was only another case to handle. To me, he was…the possibility of a family. It wasn’t fair to unload my frustration on these tired, overworked, underpaid women. They cared. It just wasn’t the same kind of caring. I swallowed my anger.

	“Listen,” I said, sitting forward, placing my hands calmly and deliberately on the table. “After everything this poor little guy has been through, if he wants to think he’s a Martian—I’m not going to argue with him. Actually, I think it’s charming. It’s evidence of his resilience. It’s probably the most rational explanation he can come up with for his irrational situation. He probably feels alienated, abandoned, different, alone. At least, this gives him a reason for it. It lets him put a story around his situation so he can cope with it. Maybe it’s the wrong explanation, but it’s the only one he’s got. We’d be stupid to try to take it away from him.”

	And after I’d said that, I couldn’t help but add another thought as well. “I know a lot of people who hide out in fantasy because reality is too hard to cope with. Fantasy is my business. The only difference is that I write it down and make the rest of the world pay for the privilege of sharing the delusion. Fantasy isn’t about escape; it’s a survival mechanism. It’s a way to deal with things that are so much bigger than you are. So I think fantasy is special, something to be cherished and protected because it’s a very fragile thing and without it, we’re so defenseless, we’re paralyzed.

	“I know what this boy is feeling because I’ve been there. Not the same circumstances, thank God—but I know this much, if he’s surrounded by adults who can’t understand what he really needs, he’ll never have that chance to connect that everyone keeps talking about.” For the first time I looked directly into their eyes as if they had to live up to my standards. “Excuse me for being presumptuous—but he’s got to be with someone who’ll tell him that it’s all right for him to be a Martian. Let him be a Martian for as long as he needs.”

	“Yes. Thank you,” the supervisor said abruptly. “I think that’s everything we need to cover. We’ll be getting back to you shortly.”

	My heart sank at her words. She hadn’t acknowledged a word of what I’d said. I was certain she’d dismissed it totally. I gathered up all my papers. We exchanged pleasantries and handshakes, and I wore my company smile all the way to the elevator. I didn’t say a word, neither did my sister. We both waited until we were in the car and headed back toward the Hollywood Freeway. She drove, guiding the big car through traffic as effortlessly as only a Los Angeles real estate agent can manage.

	“I blew it,” I said. “Didn’t I? I got too…full of myself again.”

	“Honey, I think you were fine.” She patted my hand.

	“They’re not going to make the match,” I said. “It would be a single parent adoption. They’re not going to do it. First they choose married couples, Ward and June. Then they choose single women, Murphy Brown. Then, only if there’s no one else who’ll take the kid, will they consider a single man. I’m at the bottom of the list. I’ll never get this kid. I’ll never get any kid. My own caseworker told me not to get my hopes up. There are two other families interested. This was just a formality, this interview. I know it. Just so they could prove they’d considered more than one match.” I felt the frustration building up inside my chest like a balloon full of hurt. “But this is the kid for me, Alice, I know it. I don’t know how I know it, but I do.”

	I’d first seen Dennis’s picture three weeks earlier; a little square of colors that suggested a smile in flight.

	I’d gone to the National Conference of the Adoptive Families of America at the Los Angeles Airport Hilton. There were six panels per hour, six hours a day, two days, Saturday and Sunday. I picked the panels that I thought would be most useful to me in finding and raising a child and ordered tapes—over two dozen—of the sessions I couldn’t attend in person. I’d had no idea there were so many different issues to be dealt with in adoptions. I soaked it up like a sponge, listening eagerly to the advice of adoptive parents, their grown children, clinical psychologists, advocates, social workers, and adoption resource professionals.

	But my real reason for attending was to find the child.

	I’d already been approved. I’d spent more than a year filling out forms and submitting to interviews. But approval doesn’t mean you get a child. It only means that your name is in the hat. Matching is done to meet the child’s needs first. Fair enough—but terribly frustrating.

	Eventually, I ended up in the conference’s equivalent of a dealer’s room. Rows of tables and heart-tugging displays. Books of all kinds for sale. Organizations. Agencies. Children in Eastern Europe. Children in Latin America. Asian children. Children with special needs. Photo-listings, like real-estate albums. Turn the pages, look at the eyes, the smiles, the needs. “Johnny was abandoned by his mother at age three. He is hyperactive, starts fires, and has been cruel to small animals. He will need extensive therapy…” “Janie, age nine, is severely retarded. She was sexually abused by her stepfather, she will need round-the-clock care…” “Michael suffers from severe epilepsy…” “Linda needs…” “Danny needs…” “Michael needs…” So many needs. So much hurt. It was overwhelming.

	Why were so many of the children in the books “special needs” children? Retarded. Hyperactive. Abused. Had they been abandoned because they weren’t perfect, or were these the leftovers after all the good children were selected? The part that disturbed me the most was that I could understand the emotions involved. I wanted a child, not a case. And some of the descriptions in the book did seem pretty intimidating. Were these the only kind of children available?

	Maybe it was selfish, but I found myself turning the pages looking for a child who represented an easy answer. Did I really want another set of needs in my life—a single man who’s old enough to be considered middle-aged and ought to be thinking seriously about retirement plans?

	This was the most important question of all. “Why do you want to adopt a child?” And it was a question I couldn’t answer. I couldn’t find the words. It seemed that there was something I couldn’t write down.

	The motivational questionnaire had been a brick wall that sat on my desk for a week. It took me thirty pages of single-spaced printout just to get my thoughts organized. I could tell great stories about what I thought a family should be, but I couldn’t really answer the question why I wanted a son. Not right away.

	The three o’clock in the morning truth of it was a very nasty and selfish piece of business.

	I didn’t want to die alone. I didn’t want to be left unremembered.

	All those books and TV scripts…they were nothing. They used up trees. They were exercises in excess. They made other people rich. They were useless to me. They filled up shelves. They impressed the impressionable. But they didn’t prove me a real person. They didn’t validate my life as one worth living. In fact, they were about as valuable as the vice-presidency of the United States.

	What I really wanted was to make a difference. I wanted someone to know that there was a real person behind all those words. A dad.

	I would lie awake, staring into the darkness, trying to imagine it, what it would be like, how I would handle the various situations that might come up, how I would deal with the day-to-day business of daddying. I gamed out scenarios and tried to figure out how to handle difficult situations.

	In my mind, I was always kind and generous, compassionate and wise. My fantasy child was innocent and joyous, full of love and wide-eyed wonder, and grateful to be in my home. He was an invisible presence, living inside my soul, defying reality to catch up. I wondered where he was now, and how and when I would finally meet him—and if the reality of parenting would be as wonderful as the dream.

	—But it was all fantasyland. The books were proof of that. These children had histories, brutal, tragic, and heart-rending.

	I wandered on to the next table. One of the social workers from the Los Angeles County Department of Children’s Services had a photo book with her. I introduced myself, told her I’d been approved—but not matched. Could I look through the book? Yes, of course, she said. I turned the pages slowly, studying the innocent faces, looking for one who could be my son. All the pictures were of black children, and the county wasn’t doing trans-racial adoptions anymore. Too controversial. The black social workers had taken a stand against it—I could see their point—but how many of these children would not find homes now?

	Tucked away like an afterthought on the very last page was a photo of the only white child in the book. My glance slid across the picture quickly, I was already starting to close the album—and then as the impact of what I’d seen hit me, I froze in mid-action, almost slamming the book flat again.

	The boy was riding a bicycle on a sunny tree-lined sidewalk; he was caught in the act of shouting or laughing at whoever was holding the camera. His blond hair was wild in the wind of his passage, his eyes shone like stars behind his glasses, his expression was raucous and exuberant.

	I couldn’t take my eyes off the picture. A cold wave of certainty came rolling up my spine like a blast of fire and ice. It was a feeling of recognition. This was him—the child who’d taken up permanent residence in my imagination! I could almost hear him yelling, “Hi, Daddy!”

	“Tell me about this child,” I said, a little too quickly. The social worker was already looking at me oddly. I could understand it. My voice sounded odd to me too. I tried to explain. “Tell me. Do you ever get people looking at a picture and telling you that this is the one?”

	“All the time,” she replied. Her face softened into an understanding smile.

	His name was Dennis. He’d just turned eight. She’d just put his picture in the book this morning. And yes, she’d have the boy’s caseworker get in touch with my caseworker. But…she cautioned…remember that there might be other families interested too. And remember, the department matches from the child’s side.

	I didn’t hear any of that. I heard the words, but not the cautions.

	I pushed hard and they set up a meeting to see if the match would work. But they cautioned me ahead of time—“this might not be the child you’re looking for. He’s classified as ‘hard-to-place.’ He’s hyperactive and he’s been emotionally abused and he may have fetal alcohol effects and he’s been in eight foster homes, he’s never had a family of his own…”

	I didn’t hear a word of it. I simply refused to listen. The boy in the picture had grabbed my heart so completely that I’d suddenly expanded all my definitions of what I was willing to accept.

	I posted messages on CompuServe asking for information and advice on adoption, on attention deficit hyperactivity disorder, on emotional abuse recovery, on everything I could think of—what were this child’s chances of becoming an independent adult? I called the Adoption Warm Line and was referred to parents who’d been through it. I hit the bookstores and the libraries. I called my cousin, the doctor, and he faxed me twenty pages of reports. And I came into the meeting so well-papered and full of theories and good intentions that I must have looked the perfect jerk.

	And now…it was over.

	I leaned my head against the passenger side window of my sister’s car and moaned. “Dammit. I’m so tired of being pregnant. Thirteen months is long enough for any man! I’ve got the baby blues so bad, I can’t even go to the supermarket anymore. I find myself watching other people with their children and the tears start welling up in my eyes. I keep thinking ‘Where’s mine?’ ”

	My sister understood. She had four children of her own, none of whom had ended up in jail; so she had to have done something right. “Listen to me, David. Maybe this little boy isn’t right for you—”

	“Of course he’s right for me. He’s a Martian.”

	She ignored the interruption. “And if he isn’t right, there’ll be another child who is. I promise you. And you said it yourself that you didn’t know if you could handle all the problems he’d be bringing with him.”

	“I know—it’s just that…I feel like—I don’t know what I feel like. This is worse than anything I’ve ever been through. All this wanting and not having. Sometimes I’m afraid it’s not going to happen at all.”

	Alice pulled the car over to the curb and turned off the engine. “Okay, it’s my turn,” she said. “Stop beating yourself up. You are the smartest one in the whole family—but sometimes you can be awfully stupid. You are going to be a terrific father to some very lucky little boy. Your caseworker knows that. All of those social workers in that meeting saw your commitment and dedication. All that research you did—when you asked about the Apgar numbers and the Conners scale, when you handed them that report on hyperactivity, which even they didn’t know about—you impressed them.”

	I shook my head. “Research is easy. You post a note on CompuServe, wait two days, and then download your e-mail.”

	“It’s not the research,” Alice said. “It’s the fact that you did it. That demonstrates your willingness to find out what the child needs so you can provide it.”

	“I wish I could believe you,” I said.

	She looked deeply at me. “What’s the matter?”

	“What if I’m really not good enough?” I said. “That’s what I’m worried about—I can’t shake that feeling.”

	“Oh, that—” she said, lightly. “That’s normal. That’s the proof that you’re going to do okay. It’s only those parents who don’t worry who need to.”

	“Oh,” I said. And then we both started laughing.

	She hugged me then. “You’ll do fine. Now let’s go home and call Mom before she busts a kidney from the suspense.”

	Two centuries later, although the calendar insisted otherwise, Ms. Bright called me. “We’ve made a decision. If you’re still interested in Dennis, we’d like to arrange a meeting—” I don’t remember a lot of what she said after that; most of it was details about how we would proceed; but I remember what she said at the end. “I want to tell you the two things that helped us make the decision. First, all that research you did shows that you’re committed to Dennis’s needs. That’s very important in any adoption, but especially in this one. The other thing was what you said at the end of the meeting—about understanding his need to be a Martian. We were really touched by your empathy for his situation. We think that’s a quality that Dennis is going to need very much in any family he’s placed in. That’s why we decided to try you first.”

	I thanked her profusely; at least, I think I did; I was suddenly having trouble seeing, and the box of tissues had gone empty.

	I met Dennis three days later, at the Johnson Group Home in Culver City. He was one of six children living at the facility; four boys, two girls. Because the caseworkers didn’t want him to know that he was being auditioned, I would be introduced as a friend of the group home parents.

	The child who came home from school was a sullen little zombie, going through the motions of life. He walked in the door, walked past me with no sign of recognition, and headed straight to his room. I said, “Hi.” He grunted something that could have been “H’lo” and kept on going. For a moment, I felt somehow cheated. I recognized him, why hadn’t he recognized me? And then I had to remind myself with a grin that I was the grownup, not him. But, after a bit, he came out from his retreat and asked me to play electric hockey.

	For the first few minutes, he was totally intent on the game. I didn’t exist to him. Then I remembered an exercise from one of my communications courses—about simply being with another person. I stopped trying so hard to do it right, and instead just focused my attention on Dennis, letting it be all right with me for him to be exactly the way he was.

	And yet, I couldn’t turn off the analytical part of my mind. After reading all those reports, and hearing all the opinions of the caseworkers, I couldn’t help but watch for evidence. I couldn’t see it. None of it. All I could see was a child. And then that thing happened that always happens to an adult who is willing to play with a child. I rediscovered my own childhood again. I got involved in the game, and very shortly I was smiling and laughing when he did, returning the same delight and approval at every audacious play. And that’s when it happened. He began to realize that there was a real human being on the opposite side of the game board. Something sparked. He started reacting to me instead of to the puck. I could feel the sense of connection almost as a physical presence.

	Then, abruptly, it was time for him to do his chores. We loaded up the wagon with the cans from the recycling bin and walked them over to the nearby park. We talked about stuff. He talked, I listened. Sometimes I asked questions, sometimes he did. On the way back, he insisted that I pull the wagon so he could ride in it. By now, he was glowing. He was the boy in the photograph.

	When we got back to the group home, however, the other children had arrived home from school and were already playing together in the back yard. As soon as he saw them, Dennis broke away from me and ran to the back of the yard. He flung himself into the corner of a large old couch and curled up in a ball. He was as apart from the other children—indeed the whole world—as it was possible to get.

	What had suddenly triggered his unhappiness? Was it the thought that now that there were other children to play with, I would reject him? Did he have to reject me first? Or was there something else going on? From inside the house, I watched him as he sat alone. He was a very unhappy little boy. And he had stopped glowing. At that moment, I knew I couldn’t leave him here. Whatever other problems he might have, my commitment was bigger. Or so I believed.

	The group home parents invited me to stay to dinner with the children. I hadn’t planned on it, but all the children insisted that I stay, so I did, specifically making a point of sitting next to Dennis. He didn’t talk at all, he was subdued, as if he was afraid of losing something that he wanted very much—or maybe that was only my perception. He ate quietly and timidly. But then Tony, one of the more excitable children, suddenly piped up, “Do you know what Dennis said?”

	Tony was sitting directly across from me. He had that look of malicious mischief common to children who are about to betray a confidence. “What?” I asked, with a queasy foreboding.

	“Dennis said he wishes you were his dad.” Even without looking, I could see that beside me, Dennis was cringing, readying himself for the inevitable politely worded rejection.

	Instead, I turned to Dennis, focusing all my attention on him, and said, “Wow, what a great wish. Thank you!” There was more I wanted to add, but I couldn’t. Not yet. The “game plan” required me to be Dennis’s “special friend” for at least six weeks before I made any kind of commitment to him. He couldn’t know that I had the same wish he did. I felt cheated at not being able to add, “So do I.” But I understood the rationale, and I would follow it.

	“Better watch out,” Tony said. “He might make it a Martian wish, and then you’ll have to.”

	At the time, I didn’t understand what Tony had meant. So I forgot about it.

	The next time I heard about Martians happened thirteen months later.

	I was in Arizona, at a party at Jeff Duntemann’s sprawling house. Jeff is a two-time Hugo nominee who gave up science fiction to write books about computer programming. Apparently, it was far more profitable than science fiction; now he was publishing his own magazine, PC-Techniques. I write a regular column for the magazine, an off-the-wall mix of code and mutated zen. It was the standing joke that my contribution to the magazine was the “Martian perspective.”

	I was sitting on the patio, watching Dennis splash enthusiastically across the pool. He was doing cannonballs into the deep end. A year ago, I couldn’t pry him loose from the steps in the shallow end; he wouldn’t even let me teach him how to dog-paddle—now he was an apprentice fish. He spent more time swimming across the bottom of the water than the top.

	A year ago, he’d been a waif—capable of joy, the picture proved that—but more often sad, uncertain, alienated, and angry. A year ago, he’d told his caseworker, “I don’t think God listens to my prayers. I prayed for a dad and nothing happened.” On the day he moved in, I asked his caseworker to remind him of that conversation and then tell him that sometimes it takes God a little while to make a miracle happen.

	A miracle—according to my friend Randy MacNamara—is something that wouldn’t have happened anyway. Now, after the fact, after the first giddy days of panic and joy, after the days of bottomless fears, after the tantrums and the testing, after a thousand and one peanut butter and jellyfish sandwiches, I understood what he meant. And more. A miracle takes real commitment. It never happens by accident. I’d had other miracles happen in my life—one which I’d written about, one which I may never write about—but this one was the best. I had the proof of it framed on my wall.

	One afternoon I’d opened Dennis’s lunch kit to see how much he’d eaten and found the note I’d packed that morning. It said, “Please eat your whole lunch today! I love you! Daddy.” On the other side, written in a childish scrawl was Dennis’s reply: “I love you to. you are very specil to me. I realy think your the best. I love you very much dady I never loved eneyone more than you. I never new anyone nicer than you.” At the bottom, he’d drawn three hearts and put the word “dady” in the biggest of them.

	So the miracle was complete. Dennis could form a deep attachment. And he could express it. And all I had to do was sit and glow and realize that despite all my doubts and all my mistakes, I was getting the important part of the job done right. I had passed from wannabe to gonnabe to finding-how-to-be to simply be-ing. I was glowing as brightly as the warm Arizona evening. Pink clouds were striped across the darkening twilight sky.

	I didn’t know anyone else at the party besides Jeff and Carol—and the world-famous Mr. Byte who was in the kitchen begging scraps he wasn’t supposed to have. But that was all right. I was content just to sit and watch my son enjoying himself. And then I heard the word “Martian” in back of me, and without moving, my attention swiveled 180 degrees.

	Four of the wives were sitting together—it was that kind of party; the programmers were talking code, the wives were talking children. I didn’t know enough about either subject, I still felt like a dabbler in both fields, so I made the best kind of listener. One of the women was saying. “No, it’s true. Since she was old enough to talk she’s insisted that she’s a Martian. Her mother has never been able to convince her otherwise. She asked her, ‘How do you explain that I remember going to the hospital and giving birth to you?’ and she said, ‘I was implanted in your tummy.’ She’s twelve now and she still believes it. She has a whole story, an explanation for everything. She says UFOs are implanting Martian babies all the time.”

	The other women laughed gently. I found myself smiling to myself and watching Dennis. Remembering for the first time in a long while what he’d once told his caseworker—that he was a Martian too. Interesting coincidence.

	Then, one of the others said, “We had a boy in my daughter’s school who wore a T-shirt to school almost every day that said, ‘I am a Martian.’ He took a lot of teasing about it. The principal tried to make him stop wearing it, but he refused. All the kids thought he was crazy.”

	“That was probably the only way he could get the attention he needed.”

	“Well,” said the fourth voice, “it’s a common childhood fantasy—that the child is really a changeling or an orphan and that you’re not her real mother. Adding Mars to it is just a way to take advantage of the information in the real world to make it more believable.”

	I didn’t hear any more of that conversation; we were interrupted by Carol announcing that dessert was served; but a seed of inquiry had been planted. If nothing else, I thought it might make an interesting story. If only I could figure out an ending for it. Let’s see, a man adopts a little boy and then discovers that the child is a Martian.

	Hm. But what’s the hook?

	Horror story? Too easy. Too obvious—the Martian children are going to murder us in our beds. Besides, Richard Matheson could do it better, if he hadn’t already. John Wyndham already had. A hidden invasion? The Martians will take us over without our ever knowing? Fred Brown had beaten me to it by four decades. His story had even ended up as an episode on Hitchcock. Maybe something tender and gentle instead? Parenting a starlost orphan? That would be the hardest to write—and Zenna Henderson had already written it several times over. Sturgeon was another one who could handle that angle. I wished I could pick up the phone and call him. He would have had the most interesting insight for the ending, but the connect charges would have been horrendous. I could call Harlan, of course, but he’d probably bitch at me for interrupting him during Jeopardy. Besides, I didn’t think he would take this question seriously. “Harlan, listen—I think my son’s a Martian, and I’m trying to write it up as a story…” “Yeah, right, David. Have you had your medication checked recently?”

	I made a mental note to think about it later. Maybe my subconscious would think about it during the drive home. Maybe I’d stumble across an ending by accident. I really couldn’t do anything at all without an ending in mind. It’s easy to start a story, but if you don’t know the ending, you don’t know what you’re writing toward and after a while the story goes adrift, the energy fails, and you’ve got one more thing to be frustrated about. I had a file cabinet full of unfinished stories to prove that this was not the best way to generate pay copy.

	The next day…we were slicing across the desolate red desert, seemingly suspended between the blazing sky and the shimmering road, not talking about anything, just listening to a tape of Van Dyke Parks and sipping sodas from the cooler. The tape came to an end and the white noise of the wind rushed in to envelop us. Convertibles are fun, but they aren’t quiet.

	Abruptly, I remembered last night’s conversation.

	“Hey,” I asked. “Are you a Martian?”

	“What?”

	“Are you a Martian?” I repeated.

	“Why do you ask that?”

	“Ah, obviously you’re a Jewish Martian. You answer a question with a question.”

	“Who told you I was a Martian?”

	“Kathy did. Before I met you, we had a meeting. She told me all about you. She said that you told her you were a Martian. Do you remember telling her that?”

	“Yes.”

	“Are you still a Martian?”

	“Yes,” he said.

	“Oh,” I said. “Do you want to tell me about it?”

	“Okay,” he said. “I was made on Mars. I was a tadpole. Then I was brought to Earth in a UFO and implanted in my Mommy’s tummy. She didn’t know. Then I was borned.”

	“Ahh,” I said. “That’s how I thought it happened. Is that all?”

	“Uh-huh.”

	“Why did the Martians send you here?”

	“So I could be a Earth-boy.”

	“Oh.”

	“Can we go to Round Table Pizza for dinner?” he asked, abruptly changing the subject as if it was the most natural thing to do.

	“Do Martians like pizza?”

	“Yes!” he said excitedly. Then he pointed his fingers at me like a funny kind of ray gun. Most children would have pointed the top two fingers to make a pretend gun, but Dennis pointed his index and little fingers, his thumb stood straight up for the trigger. “If you don’t take me out for pizza tonight, I’ll have to disneygrade you.”

	“Ouch, that sounds painful. I definitely do not want to be disneygraded. Then I’d have to stand in the dark and sing that awful song forever while boatloads of Japanese tourists take pictures of me. But we’re not going tonight. Maybe tomorrow, if you have a good day at school.”

	“No, tonight! “ He pointed his fingers menacingly—both hands now—and for a moment I wondered what would happen if he pressed his thumbs forward. Would I be turned into a giant three-fingered mouse?

	“If you disneygrade me,” I said, “for sure you won’t get any pizza.”

	“Okay,” he said. Then he closed up both weapons, first one hand, then the other. First the little finger of his left hand, then the index finger; then the little finger of his right hand, then the index finger. Each time he made a soft clicking sound with his mouth. Finally he folded his thumbs down—and abruptly he had hands again.

	Later, I tried to do the same thing myself. A human can do it, but it’s like the Vulcan salute. It takes practice.

	I have a pinched nerve in my back. If I do my twisting exercises a couple of times a week, and if I take frequent breaks from the keyboard, and if I remember to put myself into the spa every couple days and let the bubbles boil up around me, then I can keep myself functioning pretty much like a normal person. It’s a fair trade. Usually I wait until after dinner to sit in the spa. After the sun sets is a perfect time for a little skinny-dipping.

	Several days after the Phoenix trip, Dennis and I were alone in the pool. The pool has a blue filter over the light, the spa has a red one; when the bubbles are on, it looks a little like a hot lava bath. Sometimes we talk about nothing important, sometimes we just sit silently letting the bubbles massage our skins, sometimes we stare up into the sky and watch for meteors; once we’d seen a bright red starpoint streak across the sky like a bullet.

	But tonight, as he splashed in the bubbles, I found myself studying the way the light shaped his features. I’m not an expert on the development of children’s skulls, but abruptly I was struck by the odd proportions of his forehead and eyes.

	Before I’d adopted him, I’d been given copies of various doctor’s reports. One doctor, who was supposed to be looking for fetal alcohol effects, had described the five-year-old Dennis as “an unusual-looking” child. I couldn’t see what he was talking about. To me, Dennis had always been an unusually good-looking boy.

	There are only two shapes of faces—pie and horse. Dennis was a pie-face, I’m a horse. In that, he was lucky because his smile was so wide he needed a round face to hold it all. He was blessed with dark blond hair which was growing steadily toward shoulder-length. His eyes were puppy-brown and hidden behind lashes long enough to trouble the sleep of mascara manufacturers. His complexion was as luminous and gold as an Arizona sunset.

	His body was well-proportioned too; he had long legs and a swimmer’s torso. He was thin, but not skinny. He looked like a Disney child. I expected him to be a heartbreaker when he grew up. The girls were going to chase him with lassos. Already I wondered what kind of a teenager he would become—and if I would be able to handle it.

	Now…seeing him in the reflected red light of the spa—is this the same color light they have on Mars? —he did look a little alien to me. His forehead had a roundish bulge toward the crown. His cheekbones seemed strangely angled. His eyes seemed narrow and reptilian. Probably it was the effect of the light coming from underneath instead of above, combined with the red filter, but it was momentarily unnerving. For a moment, I wondered what kind of a thing I’d brought into my life.

	“What?” he asked, staring back.

	“Nothing,” I said.

	“You were looking at me.”

	“I was admiring you. You’re a beautiful kid, do you know that? “

	“Uh-huh.” And suddenly he was Dennis again.

	“How do you know that?”

	“Everybody says so. They all like my eyelashes.”

	I laughed. Of course. Here was a child who’d learned to work the system. He was a skilled manipulator. He’d learned real fast how to turn on his special smile and get what he wanted out of people. Of course he knew how much attention his eyelashes attracted.

	But—for a moment there, he hadn’t been Dennis the little boy. He’d been something else. Something cold and watchful. He’d noticed me studying him. He’d sensed the suspicion. Or was it just the power of suggestion at work? Most of the books on parenting advised not to feel guilty for wondering if your child is going to suddenly catch a fly with his tongue. It’s a very common parental fear.

	And then…whenever I had doubts about Dennis and my ability to keep up with him, all I had to do was ask myself one simple question. How would I feel if Kathy Bright said she had to remove him from my home? Ripped apart was the simplest answer. The truth was, I didn’t care if he was a Martian or not, I was as bonded to him as he was to me.

	But out of curiosity, and possibly just to reassure myself that I was imagining things, I logged onto CompuServe. The ISSUES forum has a parenting section. I left a message under the heading, “Is your child a Martian?”

	My little boy says he’s a Martian. I’ve heard of two other children who claim to be Martians as well. Has anyone else heard of children who believe that they’re from Mars?

	Over the course of the next few days—before the message scrolled off the board and into the bit-bucket—I received thirty-three replies.

	Several of the messages were thoughtful analyses of why a child might say such a thing; it was pretty much what that mother in Phoenix had surmised; it’s common for children to fantasize that they have glamorous origins. In the past, children might have believed they were secretly princes and princesses and one day their real parents would arrive to take them to their golden castles. But because that mythology has now been superseded by starships and mutants, it’s more appropriate for children to fantasize about traveling away on the Millennium Falcon or the Enterprise. But if a child was experienced enough to know that those stories were just fiction, he would also know that Mars was a real planet; therefore…Mars gave credibility to the fantasy. Etcetera. Etcetera. Local mileage may vary, but if the delusion persists, see a good therapist. It may be evidence of some deeper problem. Etcetera some more.

	I knew what Dennis’s deeper problems were. He’d been bounced around the foster care system for eight years before landing in my arms. He didn’t know where he came from or where he belonged.

	Several of the replies I received were from other parents sharing pieces of weirdness their own children had demonstrated. Interesting, but not particularly useful to my inquiry.

	But…there were over a dozen private messages.

	“My sister’s little girl used to insist that she’d been brought to Earth in a UFO and implanted in her mommy’s tummy while her mommy was asleep. She kept this up until she was about fourteen, then abruptly stopped. After that, she wouldn’t answer questions about it at all.”

	“My next door neighbors had a boy who said he wasn’t from Earth. He disappeared when he was twelve. Without a trace. The police assumed he was kidnapped.”

	“My ex-wife was a child psychologist. She used to joke about her Martian children. She said she could tell how crazy New York was by the number of Martians she saw in any given year. At first she used to tell the parents that same old same old about children needing to fantasize about a glamorous background, but later on she began to wonder. The stories the kids told were all very similar. They began life as Martian tadpoles brought to Earth and implanted in the uteruses of Earth women. She always wanted to do a study on Martian children, but she could never get a grant.”

	“I dated a girl once who said she was from Mars. She was very insistent on it. When I tried to get serious with her, she turned me down flat. She said she really liked me, but it wouldn’t work out between us. When I asked her why, she said it was because she was from Mars. That’s all. I guess Martians have a rule against marrying outside their species.”

	“I heard about a Martian when I was in high school. He killed himself. I didn’t know him. I only heard about it afterward.”

	“I thought I was from Mars once. I even had memories of being on Mars. It had a pink sky. That’s how I knew it was Mars. When the photos came in from JPL showing that Mars really did have a pink sky, just like in my memories, I thought that proved something. When I told my parents, they took me to see a doctor. I was in therapy for a long time, but I’m fine now. Maybe you should get your son into therapy, too.”

	It was the last one that really got to me. I knew the person who sent it meant to be reassuring, but instead, his message had the opposite effect.

	Okay, maybe it’s me. Maybe it’s because I’m a writer. I read subtext where none is intended. And maybe the cumulative effect of all these messages, especially the wistful, almost plaintive tone of the last one left me with a very uncomfortable feeling.

	I replied to all of these messages.

	I know this sounds silly, but please indulge me. What did your Martian friend/relative look like? Did he/she have any special physical characteristics or medical problems? What was his/her personality like? Do you know what happened to him or her? Does he/she still believe that he/she is from Mars?

	It took a week or two to compile the responses. Of the ten Martians specifically mentioned, two had committed suicide. One was successful in business. Three refused to talk about Mars. Two were “cured.” The whereabouts of the others were unknown. Three were missing. Two of the missing had been repeated runaways during their teen years. I wondered where they thought they were running to.

	Of the ten Martians, six were known to have had golden-brown skin, round faces, brown eyes and very long eyelashes. The hair color was generally dark blond or brown. That was an interesting statistical anomaly.

	Of the ten Martians, five were hyperactive, two were epileptic. The other three weren’t known.

	I asked the fellow whose ex-wife had been a child psychologist if she’d ever noticed any statistical patterns among her Martians. He said he didn’t know and he didn’t even know her whereabouts anymore. She had disappeared two years earlier.

	I called my friend, Steve Barnes. He’d written one of the character references I’d needed to adopt Dennis, and because of that I regarded him as an unofficial godfather to the boy. We chatted about this and that and the other thing for awhile. And then, finally, I said, “Steve—do you know about the Martian phenomenon?” He didn’t. I told him about it. He asked me if I was smoking dope again.

	“I’m serious, Steve.”

	“So am I.”

	“I haven’t touched that crap since I kicked out she-who-must-not-be-named,” I said it angrily.

	“Just checking. You gotta admit that’s a pretty bizarre story, though.”

	“I know that. That’s why I’m telling you. You’re one of the few people I know who will actually consider it fairly. Geez—why is it that science fiction writers are the most skeptical animals of all?”

	“Because we get to deal with more crazies than anyone else,” Steve replied without missing a beat.

	“I don’t know what to do with this,” I said, admitting my frustration. “I know it sounds like one more crazy UFO mystery. Only this one is something that can actually be validated. This is the kind of statistical anomaly that can’t be explained away by coincidence. And I bet there’s a lot more to it too. Like, what was the blood type of all those children? What was the position of the Earth and Mars when they were conceived? What was the phase of the moon? What are their favorite foods? How well did they do in school? What if there’s something really going on here?—maybe not Martians, maybe some kind of social phenomenon or syndrome—I don’t know what it is, I don’t know what else to ask, and I don’t know who to tell. Most of all, I don’t want to end up on the front page of the Inquirer. Can’t you just see it? ‘SCI-FI WRITER HAS MARTIAN CHILD!’ ”

	“It might be good for your career,” Steve said thoughtfully. “I wonder how many new readers you could pick up.”

	“Oh, yeah, sure. And I wonder how many old readers I’ll lose. I’d like to be taken seriously in my old age, Steve. Remember what happened to what’s-his-name.”

	“I’ll never forget old what’s-his-name,” Steve said. “Yeah, that was a real sad story.”

	“Anyway…” I said. “You see my point? Where do I go from here?”

	“You want my real advice?” Steve asked. He didn’t wait for my reply. “Don’t go anywhere with it. Drop it. Let someone else figure it out. Or no one. You said it yourself, David. ‘It’s almost always dangerous to be right too soon.’ Don’t go borrowing trouble. Turn it into a story if you must and let people think it’s a harmless fantasy. But don’t let it screw up your life. You wanted this kid, didn’t you? Now you have him. Just parent him. That’s the only thing that’s really wanted and needed.”

	He was right. I knew it. But I couldn’t accept it. “Sure. That’s easy for you to say. You don’t have a Martian in the house.”

	“Yes I do.” He laughed. “Only mine’s a girl.”

	“Huh—?”

	“Don’t you get it? All children are Martians. We get thirteen years to civilize the little monsters. After that, it’s too late. Then they start eating our hearts out for the rest of our lives.”

	“You sound like my mother now.”

	“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

	“It’s a good thing you don’t know her, or you wouldn’t say that.”

	“Listen to me, David,” and his tone of voice was so serious that six different jokes died before they could pass my lips. “You’re right on schedule. Have you ever really looked at the faces of new parents? Most of them are walking around in a state of shock, wondering what happened—what is this loathsome reptilian thing that has suddenly invaded their lives? It’s part of the process of assimilation. The only difference is that you have a more active imagination than most people. You know how to name your fears. Trust me on this, Toni and I went through it too with Nicki. We thought she was a—never mind. Just know that this normal. There are days when you are absolutely certain that you’ve got a cute and stinky little alien in your house.”

	“But every day?”

	“Trust me. It passes. In a year or two, you won’t even remember what your life was like before.”

	“Hmm. Maybe that’s how long it takes a Martian to brainwash his human hosts…”

	Steve sighed. “You’ve got it bad.”

	“Yes, I do,” I admitted.

	The Martian thing gnawed at me like an ulcer. I couldn’t get it out of my head. No matter what we did, the thought was there.

	If we went out front to swat koosh-balls back and forth, I wondered if the reason he was having trouble with his coordination was the unfamiliar gravity of Earth. If we went in the back yard and jumped in the pool together, I wondered if his attraction to water was because it was so scarce on Mars. I wondered about his ability to hear a piece of music a single time and still remember the melody so clearly that he could sing it again, note for note, a month later. He would walk through the house singing songs that he could not have heard except on the tapes I occasionally played. How many nine-year-olds know how to sing My Clone Sleeps Alone like Pat Benatar? I wondered why he had so little interest in comic books, but loved to watch television dramas about the relationships of human beings. He hated Star Trek, he thought it was “too silly.” He loved the Discovery channel—especially all the shows about animals and insects.

	There was no apparent pattern to his behavior, nothing that could be pointed to as evidence of otherworldliness. Indeed, the fact that he was making his father paranoid was a very strong argument that he was a normal Earth kid.

	And then, just when I’d forgotten…something would happen. Maybe he’d react to something on television with an off-the-wall comment that would make me look over at him curiously. There was that Bugs Bunny cartoon, for instance, where the rabbit is making life difficult for Marvin the Martian, stealing the Illudium PU-36 Explosive Space Modulator so he can’t blow up the Earth. In the middle of it, Dennis quietly declared, “No, that’s wrong. Martians aren’t like that.” Then he got up and turned the television set off.

	“Why did you do that?” I asked.

	“Because it was wrong,” he said blandly.

	“But it’s only a cartoon.” One of my favorite cartoons, I might add.

	“It’s still wrong.” And then he turned and went outside as if the whole concept of television would never be interesting to him again.

	And now, almost two years to the day since I’d filled out the first application, the nickel finally dropped and I sat up in bed in the middle of the night. Why were so many adopted children hyperactive?

	The evidence was all around me. I just hadn’t noticed it before. It was there in the photo-listing books. It seemed as if every third child was hyperactive. It was acknowledged in the books, the articles, the seminars, the tapes…that a higher proportion of foster children have Attention Deficit Disorder, also called Hyperactivity. Why was that?

	Some theorists suggested that it was the result of substance abuse by the parents, which is why we saw it more in abandoned and unwanted children. Some doctors believed that hyperactivity was the result of the body’s failure to produce certain key enzymes in response to physical stimulation; therefore the child needed to overstimulate himself in order to produce an equivalent amount of calming. Still others postulated that there was an emotional component to the disorder; that it was a response to a lack of nurturing. Most interesting of all to me was the offhand note in one article that some theorists believed that many cases of ADD were actually misdiagnoses. If you were unattached and didn’t know who you were or where you had come from or where you were going, you’d have a lot to worry about; your attention might be distracted too.

	Or…what if the behavior that was judged abnormal for Earth children was perfectly normal for Martian children? What if there was no such thing as ADD…in Martians?

	At this point, I’d reached the limits of my ability to research the question. Who could I tell? Who would have the resources to pursue this further? And who would take me seriously?

	Suppose I picked up the Los Angeles Times tomorrow and saw that Ben Bova had called a press conference to announce that he’d been kidnapped by aliens and taken into space where they’d performed bizarre sexual experiments on him…would I believe him? Ben is one of the most believable men in the world. Once, he almost talked me into voting for Ronald Reagan. But if I saw a report like that in the newspaper, the first thing I’d do would be to call Barbara and ask if Ben were all right.

	In other words…there was simply no way for me to research this question without destroying all of my credibility as a writer.

	Even worse, there was no way to research it without also destroying my credibility as a parent.

	Up until this time, I’d always been candid with the caseworkers and therapists; I’d talked to them about our discipline problems, about my feelings of frustration, about every little step in the right direction and every major victory. But…suddenly, I realized this was something I couldn’t talk to them about. Suppose I called Kathy Bright. What could I say? “Uh, Kathy, it’s David. I want to talk to you about Dennis. You know how he says he’s a Martian? Well, I think he might really be a Martian and…”

	Uh-huh.

	If the adoptive father was starting to have hallucinations about the child, how long would the Department of Children’s Services leave the child in that placement? About twenty minutes, I figured. About as long as it took to get out there and pick him up. She’d pull him out of my house so fast they’d be hearing sonic booms in Malibu. And I wouldn’t even be able to argue. She’d be right to do so. A child needs a stable and nurturing environment. How stable and nurturing would it be for him to be living with an adult who suspects he’s from another planet and is wondering about his ultimate motives.

	If I pursued this, I’d lose my son.

	The thought was intolerable. I might never recover. I was sure that he wouldn’t. For the first time in his life, he’d finally formed an attachment. What would it do to him to have it broken so abruptly? It would truly destroy his ability to trust any other human being.

	I couldn’t do that to him. I couldn’t do anything that might hurt him.

	And what about me? I had my own “attachment issues.” I couldn’t stand the thought of another failure. Another brick in the wall, as they say.

	That was where I stayed stuck for the longest time. I walked around the house in physical pain for three weeks. My chest hurt. My head hurt. My legs hurt. My back hurt. My eyes hurt. My throat hurt. The only part of me that didn’t hurt was my brain. That was so numb, I couldn’t think.

	I didn’t know if he was a Martian or not. But something weird was going on. Wasn’t it? And if it was just me—if I was going insane—then what right do I have to try to parent this child anyway? Either way I lose. If he’s a Martian, I can’t tell anyone. And if he isn’t a Martian, then I’m going crazy.

	I started looking for local evidence. I began browsing through my journal. I’d been making daily notes of interesting incidents, in case I ever wanted to write a book about our experiences. At first, I couldn’t find anything. Most of the incidents I’d written about were fairly mundane. Not even good Readers’ Digest material.

	For instance, the week after he moved in, I’d taken him to the baseball game at Dodger Stadium. For the first part of the game, he’d been more interested in having a pennant and getting some cotton candy than in what was going on down on the stadium floor. But along about the fifth inning, he’d climbed up onto my lap and I began explaining the game to him. “See that man at home plate, holding the bat. Wish for him to hit the ball right out of the park.”

	“Okay,” said Dennis.

	Cra-a-ack! The ball went sailing straight out into the right field stands. Someone in the lower deck caught it and the runner sauntered easily around the bases while the organist played, “Glory, glory, Hallelujah.”

	“You’re a good wisher, Dennis. That was terrific. Want to try it again?”

	“No.”

	“Okay.”

	Two innings later, the Dodgers were one run behind. I asked Dennis to wish for hits again. Four pitches later, there were runners at first and third.

	It didn’t matter to me who came up to bat now; I hadn’t remembered the names of any ballplayers since Roy Campanella was catching for Don Drysdale and Sandy Koufax. As far as I was concerned, Who was on first, What was on second, and I Don’t Know still played third. I liked baseball only so long as I didn’t have to be an expert; but I’d never seen the Dodgers win a game. Every time I came to the stadium they lost; so I’d made it a point to stay away from Dodger Stadium to give them a fair chance at winning. I didn’t expect them to win tonight; but Dennis’s wishes had brought them from three runs behind.

	“Okay, Dennis,” I said, giving him a little squeeze. “It’s time for one last wish. See that guy at the home plate, holding the bat. You gotta wish for him to hit a home run. All the way out of the park. Just like before. Okay?”

	“Okay.”

	And just like before—cra-a-ack—the ball went sailing deep into right field, triggering a sudden cluster of excited fans scrambling down across the seats.

	The Dodgers won that night. All the way home, I kept praising Dennis for his excellent wishing.

	A couple of weeks after that, we were stopped at a light, waiting for it to change. It was one of those intersections that existed slightly sideways to reality. Whenever you stopped there, time slowed down to a crawl. Without even thinking, I said, “Dennis, wish for the light to turn green please.”

	“Okay,” he said.

	—and abruptly the light turned green. I frowned. It seemed to me the cycle hadn’t quite completed.

	Nah. I must have been daydreaming. I eased the car through the intersection. A moment later, we got caught at the next red light. I said a word.

	“Why’d you say that?”

	“These lights are supposed to be synchronized,” I said. “So you only get green ones. We must be out of synch. Why don’t you wish for this light to change too, please.”

	“Okay.”

	—green.

	“Boy! You are really a good wisher.”

	“Thank you.”

	A minute later, I said, “Can you wish this light to turn green too?”

	“No,” he said, abruptly angry. “You’re going to use up all my wishes.”

	“Huh?” I looked over at him.

	“I only have so many wishes and you’re going to use them all up on stoplights.” There was a hurt quality in his voice.

	I pulled the car over to the side of the road and stopped. I turned to him and put my hand gently on his shoulder. “Oh, sweetheart. I don’t know who told you that, but that’s not so. The wish bag is bottomless. You can have as many wishes as you want.”

	“No, you can’t,” he insisted. “I have to save my wishes for things that are important.”

	“What’s the most important thing you ever wished for? “ I asked, already knowing the answer.

	He didn’t answer.

	“What’s the most important wish?” I repeated.

	Very softly, he admitted, “I wished for a dad. Someone who would be nice to me.”

	“Uh-huh. And did you get your wish?”

	He nodded.

	“So, you see, sweetheart. There’s no shortage of miracles.”

	I didn’t know if he believed me. It was still too early in the process. We were still learning who each other was. I noted the conversation in my journal and let the matter slide. But it left me with an uncomfortable feeling. What has to happen to a child to make him believe there’s a limit to wishes?

	A year later, I looked at the words I’d written glowing on the computer screen, and wondered about Dennis’s ability to wish. It was probably a coincidence. But maybe it wasn’t. That time we’d matched four out of six numbers in the lottery and won eighty-eight dollars—was that the week I’d asked him to wish real hard for us to win?

	Maybe Martians have precognitive or telekinetic powers…?

	Dennis likes cleaning things. Without asking, he’ll go out and wash the car, or the patio. He’ll give the dogs baths. He’ll vacuum the rugs and take the Dustbuster to the couch. He’ll mop the floors. His favorite toys are a sponge and a squirt-bottle of Simple Green. I’ve seen him take a rusty old wrench he found in a vacant field and scrub the rust off of it until it shone like new. One night after dinner, after he finished methodically loading the dishwasher, I sat him down at the kitchen table and told him I had a surprise for him.

	“What?”

	“It’s a book of puzzles.”

	“Oh.” He sounded disappointed.

	“No, listen. Here’s the game. You have twenty minutes to do these puzzles, and then when you finish. I add them up and we’ll find out how smart you are. Do you want to do this?”

	“It’ll really tell you how smart I am?”

	“Uh-huh. “

	He grabbed for the book and a pencil.

	“Wait a minute—let me set the timer. Okay? Now once you start, you can’t stop. You have to go all the way through to the end. Okay?”

	“Okay.”

	“Ready? “

	“Ready. “

	“One, two, three…go.”

	He attacked the first three puzzles with a vengeance. They were simple. Pick the next shape in a series: triangle, square, pentagon…? Which object doesn’t belong: horse, cow, sheep, scissors? Feather is to Bird as Fur is to: dog, automobile, ice cream…?

	Then the puzzles started getting harder and he started to frown. He brushed his hair out of his eyes and once he stopped to clean his glasses; but he stayed interested and involved and when the timer went off, he didn’t want to stop. He insisted that he be allowed to finish the puzzle he was working on. What the hell. I let him.

	“What does it say?” Dennis asked as I computed the percentile. He wanted to grab the test book out of my hand.

	“Well…let me finish here. “ I held it out of his reach as I checked the table of percentiles.

	The test showed that he had above-average intelligence—not unexpected; hyperactive kids tend to be brighter than average—but well within the normal range for a nine-year-old. “It says that you are fifty-two inches high, that you weigh sixty-six pounds, and that your daddy loves you very much. It also says that you are very smart.”

	“How smart?”

	“Well, if this test were given to one hundred children, you would be smarter than ninety-two of them.”

	“How good is that?”

	“That’s very good. You can’t get much better. And it means we should go out for ice cream after dinner. What do you think?”

	“Yeah!”

	Oh, that was another thing. He didn’t like chocolate. He preferred rainbow sherbet. I’d never seen that in a kid before.

	A couple of weeks later, we played another game. I made sure to pick a quiet evening, one with no distractions. “This game is even harder,” I explained. “It’s a kind of card game,” I explained. “See these cards? There are six different shapes here. A circle, a square, a star, three squiggly lines, a cross, and a figure-eight. All you have to do is guess which one I’m looking at. See if you can read my mind, okay?”

	He frowned at me, and I had to explain it two or three more times. This was not a game he wanted to play. I said okay and started to put the deck away. If he didn’t want to cooperate, the results would be inconclusive. “Can we go for ice cream after we do this?” he asked abruptly.

	“Sure,” I said.

	“Okay, let’s do it then.”

	“All night. We have to do it five times. Do you think you can do it that many times?”

	He shrugged. I laid out a paper in front of him, showing him the shapes so he would be able remember them all. I told him he could close his eyes if it would help him concentrate. The test conditions were less than perfect, but if there were any precognitive or telepathic powers present, five trials should be enough to demonstrate them.

	Half an hour later, I knew.

	Martians aren’t telepathic.

	But they do like rainbow sherbet. A lot.

	There were other tests. Not many. Not anything too weird. Just little ones that might indicate if there was something worth further investigation. There wasn’t. As near as I could determine, there was nothing so unusual about Dennis that it would register as a statistical anomaly in a repeatable testable circumstance. He couldn’t levitate. He couldn’t move objects. He couldn’t make things disappear. He didn’t know how to grok. He could only hold his breath for thirty-three seconds. He couldn’t think muscles. He couldn’t see around corners.

	But—

	He could predict elevators. Take him into any building, anywhere. Take him to the elevator bank. Let him push the up button. Don’t say a word. Without fail, the door he stands in front of will be the one where the first elevator arrives. Was he wishing them or predicting them? I don’t know. It’s useful only at science fiction conventions, which are legendary for recalcitrant elevators. It has little value anywhere else in the world.

	He could make stop lights turn green—sometimes. Mostly, he waited until he saw the lights for the cross street turn yellow before he announced his wish. Maybe he could still make the Dodgers score four runs in two innings—but it wasn’t consistent. We went back to Dodger Stadium in May, and either Dennis wasn’t wishing or he really had used up all his wishes.

	He could sing with perfect pitch, especially if the lyrics were about Popeye’s gastrointestinal distress. He could play a video game for four hours straight without food or water. He could invent an amazing number of excuses for not staying in bed. He could also hug my neck so hard that once I felt a warning crack in my trachea. My throat hurt for a week afterward.

	I began to think that maybe I had imagined the whole thing.

	On school nights, I tucked him in at 9:30. We had a whole ritual. If there was time, we read a storybook together; whatever was appropriate. Afterward, prayers—

	“I’m sorry God for…I didn’t do anything to be sorry for.”

	“How about sassing your dad? Remember you had to take a timeout?”

	“Oh, yeah. I’m sorry God for sassing my dad. Thank you God for… um, I can’t think of anything.”

	“Going swimming.”

	“No. Thank you God for Calvin, my cat.”

	“Good. Anything else you want to say to God?”

	“Does God hear the prayers of Martians?”

	“Uh…of course he does. God hears everybody’s prayers.”

	“Not Martians.”

	“Yes, even Martians.”

	“Uh-uh.”

	“Why do you say no?”

	“Because God didn’t make any Martians.”

	“If God didn’t make the Martians, then who did?”

	“The devil.”

	“Did the devil make you?”

	“Uh-huh.”

	“How do you know?”

	“Because…I’m a Martian.”

	“Mm,” I said, remembering a little speech I’d made just about a year ago. Let it be all right for him to be a Martian for as long as he needs to be. “All right,” I said. “But let me tell you a secret,” I whispered. “The devil didn’t make any Martians. That’s just a lie the devil wants you to believe. God made the Martians.”

	“Really?”

	“Cross my heart and hope to die. Stick a noodle in my eye.”

	“How do you know?” He was very insistent.

	“Because I talk to God every night,” I said. “Just like you, I say my prayers. And God made everything in the world.”

	“But Martians aren’t from this world—”

	“That’s right. But God made Mars too. And everything on it. Just like she made this world, she made a whole bunch of others, and Mars was one of them. Honest.”

	“How come you say ‘she’ when you talk about God?”

	“Because sometimes God is female and sometimes God is male. God is everything. And now it’s time for you to stop asking questions and go to sleep. Hugs and kisses—?”

	“Hugs and kisses.”

	“G’night. No more talking.”

	“I love you.”

	“I love you too. Now no more talking.”

	“Dad?’

	“What?”

	“I have to tell you something.”

	“What?”

	“I love you.”

	“I love you too. Now, shhh. No more talking, Dennis.”

	“G’night.”

	“Sleep tight—”

	Finally, I got smart. I stopped answering. Control freaks. We each wanted to have the last word.

	I padded barefoot down the hall. I stopped in the living room long enough to turn off the television set, the VCR, and the surround-sound system. I continued on through the dining room and finally to my office. Two computers sat on my desk, both showing me that it was 9:47. The monster-child had manipulated an extra seventeen minutes tonight.

	I sat down in my chair, leaned back, put my feet up on my desk, and stared out at the dark waters of the swimming pool in the back yard. The pool glowed with soft blue light. The night was…silent. Somewhere, a dog, barked.

	Somewhere—that was his name, yes; he was a writer’s dog—lived under my desk. Whenever I said, “Let’s go to work,” wherever he was in the house, Somewhere would pick himself up and laboriously pad-pad-pad into my office where he’d squelch himself flat and scrooch his way under the desk, with a great impassioned Jewish sigh of, “I hope you appreciate what I do for you.”

	He’d stay there all day—as long as the computer was on. Somewhere would only come out for two things: cookies and the doorbell…and the doorbell was broken. It had been broken for as long as I’d lived in this house. I’d never had the need to get it fixed. If someone came to the door, the dog barked.

	Somewhere, the dog, barked.

	That was why I loved him so much. He was a living cliché. He was the only possible justification for one of the most infamous sentences in bad writing. It was just a matter of placing the commas correctly.

	Somewhere had just enough intelligence to keep out of the way and more than enough intelligence to find his dinner dish—as long as no one moved it. He spent his mornings resting under my desk, his afternoons snoozing behind the couch, his evenings snoring next to Dennis; he spent the hours before dawn in the dark space underneath the headboard of my bed, dreaming about the refrigerator.

	Almost every night, just as Dennis began saying his prayers, Somewhere would come sighing down the hall, a shaggy, absent-minded canine-American. He’d step over everything that was in his way, uncaring if he knocked over a day’s worth of Lego construction. He’d climb onto the bed, over my lap, over Dennis, grumbling softly as he found his position next to Dennis. With his prehensile tongue, he could slurp the inside of Dennis’s right ear from the left side of his head, taking either the internal or external route.
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