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ANMANDA AND THE ALI EN

By Robert Silverberg

Amanda spotted the alien late Friday afternoon outside the Video Center, on South Main. It was
trying to l ook cool and |aid-back, but it sinply came across as bew | dered and uneasy. The alien
was di sgui sed as a seventeen year-old girl, maybe a Chicana, with olive-toned skin and hair so
black it seemed al nost bl ue, but Amanda, who was seventeen herself, knew a phony when she saw one.
She studied the alien for some nonents fromthe other side of the street to make absolutely
certain. Then she wal ked over.

"You're doing it wong," Amanda said. "Anybody with half a brain could tell what you really are."

"Bug off," the alien said.

"No. Listen to me. You want to stay out of the detention center, or don't you?"

The alien stared coldly at Amanda and said, "I don't know what the crap you're talking about."
"Sure you do. No sense trying to bluff nme. Look, | want

to help you," Amanda said. "I think you're getting a raw deal. You know what that neans, a raw
deal ? Hey, | ook, come honme with nme, and |I'll teach you a few things about passing for human. |'ve

got the whole friggin weekend now with nothing el se to do anyway"

A flicker of interest cane into the other girl's dark, chilly eyes. But it died quickly, and she
said, "You sonme kind of lunatic?"

"Suit yourself, Othing frombeyond the stars. Let themlock you up again. Let them stick

el ectrodes up your ass. | tried to help. That's all | can do, is try," Amanda sai d, shruggi ng. She
began to saunter away. She didn't | ook back. Three steps, four, five, hands in pockets, slowy
headi ng for her car. Had she been wrong, she wondered? No. No. She could be wrong about sone
things, like Charley Taylor's interest in spending the weekend with her, nmaybe. But not this. That
crinkly-haired chick was the missing alien for sure.

The whol e county was buzzing about it: Deadly nonhuman life form has escaped fromthe detention
center out by Tracy, mght be anywhere, Wal nut Creek, Livernore, even San Franci sco, dangerous
monst er, capable of m mcking human forms, will engulf and di gest you and disguise itself in your
shape. And there it was, Amanda knew, standing outside the Video Center. Amanda kept wal ki ng.
"Wait," the alien said finally.

Amanda t ook another easy step or two. Then she | ooked back over her shoul der

"Yeah?"

"How can you tell?"

Amanda grinned. "Easy. You've got a rain slicker on, and it's only Septenber. Rainy season doesn't
start around here for another nonth or two. Your pants are the old

Spandex kind. People like you don't wear that stuff anynore. Your face paint is San Jose colors,
but you've got the cheek chevrons put on in the Berkeley pattern. That's just the first three
things | noticed. | could find plenty nore. Nothing about you fits together with anything el se.
It's like you did a survey to see how you ought to appear and then tried a little of everything.
The closer | study you, the nore | see. Look, you're wearing your headphones, and the battery
light is on, but there's no cassette in the slot. What are you listening to, the music of the
spheres? That nodel doesn't have any FMtuner, you know.

"You see? You may think that you're perfectly canouflaged, but you aren't."

"l could destroy you," the alien said.

"What ? Oh, sure. Sure you could. Engulf ne right here on the street, all over in thirty seconds,
little trail of slime by the door, and a new Anmanda wal ks away. But what then? What good's that
going to do you? You still won't know which end is up. So there's no logic in destroying ne,

unl ess you're a total dummy. |'mon your side. |I'mnot going to turn you in."

"Why should | trust you?"

"Because |'ve been talking to you for five ninutes and | haven't yelled for the cops yet. Don't
you know that half of California is out searching for you? Hey, can you read? Conme over here a

m nute. Here." Amanda tugged the alien toward the newspaper vending box at the curb. The headline
on the afternoon Exam ner was

BAY AREA ALI EN TERROR MARI NES TO JO N NI NE- COUNTY HUNT

MAYOR, GOVERNOR CAUTI ON AGAI NST PANI C

"You understand that?" Amanda asked. "That's you they're tal king about. They're out there with
flane guns,

tranquilizer darts, web snares, and God knows what else. There's been real hysteria for a day and
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a half. And you standing around here with the wong chevrons on! Christ. Christ! What's your plan,
anyway? \Where are you trying to go?"

"Home," the alien said. "But first | have to rendezvous at the pickup point."

"Where's that?"

"You think I'm stupid?"

"Shit," Amanda said. "If | meant to turn you in, I'd have done it five mnutes ago. But, okay, |
don't give a damm where your rendezvous point is. | tell you, though, you wouldn't neke it as far
as San Francisco rigged up the way you are. It's a nmiracle you've avoided getting caught unti
now. "

"And you'll help me?"

"I'"ve been trying to. Cone on. Let's get the hell out of here. I'll take you honme and fix you up a
little. My car's in the |ot down on the next corner."
"Ckay. "

"Whew " Amanda shook her head slowy. "Christ, some people sure can't take hel p when you try to
offer it."

As she drove out of the center of town, Anmanda gl anced occasionally at the alien sitting tensely
to her right. Basically the disguise was very convincing, Amanda thought. Maybe all the snmall
details were wong, the outer stuff, the anthropol ogical stuff, but the alien | ooked human, it
sounded human, it even snelled human. Possibly it could fool ninety-nine people out of a hundred,
or maybe nore than that. But Ananda had al ways had a good eye for detail. And at the particul ar
moment she had spotted the alien on South Main she had been unusually alert, sensitive, all raw
nerves, every antenna up

O course it wasn't aliens she was hunting for, but just a

diversion, a little excitenent, sonmething to fill the great gaping enptiness that Charley Tayl or
had left in her weekend.

Amanda had been pl anning the weekend with Charley all nmonth. Her parents were going to go off to
Lake Tahoe for three days, her kid sister had wangl ed perm ssion to acconpany them and Aranda was
going to have the house to herself, just her and Macavity the cat. And Charley. He was going to
move in on Friday afternoon, and they' d cook dinner together and get blasted on her stash of
choi ce powder and watch five or six of her parents' X cassettes, and Saturday they'd drive over to
the city and cruise some of the kinky districts and go to that bathhouse on Fol som where everybody
got naked and clinbed into the giant Jacuzzi, and then on Sunday-Wl 1|, none of that was going to
happen. Charley had called on Thursday to cancel. "Sonething big cane up," he said, and Amanda had
a pretty good idea what that was, his hot little cousin from New Ol eans, who sonetinmes cane
flying out here on no notice at all, but the inconsiderate bastard seemed to be entirely unaware
of how much Amanda had been | ooking forward to this weekend, how rmuch it meant to her, how painfu
it was to be dunped like this. She had run through the planned events of the weekend in her mind
so many tinmes that she alnost felt as if she had experienced them It was that real to her. But
overnight it had becone unreal

Three whol e days on her own, the house to herself, and so early in the senmester that there was no
honmework to think about, and Charley had stood her up! Wat was she supposed to do now, cal
desperately around town to scrounge up sonme old |over as a playmate? O pick up sone stranger
downt own? Amanda hated to fool around with strangers. She was half-tenpted to go over to the city
and just let things happen, but they were all weirdoes and creeps over there, anyway, and she knew
what she could expect fromthem What a waste, not having Charley! She could kill himfor robbing
her of the weekend.

Now there was the alien, though. A dozen of these star people had cone to Earth |ast year, not in
a flying saucer as everybody had expected, but in little capsules that floated |ike m | kweed
seeds, and they had landed in a wide arc between San Diego and Salt Lake City.

Their natural form so far as anyone could tell, was sonething like a huge jellyfish with a row of
staring purple eyes down one wavy margin, but their usual tactic was to borrow any | ocal body they
found, digest it, and turn themselves into an accurate imtation of it. One of them had made the
nm stake of turning itself into a brown nountain bear and another into a bobcat-naybe they thought
that those were the dominant life forns on Earth-but the others had taken on human bodies, at the
cost of at least ten lives.

Then they went | ooking to nmake contact with governnent |eaders, and naturally they were rounded up
very swiftly and interned, sone in nmental hospitals and sone in county jails, but eventually-as
soon as the truth of what they really were sank in-they were all put in a special detention canp
in northern California.

O course a trenendous fuss was nmade over them endless stuff in the papers and on the tube,

specul ation by this heavy thinker and that about the significance of their mssion, the nature of
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their biochemstry, alittle wild talk about the possibility that nore of their kind m ght be

wai ting undetected out there and plotting to do God knows what, and all sorts of that stuff. Then
canme a governnent clanmp on the entire subject, no official announcenments except that "discussions”
with the visitors were

continuing, and after a while the whole thing degenerated into dunb alien jokes ("Wy did the
alien cross the road?") and Hal |l oween invader masks. Then it noved into the background of
everyone's attention and was forgotten

And renmained forgotten until the announcenent that one of the creatures had slipped out of the
canp sonehow and was | oose within a hundred-mile zone around San Franci sco. Preoccupi ed as she was
wi th her angui sh over Charley's heartl essness, even Ananda had managed to pick up that news item
And now the alien was in her very car. So there'd be sone weekend anusenent for her after all.
Amanda was entirely unafraid of the all eged deadliness of the star being: Watever else the alien
m ght be, it was surely no dope, not if it had been picked to cone hal fway across the gal axy on a
m ssion like this, and Amanda knew that the alien could see that harm ng her was not going to be
inits own best interests. The alien had need of her, and the alien realized that. And Amanda, in
sonme way that she was only just beginning to work out, had need of the alien

She pul |l ed up outside her house, a conpact split-level at the western end of town. "This is the
pl ace," she said.

Heat shimmers danced in the air, and the hills back of the house, parched in the |ong dry sumrer,
were the color of |ions.

Macavity, Amanda's old tabby, sprawled in the shade of the bottlebrush tree on the ragged front

| awn. As Amanda and the alien approached, the cat sat up warily, flattened his ears, and hi ssed.
The alien i mediately noved into a defensive posture, sniffing the air.

"Just a househol d pet," Amanda said. "You know what

that is? He isn't dangerous. He's always a little suspicious of strangers."

Whi ch was untrue. An earthquake coul dn't have brought Macavity out of his nap, and a cotillion of
m ce dancing mnuets on his tail wouldn't have drawn a reaction fromhim Anmanda calnmed himwth
sonme fur ruffling, but he wanted nothing to do with the alien and went slinking sullenly into the
under brush. The alien watched himwi th care until he was out of sight.

"Do you have anything |ike cats back on your planet?" Amanda asked as they went inside.

"We had snmall wild aninals once. They were unnecessary."

"Ch," Amanda said, losing interest. The house had a stuffy, stagnant air. She switched on the air
conditioning. "Wiere is your planet, anyway?"

The alien pointedly ignored the question. It padded around the living room very nuch like a
prowing cat itself, studying the stereo, the television, the couches, the coffee table, and the
vase of dried flowers.

"I's this a typical Earthian hone?"

"More or less," said Ananda. "Typical for around here, at least. This is what we call a suburb.

It's half an hour by freeway fromhere to San Francisco. That's a city. |I'Il take you over there
tonight or tonorrow for a look, if you're interested." She got sone nusic going, high volune. The
alien didn't seemto mnd; so she notched the volune up even nore. "I'mgoing to take a shower.

You coul d use one, too, actually."

" Shower ? You mean rain?"

"l mean body-cleaning activities. W Earthlings |like to wash a lot, to get rid of sweat and dirt
and stuff. It's considered bad formto stink. Cone on, I'lIl show you howto do it. You' ve got to
do what | do if you want to keep from

getting caught, you know." She led the alien to the bathroom "Take your clothes off first."

The alien stripped. Underneath its rain slicker it wire a stained T-shirt that said FI SHERVAN S
WHARF, with a picture of the San Francisco skyline, and a pair of unzipped jeans. Under that it
was wearing a black brassiere, unfastened and with the cups over its shoul der bl ades, and a pair
of black shiny panty-briefs with a red heart on the left buttock. The alien's body was that of a
| ean, tough-looking girl with a scar running down the inside of one arm

"By the way, whose body is that?" Amanda asked. "Do you know?"

"She worked at the detention center. In the kitchen."

"You know her nanme?"

"Fl ores Concepci bn."

"The other way around, probably. Concepcibn Flores. I'lIl call you Connie, unless you want to give
me your real nane."

"Connie will do."

"Al'l right, Connie. Pay attention. You turn the water on here, and you adjust the m x of hot and
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cold until you like it. Then you pull this knob and get underneath the spout here and wet your
body and rub soap over it and wash the soap off. Afterward you dry yourself and put fresh cl ot hes
on. You have to clean your clothes fromtine to tine, too, because otherw se they start to snell,
and it upsets people. Watch nme shower, and then you do it."

Amanda washed quickly, while plans hunmed in her head. The alien wasn't going to last |ong wearing
the body of Concepcion Flores. Sooner or |ater someone was going to notice that one of the kitchen
girls was missing, and they'd get an all-points alarmout for her. Amanda wondered whet her the
alien had figured that out yet. The alien, Amanda thought, needs a different body in a hurry.

But not nine, she told herself. For sure, not mne.

"Your turn," she said casually, shutting the water off.

The alien, funbling a little, turned the water back on and got under the spray. C ouds of steam
rose, and its skin began to | ook boiled, but it didn't appear troubled. No sense of pain? "Hold
it," Amanda said. "Step back." She adjusted the water. "You've got it too hot. You'll danage that
body that way. Look, if you can't tell the difference between hot and cold, just take cold
showers, okay? It's | ess dangerous. This is cold, on this side."

She left the alien under the shower and went to find sone clean clothes. Wen she came back, the
alien was still showering, under icy water. "Enough," Amanda said. "Here. Put these clothes on."
"I had nore clothes than this before."

"A T-shirt and jeans are all you need in hot weather like this. Wth your kind of build you can
skip the bra, and anyway | don't think you' |l be able to fasten it the right way."

"Do we put the face paint on now?"

"We can skip it while we're hone. It's just stupid kid stuff anyway, all that tribal crap. If we

go out we'll do it, and we'll give you Wal nut Creek colors, | think. Concepcibn wore San Jose, but
we want to throw people off the track. How about some dope?"
"What ?"

"Grass. Marijuana. A drug wi dely used by local Earthians of our age."

"l don't need no drug."

"I don't, either. But I1'd like sonme. You ought to learn how, just in case you find yourself in a
social situation." Amanda reached for her pack of Filter Golds and pulled out a joint. Expertly
she tweaked its lighter tip and took a deep hit. "Here," she said, passing it. "Hold it like I

di d.

Put it to your mouth, breathe in, suck the snoke deep." The alien dragged the joint and began to
cough. "Not so deep, maybe," Anmanda said. "Take just a little. Hold it. Let it out. There, nuch
better. Now give ne back the joint. You' ve got to keep passing it back and forth. That part's

i nportant. You feel anything fromit?"

"No. "

"I't can be subtle. Don't worry about it. Are you hungry? "

"Not yet," the alien said.

"I am Cone into the kitchen." As she assenbl ed a sandw ch-peanut butter and avocado on whol e
wheat, with tomato and oni on-she asked, "Wat sort of things do you guys eat?"

"Life."

"Life?"

"W never eat dead things. Only things with life."

Amanda fought back a shudder. "I see. Anything with |ife?"

"We prefer aninmal life. W can absorb plants if necessary."

"Ah. Yes. And when are you going to be hungry agai n?"

"Maybe tonight," the alien said. ."Or tonorrow. The hunger cones very suddenly, when it cones."
"There's not rmuch around here that you could eat live. But I'll work onit."

"The small furry ani mal ?"

"No. My cat is not available for dinner. Get that idea right out of your head. Likewise nme. I'm
your protector and guide. It wouldn't be sensible to eat ne. You follow what |'mtrying to tel
you?"

"I said that I'm not hungry yet."

"Well, you let me know when you start feeling the pangs. I'll find you a neal." Amanda began to

construct a

second sandwi ch. The alien prow ed the kitchen, exanining the appliances. Perhaps naki ng nment al
records, Amanda thought, of sink and oven design, to copy on its hone world. Ananda said. "Wy did
you people cone here in the first place?"

"I't was our nission."

"Yes. Sure. But for what purpose? What are you after? You want to take over the worl d? You want to
steal our scientific secrets?" The alien, making no reply, began taking spices out of the spice
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rack. Delicately it licked its finger, touched it to the oregano, tasted it, tried the cumn
Amanda said, "Or is it that you want to keep us fromgoing into space? You think we're a dangerous
species, and so you're going to quarantine us on our own planet? Cone on, you can tell ne. |'m not
a government spy." The alien sanpled the tarragon, the basil, the sage. Wen it reached for the
curry powder, its hand suddenly shook so violently that it knocked the open jars of oregano and
tarragon over, making a ness. "Hey, are you all right?" Amanda asked.

The alien said, "I think I'mgetting hungry. Are these things drugs, too?"

"Spices," Amanda said. "W put themin our foods to nake themtaste better." The alien was | ooking
very strange, glassy-eyed, flushed, sweaty. "Are you feeling sick or sonething?"

"I feel excited. These powders-"

"They're turning you on? Wich one?"

"This, | think." It pointed to the oregano. "It was either the first one or the second."”

"Yeah." Anmanda said. "Oregano. It can really nmake you fly." She wondered whether the alien would
get violent when zonked. O whether the oregano would stinulate its appetite. She had to watch out
for its appetite. There are

certain risks, Amanda reflected, in doing what |'mdoing. Deftly she cleaned up the spilled
oregano and tarragon and put the caps on the spice jars. "You ought to be careful," she said.
"Your netabolismisn't used to this stuff. Alittle can go a |ong way."

"G ve ne sone nore."

"Later," Amanda said. "You don't want to overdo it too early in the day."

"More!"

"Cal mdown. | know this planet better than you, and | don't want to see you get in trouble. Trust
me. I'lIl let you have nore oregano when it's the right tinme. Look at the way you're shaking. And

you're sweating |ike crazy.
room "Sit down. Relax."
"More? Pl ease?"

"l appreciate your politeness. But we have inportant things to talk about, and then I'Il give you
sonme. Ckay?" Amanda opaque the w ndow, through which the hot |ate-afternoon sun was com ng. Six

o' clock on Friday, and if everything had gone the right way Charl ey woul d have been show ng up
just about now. Well, she'd found a different diversion. The weekend stretched before her like an
open road leading to Mystery land. The alien offered all sorts of possibilities, and she m ght yet
have sone fun over the next few days, if she used her head. Anmanda turned to the alien and said,
"You cal mer now? Yes. Good. Okay, first of all, you' ve got to get yourself another body."
"Wy is that?"

"°l'"ve reasons. One is that the authorities are probably searching for the girl you absorbed. How
you got as far as you did without anybody but ne spotting you is hard to understand. Nunber two, a
teen-aged girl traveling by herself is going to get hassled too nuch, and you don't

know how to handl e yourself in a tight situation. You know what |'m saying? You' re going to want
to hitchhi ke out to Nevada, Wom ng, Utah, wherever the hell your rendezvous place is, and al

al ong the way people are going to be coming on to you. You don't need any of that. Besides, it's
very tricky trying to pass for a girl. You ve got to know how to put your face paint on, howto
under st and chal | enge codes, what the way you wear your clothing says, and |like that. Boys have a

Pocketing the oregano jar, she led the alien back into the living

much sinpler subculture. You get yourself a male body, a big hunk of a body, and nobody'l| bother
you nmuch on the way to where you're going. You just keep to yourself, don't nake eye contact,
don't smle, and everyone wll |eave you alone."

"Makes sense,"” said the alien. "All right. The hunger is becom ng very bad now. Were do | get a
mal e body?"

"San Francisco. It's full of men. W'll go over there tonight and find a nice brawny one for you
Wth any luck we m ght even find one who's not gay, and then we can have a little fun with him
first. And then you take his body over-which incidentally solves your food problemfor a while
doesn't it? And we can have sone nore fun, a whole weekend of fun." Amanda w nked. "Ckay, Connie?"
"Ckay." The alien winked, a clunsy imtation, first one eye, then the other. "You give ne nore
oregano now?"

"Later. And when you wi nk, just wink one eye. Like this. Except | don't think you ought to do a

|l ot of winking at people. It's a very intinmate gesture that could get you in trouble. Understand?"
"There's so nmuch to understand."

"You're on a strange planet, kid. Did you expect it to be just |like hone? Ckay, to continue. The
next thing | ought to point out is that when you | eave here on Sunday, you'll have to-"

The tel ephone rang.

"What's that sound?" the alien asked.
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"Communi cations device. |I'll be right back." Amanda went to the hall extension, imagining the
worst: her parents, say, calling to announce that they were on their way back from Tahoe tonight,
some mXx-up in the reservations or sonething

But the voice that greeted her was Charley's. She could hardly believe it, after the casual way he
had shafted her this weekend. She could hardly believe what he wanted, either. He had left half a
dozen of his best cassettes at her place | ast week, CGol den Age rock, Abbey Road and the Hendri x
one and a Joplin and such, and now he was heading off to Monterey for the festival and wanted to
have themfor the drive. Did she mind if he stopped off in half an hour to pick themup?

The bastard, she thought. The absolute trashiness of him First to torpedo her weekend wi thout
even an apol ogy, and then to |l et her know that he and what's-her-name were scooting down to
Monterey for some fun, and coul d he bother her for his cassettes? Didn't he think she had any
feelings? She | ooked at the tel ephone as if it were emitting tads and scorpions. It was tenpting
to hang up on him

She resisted the tenptation. "As it happens," she said, "I'mjust on ny way out for the weekend
myself. But |'ve got a friend who's staying here cat-sitting for ne. I'll |leave the cassettes with
her, okay? Her nane's Connie."

"Fine. That's great," Charley said. "I really appreciate that, Amanda."

"I't's nothing," she said.
The alien was back in the kitchen, nosing around the spice rack. But Amanda had the oregano. She

said, "l've arranged for delivery of your next body."

"You did?"

"A large healthy adol escent male. Exactly what you're | ooking for. He's going to be here in a
little while. I"'mgoing to go out for a drive. You take care of himbefore | get back. How | ong

does it take for you to-engulf-sonebody?"

"It's very fast."

"CGood. " Amanda found Charley's cassettes and stacked themon the living-roomtable. "He's com ng
over here to get these six little boxes, which are nusic-storage devices. Wen the doorbell rings,
you let himin and introduce yourself as Connie and tell himhis things are on this table. After
that you're on your own. You think you can handle it?"

"Sure," the alien said.
"Tuck in your T-shirt better. Wien it's tight, it makes your boobs stick out, and that'll distract
him Maybe he'll even neke a pass at you. What happens to the Connie

body after you engul f hinP".

"I't won't be here. Wat happens is | nerge with himand dissolve all the Connie characteristics
and take on the new ones."

"Ah. Very nifty. You re a real nightrmare thing, you know? You' re a wal ki ng horror show. Here you
are, have another little hit of oregano before | go."

She put a tiny pinch of spice in the alien's hand. "Just to warmup your engine a little. "Il
give you nore |ater, when you' ve done the job. See you in an hour, okay?"

She left the house. Macavity was sitting on the porch, scowing, whipping his tail fromside to

si de. Amanda knelt beside himand scratched himbehind the ears. The cat made a | ow, rough purring
sound, not much like his

usual purr.
Amanda said. "You aren't happy, are you, fella? Well, don't worry. |I've told the alien to | eave
you al one, and | guarantee you'll be okay. This is Amanda's fun tonight. You don't mind if Ananda

has a little fun, do you?" Macavity nmade a glum snuffling sound. "Listen, naybe | can get the
alien to create a nice little calico cutie for you, okay? Just going into heat and ready to how .
Wul d you like that, guy? Wuld you? I'll see what | can do when | get back. But | have to clear
out of here now, before Charley shows up."

She got into her car and headed for the westbound freeway ranp. Half past sic, Friday night, the
sun still hanging high above the Bay. Traffic was thick in the eastbound | anes, the late conmuters
sl ogging toward hone, and it was beginning to build up westbound, too, as people set out for

di nner in San Franci sco. Amanda drove through the tunnel and turned north into Berkeley to cruise
city streets. Ten minutes to seven now. Charley nust have arrived. She inagi ned Connie in her
tight T-shirt, all stoned and sweaty on oregano, and Charley giving her the eye, getting ideas,

t hi nki ng about grabbing a bonus quickie before taking off with his cassettes. And Connie | eading
hi m on, Charley naking his noves, and then suddenly that electric nonent of surprise as the alien
struck and Charley found hinself turning into dinner. It could be happening right this mnute,
Amanda t hought placidly. No nore than the bastard deserves, isn't it? She had felt for a long tine
that Charley was a big mstake in her life, and after what he had pulled yesterday, she was sure
of it. No nore than he deserves.
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But, she wondered, what if Charley has brought his weekend date al ong? The thought chilled her
She hadn't considered that possibility at all. It could ruin everything.

Connie wasn't able to engulf two at once, was she? And suppose they recogni zed her as the m ssing
alien and ran out screamng to call the cops?

No, she thought. Not even Charley would be so tacky as to bring his date over to Amanda's house
tonight. And Charl ey never watched the news or read a paper

He woul dn't have a clue as to what Connie really was until it was too late for himto run

Seven o' clock. Tinme to head for hone.

The sun was sinking behind her as she turned onto the freeway. By quarter past she was approaching
her house. Charley's old red Honda was parked outsi de.

Amanda parked across the street and cautiously let herself in, pausing just inside the front door
to listen.

Si |l ence.

" Conni e?"

"In here," said Charley's voice.

Amanda entered the living room Charley was sprawl ed out confortably on the couch. There was no
sign of Connie.

"Wel | ?" Amanda said. "How did it go?"

"Easiest thing in the world,"” the alien said. "He was sliding his hands under nmy T-shirt when

| et himhave the nullifier jolt."

"Ah. The nullifier jolt."

"And then | conpleted the engul fnent and cl eaned up the carpet. God, it feels good not to be
hungry again. You can't imagine how tough it was to resist engulfing you, Amanda. For the past
hour | kept thinking of food, food, food-"

"Very thoughtful of you to resist."”

"I knew you were out to help nme. It's logical not to engulf one's allies."

"That goes without saying. So you feel well fed now?

He was good stuff?"

"Robust, heal thy, nourishing-yes."

"I"'mglad Charley turned out to be good for sonmething. How | ong before you get hungry agai n?"

The alien shrugged. "A day or two. Maybe three. G ve ne nore oregano, Anmanda?"

"Sure," she said. "Sure." She felt alittle let down. Not that she was renorseful about Charl ey,
exactly, but it all seenmed so casual, so offhanded-there was sonething anticlinmactic about it, in
a way. She suspected she should have stayed and watched while it was happening. Too late for that
now, though.

She took the oregano fromher purse and dangled the jar teasingly. "Here it is, babe. But you've
got to earn it first."

"What do you nean?"

"I mean that | was |looking forward to a big weekend with Charley, and the weekend is here.
Charley's here, too, nore or less, and |'mready for fun. Conme show ne sonme fun, big boy."

She slipped Charley's Hendrix cassette into the tape deck and turned the volune all the way up.
The alien | ooked puzzled. Amanda began to peel off her clothes.

"You, too," Amanda said. "Come on. You won't have to dig deep into Charley's nmnd to figure out
what to do. You're going to be ny Charley for ne this weekend, you follow? You and | are going to
do all the things that he and | were going to do. Ckay? Cone on. Conme on." She beckoned.

The alien shrugged again and slipped out of Charley's clothes, funbling with the unfanmliarities
of his zipper and buttons. Amanda, grinning, drew the alien close against her and down to the
living-room fl oor. She took

its hands and put them where she wanted themto be. She whispered instructions. The alien, docile,
obedi ent, did what she want ed.

It felt Iike Charley. It snelled like 'Charley. And after her instructions, it even noved pretty
much the way Charl ey noved

But it wasn't Charley, it wasn't Charley at all, and after the first few seconds Amanda knew t hat
she had goofed things up very badly. You couldn't just ring in an imtation like this. Mking |ove
with this alien was like making love with a very clever machine, or with her own mrror inage. It
was enpty and neani ngl ess and dunb.

Gimy she went on to the finish. They rolled apart, panting, sweating.

"Wel | ?" The alien said. "Did the earth nove for you?"

"Yeah. Yeah. It was terrific-Charley."

"Or egano?”
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"Sure," Anmanda said. She handed the spice jar across. "I always keep ny prom ses. babe. Go to it.
Have yourself a blast. Just renmenber that that's strong stuff for guys from your planet, okay? If
you pass out, |I'mgoing to | eave you right there on the floor."

"Don't worry about ne."

"Ckay. You have your fun. I'mgoing to clean up, and then nmaybe we'll go over to San Francisco for
the nightlife. Does that interest you?"

"You bet, Amanda." The alien wi nked-one eye, then the other-and gul ped a huge pinch of oregano.
"That sounds terrific."

Amanda gathered up her clothes, went upstairs for a quick shower, and dressed. Wen she canme down,
the alien was nore than half bl own away on the oregano, goggl e-eyed, |oll-headed, propped up

agai nst the couch, and crooning to itself in a weird atonal way. Fine.

Amanda t hought. You just get yourself all spiced up, |ove. She took the portable phone fromthe
kitchen, carried it with her into the bathroom |ocked the door, and quietly dialed the police
ener gency nunber.

She was bored with the alien. The game had worn thin very quickly. And it was crazy, she thought,
to spend the whol e weekend cooped up with a dangerous extraterrestrial creature when there wasn't
going to be any fun in it for her. She knew now that there couldn't be any fun at all. And
besides, in a day or two the alien was going to get hungry again.

"I'"ve got your alien," she said. "Sitting in ny living room stoned out of its head on oregano.

Yes, |'mabsolutely certain. It was disguised as a Chicana girl first, Conception Flores, but then
it attacked ny boyfriend, Charley Taylor, and-yes, yes, |I'msafe. |'mlocked in the john. Just get
sonmebody over here fast-okay. I'll stay on the line-what happened was, | spotted it downtown

outside the video center, and it insisted on coming home with nme-"

The actual capture took only a few m nutes. But there was no peace for hours after the police
tactical squad haul ed the alien away, because the media were in on the act right away, first a
team from Channel 2 in Oakland, and then sone of the network guys, and then the Chronicle, and
finally a whole arnmy of reporters fromas far away as Sacramento and phone calls from Los Angel es
and San Di ego and-about three that mnorni ng-New York.

Amanda told the story again and again until she was sick of it, and just as dawn was breaki ng, she
threw the last of themout and barred the door.

She wasn't sleepy at all. She felt wired up, speedy, and depressed all at once. The alien was
gone, Charley was gone, and she was all alone. She was going to be fanpus for the next couple of
days, but that wouldn't help. She'd still be alone. For a tinme she wandered around the house,

| ooking at it the way an alien might, as if she had never seen a stereo cassette before, or a
television set, or a rack of spices. The snell of oregano was everywhere. There were little trails
of it on the floor

Amanda switched on the radio and there she was on the six A m news. "-the energency is over,
thanks to the courageous Wl nut Creek Hi gh School girl who trapped and outsmarted the nost
dangerous life formin the known universe-"

She shook her head. "You think that's true?" she asked the cat. "Modst dangerous life formin the
universe? | don't think so, Macavity, | think I know of at |east one that's a | ot deadlier. Eh

ki d?" She winked. "If they only knew, eh? If they only knew. " She scooped the cat up and hugged
it, and it began to purr. Maybe trying to get a little sleep would be a good idea. Then she had to
figure out what she was going to do about the rest of the weekend.
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