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We Found Your Name in the Star Registry—Do You Have
a Moment?


"I'm sorry. What exactly is this pertaining
to?"

The strange fellow on my porch blinked at me
from behind massive glasses, which rested on his round nose. He
looked down at the book in his hand, then back up at me.

"I'm nice to meet you." He was wearing an
over-sized raincoat and a big rubber hat, although it was clear and
sunny.

"Yes," I said, "I get it. What exactly are
you selling?"

"Selling?" Those big eyes blinked at me. He
lowered his head to study the book, flipped a few pages.

"Yes," I said, "selling. You look like a
solicitor." I pointed to the sign posted on the side of my house,
just beside the front door. "I clearly have a sign here—"

"Your name is—" He stated my name and my
address in perfectly clear language. He then proceeded to recite my
phone number, bank account number, previous addresses, my first
pet's name, my mother's maiden name, the name of the street I grew
up on, my childhood best friend's name, the color of my first car,
the first concert I attended, and the name of the city I was born
in. Flawlessly. Accurately.

He looked at me, blinking.

"Umm. Yes, I'm . . . that's me."

"You buy star?"

"Me buy star?" What the hell did that mean?
Buy star? I opened my mouth, then closed it. Wait a minute, I
thought. I had bought a star, a year ago—one of those gimmick
things through the International Star Registry. Anyway, I assumed
it was a gimmick. A neat one, though. To own a star—kinda cool.

"I already have a star," I told him. It was
neat, but I didn't need two.

He pulled something from his pocket, a
folded-up paper which he began unfolding. "You buy this star." He
held up what turned out to be a map, partially opened, and
indicated with his finger a dot amongst a multitude of dots.

"You mean that's my star?" I asked, slightly
distracted by some weirdness concerning his finger that I couldn't
quite articulate. It didn't seem . . . human.

"Your star," the strange fellow agreed.
"Here." He indicated a different dot several inches away from the
first. "Us here now. You, me, ship."

"Ship?"

"My ship."

"Your . . . ship."

"Need fuel, my ship. Get home."

"Oh!" I chuckled at the misunderstanding.
"You must mean 'car'. Ship. Car. You're out of fuel. And you need a
gas can." I laughed, delighted to have broken through the
confusion. "I'll get you one."

"No car." He thumbed through his small phrase
book again, letting the map hang down to the ground. He cleared his
throat. "I have spaceship in orbit."

My face fell. "What?"

"Need fuel for go home. You star most
close."

"You need . . . "

"Fuel." He blinked big eyes.

"Fuel."

"From star, yes. Star fuel." He lifted the
map up. "You star most close. We can get fuel?"

"Are you saying . . ." I couldn't even say
it, what he was saying. There was, uh
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