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Earth is approaching and I’m breaking apart.

I’m going to evaporate; I just know it. Meanwhile, the spacecraft is rattling so much right now that everything, including my molecules, is beginning to—blink?

Yes, I appear to be vanishing. And then appearing. The craft must have entered another patch of darkness. Either that or I’m passing through a galaxy where all matter and shit…just…blinks.

Fuck!

Yeah, well, it’s…great to be traveling at dark-speed.

[begin log: 1000.00]

Recording log, Father.

Here goes. Am total douche for volunteering to go on this mission. One, scared. Two, dark-speed rearranging my molecules, rearranging my thoughts, making me babble more than usual—and trust me, I like to babble. We used to fly at light-speed. Guess the shit took too long. Question: Why do we need to travel this fucking fast?

Oops.

Not supposed to swear on this thing. Father, you and members of the Central Committee will listen to it. Then again, you’re so busy you’ll probably order one of your beings to debrief you.

[pause]

Fuck this log!

I don’t know, I just feel strange babbling into something Father might listen to. I’d rather babble into nothing. But what if the scientists programmed another log into me, like, a log I don’t know about; and Father and them are listening to this right now?

 

Am excited to walk on the Los Angeles sector of the United States of Earth. I don’t know, though…states all united? Sounds kind of douchey.

Wait, the craft just disappeared.

Hello?

Hello!!!

[resume log: 930.33]

Per the central committee’s orders, I’ve been sent to Earth to retrieve a being from my planet who’s become not only a citizen of Earth but also an “Oscar-nominated actor.”

Many earthling years ago, this being of ours embarked on his own mission to Earth to conduct studies on the environment there; only, he defecated, and was never heard from again. Heh heh. That was a joke in case any earthlings get a hold of his log. Anyway, he defected. Then became so famous that, according to our accounts, youthful earthlings have been pasting his photographs to the walls of their homes. Then, when he began losing popularity among earthlings, check this—this being of ours, I call him the douche—starts constructing a movie and shit about our planet, giving away serious bits of information that potentially pose a threat to our security. We can’t have that.

That’s where my mission comes in.

Which I’m perfect for, ’cause when we’re born, only our parents can sense us. So if a younger being travels to Earth to apprehend the actor, the actor won’t sense him.

When I found out they wanted a younger being to embark on a mission to Earth, I begged Father to let me go. He was all, “It’s too dangerous.” I was all, “I want to do this for the committee.” He said my loyalty toward the committee was “impressive.” ’Cause he’s an important being, he signed me up for the mission and shit.

For as long as I can remember I’ve always wanted adventure.

[pause]

Fuck! What am I saying? This stupid dark-speed is affecting me in strange ways. I just thought I’d, like, turned the log off, but I kept it on. Now Father’s going to think I’m giving away information I’m not supposed to. Here comes a dark patch….

[resume log: 910.21]

I wish we spent more time together, Father. There. I feel like a total douche admitting this stuff, but it’s the truth. You’re always talking about the truth. Well, the truth is, if you took your work for the central committee away you’d probably evaporate. Mother evaporated, like, way before she was meant to evaporate, Father, don’t you agree? I have no memory of her….
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[pause]

If earthlings somehow get a hold of this log or if they’re, like, holding me captive—to study me for technological advances, cut me open and shit?—there are some things they should know.

One, we don’t have bodies. We’re a mist of electrical waves of molecular activity. Visually, we’re a spectacular blend of infinite, glowing colors. If an earthling were to see us I’d guess we’d look like a bunch of dots in the air, you know, depending on how we feel. See, we’re always changing shapes and shit. If we get angry, those molecules might expand into gigantic, red cubes. When we cry, it might look like each molecule is breaking apart, falling….

Two, in order for us to assimilate into earthling culture, we have to wear earthling suits. What sucks is that I’m not wearing the suit I’d picked out. Per my instructional, I went through all these images of earthlings, and found a suit that I liked. The scientists said no, can’t have it—fuck you. They didn’t say it like that, but you know—anyway, I told them I got all relaxed whenever I looked at it, and that I didn’t like any of the varieties they chose. You know, I was the one who had to wear the thing. They insisted I choose from their selection, that it was for my “own benefit.” As for their selections, some looked lonely, some angry, some sad, some untrustworthy, some untrustworthy and lonely. I said I wanted to arrive looking like an earthling, not a doucheling. When they said nothing, I remembered these beings were afraid to say no to Father. So were they afraid to say no to me now too?

Whatever. I slipped into the suit I’d wanted—it felt incredible! In fact, using the earthling hands portion of the suit, I felt it up and down for such a long time they had to take it away from me. It had these soft, cushiony portions below the neck area. And I was all feeling around between its legs when Father appeared in the room. As usual, he didn’t ask how I’m doing, if I’m scared about the mission and shit. No, he just appeared in the shape of a square—which means he’s a little disappointed. Anyway, he was all, “Son, why are you hindering the mission?”

“Father, I’m sorry, but I can’t stop feeling the suit.”

“The suit is of the female variety,” said the scientist.

Father was all, “I’m not sure if you are ready.” Then we totally shared this moment together where, like, maybe he actually imagined me evaporating, ’cause for the first time ever it felt like I had an advantage over him. But instead of enjoying it, I felt bad, and wanted to give this power back. Then I was all mad at myself for feeling this way. So I said I was sorry for wanting to wear the female earthling suit.

The scientists then quickly programmed me with a “basic gender instructional.” Moments later, I was understanding the “basic nature” of sex on Earth; how every earthling wants to make love with a fellow earthling, like, all the time; that making love is more important than almost anything on Earth. They make it all over the planet—in their homes, in parks, in “alleyways,” in cars, in “hotels,” in bathrooms…. Apparently, earthling love makes them feel all alive. So to myself, I was all, I can’t wait to get some of this shit!

Love on our planet, you know, is very different. For one, our beings have transcended sex, which is to say, we, like, no longer engage in it. We use technology to procreate—and even that’s rare. After many generations of disease and shit, we have figured out ways to control population down. Now we have no disease. Producing offspring is a rare event for which all kids of committees and authorizations and formal ceremonies and boring shit are involved. According to one instructional, on Earth it’s easier to, like, get approved for a vehicle purchase than it is to have a little earthling. It makes me sad for my planet. So one, I’ll probably never have a family. Two, will never have sex. And three, I don’t know…maybe best not to focus on it?

Anyway, after Father vanished and we all relaxed again—he can make everyone tense—I was all, to the scientists, “How about injecting me with the love instructional?”

“Your father wanted to know if we could somehow censor your curses.”

“Fuck that,” I said. When they got all quiet I said, “Oh, I’m just kidding—no, seriously, what about this making of the love instructional?”

“We’re afraid we cannot.”

“I won’t tell Father.”

“We’ve tried to develop it several times, but it’s—”

“Beyond logical comprehension.”

“But I thought earthlings weren’t as advanced as us?”

“Love holds no physical or determinable or discernable value on Earth.”

“There’s no knowledge with which to equip you.”

“Really?”

“Love has nothing to do with the focus of your mission.”

“So what if I come across it, and don’t, like, recognize it—and it harms me?”

“Your suit will protect you.”

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

“Shall we ask your father?”

“I’m sorry.”

“He’s right, without a love instructional, he’s doomed.”

“He’s not doomed.”

“I’m doomed?”

“Let’s discuss his earthling suit.”

The suit looked more like a rendition of an earthling than an actual earthling. So I was all, “I can’t go down there looking like that! It looks fake….”

“Let’s see what your father—”

“All right, all right, enough about Father. I’ll do it.”

“According to our analysis,” one scientist said excitedly, his molecules expanding and shit, “actor types, such as the being in question who defected, and now the central focus of your mission, are highly regarded in the Los Angeles sector of California, which happens to be a focal point of the beginning and end of your mission. We have designed your earthling suit after an altogether different, but nevertheless very prominent and successful actor who has appeared in several films on Earth, many of which have won him an array of awards. Earthlings, in many cases, regard these films and their actors more highly than their governing leaders. We have reason to believe, therefore, that the actor after whom we have designed your suit is respected by the majority on Earth as an intelligent, confident, and competent earthling—”

“So as to avoid creating a mere replica,” the other scientist interrupted, all drifting in circles all of a sudden, “we’ve designed the suit to resemble a younger version of this prominent actor.”

“Yeah yeah yeah,” I said, ’cause I couldn’t think of anything else to say.

Then Father appeared in the room again. “Maybe you’re not ready to embark on this mission.”

“I’ll wear the suit,” I said, suddenly desperate to travel far away from my planet.

“It’s for your own good.”

“You don’t get me, Father.”

Of course, by the time I finished saying this, he vanished.

“There’s another area of concern,” said one of the scientists. “If we give you all the necessary instructionals, there’s a risk of program overload, which would invariably cause confusion that would not only hinder your mission, but possibly pose grave danger to yourself.”

“Precisely. So you have a choice,” the other one said. “Either get them all at once, or only a selected, vital few.”

I was all, wanting to leave for Earth already, “Selected vital—whatever.”

“You’ll have to learn various lessons of life on Earth on your own.”

“How fucking hard can it be?”

“Language.”

“Sorry.”

“We also have an earthling name for you,” said one of them, his molecules forming blue spheres as he got all excited, “according to a recent name search we culled together by conducting years of research, your name—”

“Your name shall be Stanley L. Boriswat.”

“Oh come on, that’s, like, total douchey—no way!”

“He cannot contest the chosen name.”

“You may not contest the chosen name.”

“What’s the name of the actor the suit’s designed after then?”

“Clint Eastwood.”

I thought about this for a moment and said, “Not bad.”

“You cannot use his name,” one of them said, “it will compromise your identity and the entire mission.”

“Clint Eastwood—yeah, I like it.”

“Stanley L. Boriswat,” the other said, “that’s your name.”

They vanished from the room.

“Idiots,” I said.

“We heard that!” one of them shouted from another sector.

“I’m not going to be Stanley Borisdouche or whatever his name is.”

“Boriswat!” the other shouted.

 

In case any earthlings are all listening and shit, and wondering if we’ve sent other beings on missions to Earth, a few have evaporated. Well, except for one who became an actor. Oh, yeah—we have a switch that can turn off Earth’s sun anytime we please. We did it once. Remember the Ice Age? Heh heh. Kidding.

“PRIMARY DESCENT ENGAGED.”

What the…

[resume log: 200.13]

“FIRST-STAGE LANDING ENGAGED”

Thought: I’m not a mission kind of being. Question: Is it too late to send someone else?

“SECOND-STAGE DESCENT ENGAGED.”

This is not supposed to—

“FINAL-STAGE LANDING ENGAGED.”

Help!!!
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[resume log: 50.00]

Ejected from craft.

Hurtling toward “shore.”

Thought: Earth does not want me.

The sky looks so completely different from the images on the instructional. A strange blue dotted with—

Yanked underwater. All is black.

Please…

Help.

[49.90]

Am ascending into the air again, staring at a gigantic cloud that, against the sky, is the whitest thing ever seen.

Earthling suit made of a material that’s supposedly impenetrable to any weapon or substance on Earth. Based on one instructional about earthling wars, pretty sure some earthlings would give their heads for this material. That’s all cool, but am hoping suit will withstand gravity and not let me float off into space like a total douche….

Penetrating ocean again. Spinning around in the darkness.

Thought: Do not like the dark.

[pause]

Per the mission, I’m meant to arrive in the Los Angeles sector of California. Ascending into the air again, I find myself forgetting about sectors altogether and, like, completely in awe over this gigantic cloud, its white edges against the blue sky for some reason relaxing my molecules…until I’m spinning underwater in the darkness, questioning, once again, as I tumble into the depths of the angry water, if Father was right, that I’m not ready for this mission.

Fuck it. I’ll just abort. Return to my planet. And forget about this mission altogether.

But something has changed.

One, am no longer in water. Two, earthling with yellow hair is standing over me and pulling at the arm portion of my earthling suit like he wants to remove it, and saying, “Whoa—did you almost drown, brother?”

A wave rises up behind him and then crashes, the water all sliding along the sand and swallowing me along with his feet. I’m so happy I survived the trip I want to, like, express gratitude toward this friendly being from planet Earth.

So I manage to stand up.

Then I find myself lying down again, sand all entering the mouth portion of my suit.

Meanwhile, the earthling with the long, yellow hair is staring at me. Now, according to one instructional, You can see inside earthlings so as to get a sense of what they’re currently feeling or experiencing. So I’m all looking at this earthling when I notice he’s got a toxic substance moving through his body, red bubbles forming a puddle in his stomach area. Now, according to another instructional, More disease exists on Earth than any planet in the universe. Maybe this toxic substance is some form of medicine?

He’s all, in a real soft voice, “Are you all right, brother?”

What sucks is that if I speak in my language, he’ll die—’cause of the high-pitched frequency of our language. If an earthling hears it, his brain will melt or some shit. So I’m all staring at him, afraid to speak.

“You’re breathing—that’s a start.”

The scientists programmed a colloquilator into me in order to translate my thoughts into earthling speech. Time for a test. I’m all, real quietly, hoping he won’t die, “I…”

“Yeah?” he says, a smile curling across his face. “You what, man?”

“It works,” I’m shouting, “it works!”

“I think what you got is a concussion, man. Sometimes they can feel far-out—when I was a kid I fell off a deck and hit my head and next thing I know I’m lying in the hospital feeling like some motherfucker had tried to make an omelet out of my brain.” He smiles, the skin all blue around his eyes. “You okay or what, man?”

I get up again, only this time the air knocks me down. This earthling then grabs the arm portion of my earthling suit and suddenly I’m standing, thinking that the gravity is strong. Now I’m staring at the sand stuck to the black shoes portion of my suit when this earthling’s all, “Listen, man, I don’t mean to be forward, but—you got any more left on you?”

“More left?”

“You know, man…your shit?”

“My shit?”

“You have lots of sand in your mouth,” he says, rattling and smiling. I watch him rattle when I realize he was doing what’s known as “laughing.”

“Your drugs, man—whatever. You packin’ or not?”

Drugs! Per my drug instructional, I’m all, “I will not partake in any activity involving drugs. It is against my beliefs.” I stick the finger portion of my suit into the mouth portion, clear out some sand, and say it again. He touches his nose like it hurts him, and is all, “Beliefs are for politicians, man.”

“Are you my friend?” I ask, ’cause I have no idea what friends are like on Earth. And he smiles and is all, “Hell yeah, I’m your friend, brother. Why not?”

Then he’s all staring at me, yellow bubbles now expanding inside him, “Hey man, you look familiar as a motherfucker—you been on TV? You, like, one of them child actors and shit?”

[resume log: 49.54]

Earthling with yellow hair named Kip. Held on to me as I made first steps. Question: Will he die from these toxins?

Per mission, am asking if he knows where bank machine is.

“You kidding me, man?” he says. “I was a bank-robbin’ motherfucker in my former life.”

About to ask about this “former life” when I notice in the distance a gigantic “wheel” spinning on what looks like a really big, wooden platform. Am all, raising hand portion toward wheel, “Kip—what the fuck is that?”

“Damn, brother, you must really have gotten your head clocked. It’s the Santa Monica Pier.”

Earthling males and females lying on sand in hardly any clothing. Little earthling with brown skin runs into ocean. Ocean swallows him. No one seems to care.

We move away from crashing waves; move toward the earthly buildings.

Earthlings traveling along a smooth, black, narrow surface, some of them attached to wheeled vehicles. Pavement. Loving the colloquilator. There’s a bicycle. There’s a skateboard. A building. A fire hydrant. A cigarette!

Earthlings never stop moving, Father.

“This way,” says Kip, pointing toward a building.

Something so raw about the Earth, Father. Palm trees wave. Buildings stand. Ocean crashes. Aircrafts scream overhead. Birds dive into the ocean. Earthlings laugh, talk, walk, smile, shout, yell, converse on electronic devices. Incredible! Everything alive! Earth, Father, is this gigantic organism that just beats and beats and beat…am expanding inside the suit.

On one building there is a…“Mirror,” I say, suddenly looking at the suit while Kip all touches his hair. “I need a fucking haircut—Jesus. I look sixty, brother.” Compared to Kip I look…fake. “Not to sound like a homo, man, but you got really nice skin. I need to start moisturizing.”

Thought: Earthlings will spot me.

“I’m getting depressed staring at myself,” Kip says. “Let’s bounce, brother.”

“Bounce?”

“Let’s motor, man. Come on!”

Earthlings walking past us breaking down; bodies filled with anxiety, sadness, pain, nervousness, confusion, depression, fear—mostly fear.

Question: Have I arrived at a strange segment of Earth, like, where earthlings come to get cured for their fears?

Kip is all, “This way, man.” Per the bank instructionals, it says “ATM” on machine. Making sure he can’t see, I remove nose hair from suit and insert nose hair into bank machine. Machine makes strange noise, then begins dispensing “cash.”

Kip’s using his knees to stand, laughing. Said something in my own language. Question: Did I kill him? Am all, “Kip! Are you okay—Kip! Are you alive?”

“Nah, man. I’m just happy I met you, is all.”

Gave Kip most of the money. Strange smile curling across his face, eyes expanding. That yellow liquid inside him turns red, bubbles expanding.

Kip runs away, disappearing around the corner of the building. I’m all, “Kip!”

First earthling friend.

Gone.

[pause]

Fifty cycles to complete mission before craft dissolves and disappears forever and then I’m stuck on Earth.

Have returned to the same spot on the beach where I met Kip; this way, you know, he’ll know where to find me. I guess I’m beginning to feel pretty alone. Meanwhile, the gigantic sun has begun to sink into the endless blue water.

Earth is fucking huge. My planet is tiny.

I will never give away secrets, but I want to tell Kip about our planet, how, like, our galaxy is made up of several, much smaller suns. And, like, instead of orbiting around one, we sort of maneuver between them; how it creates crazy weather patterns, and there are some months where we aren’t allowed to travel aboveground. Here, the weather is actually kind of soothing.

Meanwhile, earthlings, some of them wearing small amounts of clothing, pass by me, but I’m afraid to look at them, like maybe they’ll know I’m wearing an earthling suit. In fact, I’m thinking I’ll never move from this spot on the sand when I see his long, yellow hair coming toward me. I’m all, expanding inside the suit, “Kip!!!”

“You sure you ain’t been in the movies, man?” he says and sits down. The toxic substance has bubbled throughout his entire body now. He seems relaxed. Strange.

“No, Kip.”

“TV?”

“No, Kip.”

“Documentaries?”

“Like…documents, Kip?”

“Kind of, man. Only”—Kip waves his hands in front of his face—“moving.”

“Moving documents?”

“Hey, that’s a far-out way of putting it.”

Meanwhile, the sun has disappeared behind a cloud and the ocean has gone all dark from the lack of light. Now I’m thinking the water had disappeared and we’ll get swallowed up in all the darkness. There’s this planet in our galaxy that has developed these huge holes that sometimes are there and sometimes are not; their beings can get swallowed into these without warning. I want to tell Kip about this.

“I know you’re an actor, man,” Kip says, opening up what I think is a canister. “I used to be an actor, brother.”

“Like, an Oscar-nominated actor?”

“Let me tell you something about the acting world. Everyone is fake—even the moms, man. It’s true. The thing of it is, man, the thing is…is that I used to think it was L.A., but it’s not. It’s capitalism, man. The government spreads so much greed around this country that people have no choice but to act disingenuous and shit. You know, cats are protecting their money, man. They have to. It’s the wild kingdom. Nothing’s changed. We’re just a bunch of apes with iPods now, man. You know?”

I don’t entirely get what he’s saying, so I just smile douche like and listen.

“The thing of it is, man, is that it’s a ginormous salad bowl of fakeness, with croutons and cucumbers. Fresh pepper and shit like that. I’ve worked in restaurants, man. The government is the chef, man. I know. Hey, take a young handsome man like yourself. You got a face they want, man. You’re a ripe avocado. I’m twenty-five pushing sixty. No one wants me. People are dying all over the world ’cause of greed, man. Sleep on the beach, you’ll start to see it. No appointments, no disappointments. These rich fuckers…they ain’t happy. But you’re an exception to the rule, a good soul, I can tell. Hey, by the way, don’t mean to pry, brother, but where’d you get all this loot? You been in some big movies or commercials or shit?”

Before I can respond, Kip’s all, “Yep—usually how the shit works. Hey, what’s your name, brother?”

“Clint.”

“Oh that’s cool, man.”

“Clint Eastwood.”

Kip claws at the sand. “Clint fuckin’ Eastwood. Why not?”

Kip pulls a canister from a bag and is all, “Got you a beer for your troubles, Mr. Eastwood.” He then pours the liquid down his mouth, and I’m wondering if the beer helps sooth the toxins inside him. I watch him consume the liquid. Then I lean back and pour the beer down the mouth portion of my suit. Per its design, the liquid disintegrates inside.

“Right on,” Kip says, “guess you don’t like to savor but that’s cool, man.”

Meanwhile, the ocean’s going black, the sky gray, and I’m contracting to the lower stomach portion of the suit. Kip is all, “You smell something burning, man?”

The beer disintegrating in the suit produces a smell, but I don’t think I’ve been programmed to smell. Per my instructional, I say what I’m supposed to say whenever I take food or drink into the suit. “It must be the kitchen.”

“Must be the kitchen,” Kip laughs and slaps his thigh, “I like that. Clint fuckin’ Eastwood. Far-out motherfucker.”

I’m about to ask Kip about his toxins when he’s all, “Know something, your mouth moves funny when you talk.” All of a sudden his eyes, like, start to close, and he falls slowly back onto the sand.

Earthlings—one moment they’re talking the next they’re sleeping…wait, what did he say about my mouth? Oh, no! The douchey scientists, they screwed something up! Maybe the colloquilator was not responding, like, directly with my mouth. I can’t go on like this. Wait, per my instructional, I have to make sure I landed in the right sector. I’m all, covering my mouth now when I talk, “Kip, where am I?”

“Venice Beach, man—home of the homefree.”

“Wait, is this, like, the Los Angeles sector?”

Kip smiles, his eyes still closed. “Yep. Sector. I like that shit. Sector.”

At least the douchey scientists landed me in the right sector. Suddenly, this pink light fills the massive, graying space where the ocean meets the sky, and I’m getting the sensation the mission will change me forever when, like, this female voice says, “You know that you have money falling out of your pocket?”

Pocket. There must be glitches in the colloquilator! Per one of the instructionals, I’m programmed, whenever confused by earthling-speak, to just thank them.

“Thanks,” I say.

This earthling standing over me has hair the color of peanut butter, which is apparently a substance females her age enjoy. Perhaps she, like, rubbed this substance in her hair. I’m all, “I like the peanut butter in your hair.”

She laughs. In fact, she laughs so hard I worry she might die. Then she’s all shoving her earthling hand into the slits in my earthling pants, and just before she finishes, I shout, “Pocket—that’s what it is!”

“God,” she says, “you’re, like, on some wacky shit, huh?”

I’m all, “Thanks.”

Wait, what if this earthling suspects I’m wearing a suit? One, she’s not filled with toxins. Two, she seems smarter than Kip. The scientists have been monitoring earthling cellular phones, and since I’m equivalent to a sixteen-year-old earthling, the colloquilator’s been programmed to make me sound like a sixteen-year-old from the vast land whose states are all united and shit. But how do I know I’m speaking right? She’s all staring at me now, so I’m all, per my instructional, “I live in the Los Angeles sector of California. I like cashew nuts and my favorite movie is Jaw.”

“You’re stupid funny,” she says, taking a seat on the other side of Kip, so that he’s lying between us. “My name’s Zoë,” she says, all smiling.

“I like your name.”

“Thanks, it means ‘life.’ What’s yours?”

“Stanley,” I say, “it means ‘douche.’ No. That’s not my name.”

“Wait, why would you, like, tell me the wrong name?”

“It’s Clint…Clint Eastwood.”

“Like, the actor?”

“Yeah but…it’s—”

“Wait, let me guess, your parents were, like, obsessed with Dirty Harry?”

Per another instructional, I’m meant to say “sort of” whenever I’m confused with a question, like’s Zoë’s next question: “Are your parents, like, in the film business?”

“I don’t know, like…sort of.”

“I’ll bet you grew up with lots of money and nannies and stuff like that?”

“I don’t know, like…sort of.”

“That’s cool.”

There’s something about her molecules that relaxes me, and I’m thinking I’ve found earthling love. First a friend, then love—how exciting Earth is so far! I’m all, expanding inside, “What’s your, like, purpose on Earth, Zoë?”

“On Earth? Uh, let’s see, I don’t, like, have a purpose, I’m only fifteen.” She looks out at the black waves and then is all, “I guess art is my purpose—yeah, that’s like…yeah.”

“What is art?”

“Oh, God,” she says, “that’s way too hard to answer without some dumbass teacher around.”

“What is God?”

“Wow, you’re, like, way philosophical.” She puts both her hands into her hair and says, “I like that.”

Suddenly, this silver planet appears from behind the clouds, and I’m all, staring at it, “Moon!” Oops, I have to be careful not to yell stuff like that.

Meanwhile, Zoë’s hair practically covers her face when she lets go of it. In the now silver light, I see that her face is dotted with these red spots that I find absolutely beautiful. Using a finger portion of the suit, I touch her face and tell her these spots “are pretty and shit.”

“Don’t!”

“Did I hurt you?”

“You making fun of my zits?”

“Zits?”

“Zits can’t be beautiful—I hate them.”

“I think they are pretty.”

“Know something? You’re strange. For sure.”

“I am?”

“But sweet,” she says, and then begins to eat her fingernails. Since my fingernails serve as tracking monitors to find the douche’s house, I decide against eating them. Meanwhile, inside I see that she is sad and lonely and, most of all, lost; but full of hope. I don’t know if I can always tell what each thing looks like—each takes its own shape. Sadness looks like what earthlings might call a “pond,” I think. Inside Zoë is this silver pond that, judging by its shape, may have been around for a long time. Hope, I’m thinking, is this jagged streak of light…she has one, it’s small, but growing. Slowly.

I’m all, thinking of what she asked earlier, “Did you, like, grow up with lots of parents and a nanny and stuff?”

“Lots of parents?” She laughs. “You’re hilarious.” Then she gets all serious and says, “I’m sort of a runaway.”

“Oh,” I say, afraid to ask what that means. Wait, according to the colloquilator, a “runway” is a flat strip of pavement on which aircrafts land. Which makes no fucking sense. Still, I’m all, “So you’re, like, flat pavement that aircrafts land on?”

Inside Zoë’s pond turns all green, and she looks at me with this smile taking over her face, her zits all red and pretty. “You crack me up, you know that?”

I just smile at her all douchely, ’cause I don’t know what that means.

“I don’t know,” Zoë’s saying, “maybe I’m not a total runaway…or a runway, but, like, I’m glad it’s summer, ’cause I’m totally not going back to school. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’m not going to end up like one of those annoying kids on the commercials all, like, slathered in the high school dropout vibe, you know? But I just want to take some time off and, like, figure some stuff out…. I mean, what’s so wrong about that? The teachers at the school are total nothings—am I supposed to want to be like them? But I sleep at my mother’s house half the time, so—she’s a certified, professional nonentity—and sometimes I sleep with my friends in this camper on the beach. Which is okay. I mean, when it’s not smelling like ass or dirty socks. For sure.”

I like listening to Zoë speak, although I don’t entirely understand everything. Like, what the fuck is “high school dropout vibe?” I don’t want to ask her, though, or else she might think that I haven’t been listening. Maybe this Zoë, I’m thinking, smiling all douchely at her, can teach me something about earthling love.

Then I’m realizing she doesn’t like where she lives, so I’m all, “Zoë, maybe I can buy you a new house.”

“Can you?” She laughs.

Now I’m thinking about asking her if we can make some love somewhere when some earthling yells, “Zoë!”

“Oh,” she says, all getting up and wiping sand from her clothing, “that’s my friend. Hey—see you around, all right?” Inside, I begin to contract, and I’m about to ask what the fuck that’s supposed to mean when she’s all, “Hey, you want to meet here tomorrow, like, around the same time?”

“Yes!”

“’Kay,” she says, “see you then.” She’s all walking toward the doucheling who’d called her name.

“Kip,” I say, but he doesn’t wake up. Meanwhile, the ocean moans, its black water all scratching at the sand as it makes its way toward us, wanting, I’m pretty sure, to swallow us whole.
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