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Why Little Green Men Don’t Dance

There must be lots of other places they can go, out of all them bright stars up there behind the clouds.

-“Out of All Them Bright Stars,” Nancy Kress
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"D'ja ever notice," says my friend Dave, staring at the slowly-receding head of foam on his fifth beer, "that Greenies don't dance?"

We're having our usual after-shift drinks in Chalkie Jack's Bar & Eats. Me and Dave, we're there for the bar more than the eats, but there's lots of other folks having supper and even some couples shuffling on the tiny dance floor.

And I should tell you right now that I don't like the way Mayor Dave Gorman's been telling this whole story. Which is why I'm putting it all down myself, just the way it happened.

So anyway, there's three Greenies in Chalkie Jack's bar that night when Dave has his epiphany, just sitting quiet and eating some kind of alien-looking salads, and no, they sure aren't dancing even though the music isn't half bad. Next thing I know, some country king starts caterwauling from the jukebox and Dave gets up and walks over to them. I hear him say to the little fem, "You like to dance to this one?"

She looks up at him, round green head swivelling on her pencil-thin neck, and smiles that real polite smile full of perfect white teeth they all have. She says, "No, thank you anyway," and the three of them stand up and push in their chairs and leave. Just like that. No fuss, no hurry, they just go. They must have paid their bill already 'cause neither one of the waitresses goes running after them.

Dave shrugs and comes back to his beer. "See?"

Now, Dave's one of those guys you can't always tell what he's thinking about. Deep, I always thought. Deep as a well, and full of things you can't see, only the bits you can dip out a little at a time. I used to think that made him smart, smarter than me. I'm just the funny guy. 

So I say, "Well, she wouldn't dance with you for sure," and then I shut up, 'cause I don't know where Dave's going with this and I sure don't want to look stupid.

Dave says, "Okay, but why?"

"Maybe she didn't like your ugly gob," I say, but really I've got no answer, 'cause before now I never thought about it. I can see that Dave has, though, so I put the wheels in motion, too.
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