How I became an Alien Ambassador
By Christopher R. Rogers

Intro

One day, I was sitting on the sofa, eating lime flavored gelatin, watching TV. Then all of a sudden, one of my cats jumped on the couch and bit me. I shooed her away. My other cats came and started pawing at the back door and meowing insanely.

“Stop that,” I said. I could not hear the TV, and a TV is vitally important to me. Insects started buzzing around the door.

“What is the deal?” I asked, annoyed. I got up to open the door to let the cats out. But when I opened the door, I was greeted by a three foot tall, turquoise alien with no hair and belt full of gadgets. He looked like a classic little green man, only not green. He stood in front of a small, sled looking, rocket that was parked in my backyard.
“Yo! I- ame- Fruet-Kaec, I-come-in-pleece, I-mean-Peace,” he said. It seemed to be that there was an alien named Fruit Cake standing in my backyard. That was strange.

I was totally speechless. I noticed that he was holding a book titled “Moronian to English Dictionary,” upside down.
“Will-you-be-Earth-Moronian-Ambassador?” He asked. I had never had an alien ask me to be an ambassador before. “Um-um, want some lime gelatin?” I asked clumsily.

He pulled out a radio looking device from his belt and whispered something into it in his language. Probably Earthling is stupid, I think I will leave now. At the thought of this I blurted out something that I shouldn’t have, “ya, sure, I would love to be your ambassador!”

“Good” said Fruit Cake the alien as he walked into my house. I was stunned by what just happened. I ran after Fruit Cake.

When I walked in I found Fruit Cake sitting on the floor in front of my sofa with a little disc in front of him, projecting an image of an alien like Fruit Cake except he had a white robe and a white hat that sort of reminded me of the Pope’s.
“Hello, Earth Ambassador. We plan to come to Earth soon, so we need to know earth customs. We have sent Fruet-Kaec to learn your ways,” said the alien in the hologram. This alien clearly mastered English already. They should have sent him.
I did not notice that while I was watching the image, Fruit Cake axed my sofa in two with a blue laser sword. He was trying to “slay,” my gelatin.
“How about we go upstairs, Fruit Cake,” I said.
“My-name-is-Fruet-Kaec.”

“Whatever, Fruit Cake.”

Day One
Fruit Cake burnt all my pants today. It turns out that his skin had a chemical reaction to Oxi-Clean and he burst up in flames. It also turns out that his skin is like diamond, so he wasn’t harmed (I wish I could say the same for half of my closet….and the upper floor of my house).

“We wear pants Fruit Cake,” I said, standing in my burnt room next to him.

“Whatever,” said Fruit Cake. I realized he was learning from words I used.

We happened to be next to my bed at the time. “We sleep in beds,” I told him, gesturing to my bed.
“We-sleep-in-gorplat,” he said. At this, he pressed a button on his belt. A clear, foggy bubble formed around him. He laid down in it. It sort of reminded me of one of those fancy “pod” sort of chairs that I’ve always wanted. “Gorplat!” he said strictly. “Bed-is-not-necessary!”  And he axed my bed with the same sword he had axed my sofa with.
“I thought I took that sword from you!” I said, frustrated.

“Have-more,” he said. I groaned.

I also went swimming with Fruit Cake today. We used the pool in the backyard. I did not want to take an extra terrestrial to a pubic pool. That would totally give him away. I tried to keep Fruit Cake low profile. The only people that knew about him were my parents, the firefighters that extinguished our house after Fruit Cake’s explosion, and the ambulance crew that picked up the firefighters after…..minor injuries.

So anyway, swimming with Fruit Cake. I got in the pool first, just to show Fruit Cake that it didn’t hurt. Then he got in. But the minute that Fruit Cake’s foot touched the bottom of the pool, he got shorter, and shorter, until he was a foot smaller. He stayed underwater for nearly two minutes. I decided to see what was going on. I went underwater and saw some sort of anemone looking thing where Fruit Cake sank, but no Fruit Cake. 

Then I realized that he had turned into this weird plant-like thing. He was just like coral. They swim around for a while, and then when they find a good spot, they plant themselves.

I had two options: find a hack-saw, or just pull on him and hope it would work. I pulled. He came out alright, under Coral Fruit Cake there were like a gazillion roots, so my pool just about cracked into a dozen pieces.
When he first completely came out of the pool, he looked like an octopus with all those roots. But then he slowly-over an hour-returned to his Fruit Cake form.
Day Two
Today, everybody discovered Fruit Cake. A neighbor must have taken a picture or something, because he was on the news. There was stuff like “Alien Invasion Begins!” and all that nonsense. All over the internet were a bunch of animated videos of Fruit Cake’s head on aliens coming out of flying saucers and vaporizing people.

Fruit cake masks were being mass-produced, along with Fruit Cake costumes, Fruit Cake shaped snack food, Fruit Cake socks, and-worst of all-Fruit Cake plastic laser swords. 
But even worst than all that, random people-young and old-came to our door from places like Brazil, Timbuktu, Paris, and a bunch of far off places, wearing total Fruit Cake gear, saying “Man, you are so cool! Can I have your autograph?”
“Sure!” I would say.
“No, I was talking to the alien.”
“Hooray! Me! Auto-graph!” Fruit Cake would yell. This fame stuff is not good for him. Can you imagine after Fruit Cake brings his whole planet down here and they’re all yelling Hooray! Me! And I would be yelling stop it! Please! And then they would yell back Stop it! Me! Hooray! It would be truly sickening.

I gave Fruit Cake a bunch of textbooks today. Most of them were on English. He surprisingly read them all in less than an hour. To me that is amazing, I didn’t know you could even flip through that many textbooks, or even two, in an hour. But one page, “Dividing Decimals” in a math book, Fruit Cake took out and axed. Not my favorite subject either.
“How many of those swords do you have?” I asked.

You could tell that after reading the books, Fruit Cake was completely educated. “Well, you see, I have an infinite supply beamed down from space, uneducated one.”
 I had been burying sword after sword in the backyard, and he was just now telling me that he had an infinite supply? I was enraged!

Fruit Cake was then speaking better than an English teacher, but whenever a fan came he would go from professor mode to hooray mode. 
Day Three

Today, I taught Fruit Cake the most important earth custom besides breathing: video games! In the middle of the game, Fruit Cake dropped the controller, picked it back up, banged it into his head, and then resumed playing. His character in the game changed from a human to a fire breathing gelatin monster.


“That’s impossible, the game is not programmed to do that,” I said. He didn’t reply. He just proceeded with the game.
 He must have been freaked out by my lime flavored gelatin when we first met. I guess that there is some sort of blob creature on his planet that is pretty scary and looks like gelatin. His character torched mine and won the game.
Right after video gaming sessions, a space craft as tall as the Eiffel Tower, and as wide as my backyard, landed where Fruit Cake did. The alien from the hologram that Fruit Cake showed me was walking down a ramp that came out of the ship and was so long it went through the back door of my house.
“Is Fruet-Kaec fully educated?” asked the alien.

“Is he ever!” I said, excited for him to leave.

It was sort of weird, standing in front of an alien that was dressed so royally, yet two feet shorter than me.

Fruit Cake was inside, still playing video games. “I am playing a video game, silly emperor. I am too busy to come.”
The emperor glared at me, but went to get Fruit Cake.

“When we come here to stay we plan to shower you with presents. This is what you like, yes?” asked the emperor.

“Absolutely!” I agreed. At this they both got in the ship and blasted off.

Epilogue
Twelve years later
Years have passed since Fruet-Kaec (yes, I learned his name) came to study Earth customs. He is dead now, so is the emperor. The Moronian lifespan is not long.
My old house where I met Fruet-Kaec is now a museum. Everything that he axed is displayed in a glass case of some variety. I have decided to live on the magnificent Killyeriuz, where the Moronians came from. Both Humans and Moronians have easy access to both planets. There is a star gate connecting them.
The day after the Moronians settled on Earth (now known as planet 3, and the capital of the universe), life visibly changed. Now we have teleportation, a key ability to the Moronians, now us. We also have evolved civilization. Buildings are made twice as fast, there is so little pollution that the sky is a shade of blue that is so blue, no man had ever seen it, and there is no currency (you will one day see that it is useless). We also know how to repair the holes in our atmosphere, eliminating harmful U.V. rays.

We have used the combined minds of Earthlings and Moronians to create something that is so spectacular that we are forbidden to use it: Time travel. Time travel is how I sent this book to your time. I got special permission.
That’s really all I have to say. Um, bye.
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