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CHAPTER 1

COREY FINDS GHOST

The promoters for Gorgeous Happenings in Outer Space Today, also known as GHOST, held their science fiction convention near a New Mexico desert town in the middle of July. Corey hated summer heat, particularly dry desert heat. Yet that didn’t stop him from driving from Indiana to attend the sci-fi con and hopefully this time find an alien. He had questions for them.

Corey worried that the aliens may have left Earth. Or at least left the Indiana town where he lived. Each year since high school he went to a science fiction convention to find them with GHOST being his fifth con in as many years. He figured the aliens would feel comfortable blending in with heavily costumed humans.

Corey saved his money and went to the largest cons with people wearing the most fantastical outfits. This year he changed things up and went to the smaller, cheaper GHOST convention near Roswell. It was a two day trip to a place he always wanted to visit.

After an overnight stay and another long drive, Corey wished he made the trip in three days. He was tired as he drove into the parking lot close to noon and after the convention started. He trotted across the hot pavement to get out of the heat, already sweating when he got inside.

The main lobby was oddly comfortable with fans lapping sand swirls in the air of the high cathedral ceiling. Looking around, most of the attendees wore an assortment of alien outfits that looked real to Corey. At the other large conventions, Corey could not compete with the elaborate costumes. But he thought his Underdog costume, a character from an old cartoon show, might have fit in here.

He stepped up to the registration table and smiled at the check-in person with a shiny hairless dark tan head, soft purple mask, and a thin green cape. The checker’s oval blue eyes could be seen through the mask.

“You’ve got a cute look,” the checker said.

“You mean my face? I’m not wearing a mask.”

“No, I was referring to your clothes. Tan slacks and a red polo shirt are so human.”

“These are my normal clothes. I don’t wear shorts because I just don’t. I thought you meant my face. It confuses people. I inherited my features from my mixed race parents whose parents were also of mixed race. This gave me my mixed up look.”

“Are you seeing a therapist? That sounds like something a therapist would tell you.”

Corey ran his hand through his tightly curled, sandy hair and wondered if the checker was color blind. That would explain why they could not see his brownish face, red freckles, and oval green eyes.

“I’m aware of my looks after a life of people pointing them out to me.” Corey felt embarrassed and stopped himself from going on about how he let his looks keep him from having any friends.

“I don’t see anything wrong with your face. It looks quite human for a human. All I care about is for people to be happy at this convention,” the checker said, handing Corey his packet and name tag.

Corey liked the feeling he got from this person. It gave him hope that he could find a friend here, even if they were an alien.

“I come to sci-fi cons to find an alien and ask them why I was abducted four times when I was a kid. I wanted to stay on their spaceship and not be sent back to my drug loving parents and their ugly friends.”

The checker’s broad grin revealed square hazel teeth and the person’s cheeks puffed up like cotton balls. “Maybe you want to be part of a family and have friends to love. Those are decent goals. You might be in luck at this science fiction convention. Go enjoy yourself, but maybe ease up on your looks. They’re quite normal for a human.”

Corey figured he did enough damage to the conversation. He thanked the checker and walked out among the convention crowd, admiring the realistic looking alien costumes. No one wore the most popular action figure, which made him glad to be there.

Corey wished his parents had kept their promise and brought him to a sci-fi con like this one after his first abduction. Except, they were seasoned drug users and occasional sellers and could not be relied on to keep a promise, even to him.

At least wherever they lived, his parents kept their drug use and activity away from him. It helped that he picked the designated drug free rooms. This meant they saw little of each other except at meal times where Corey stopped trying to understand their adoration for a good high. Afterall, they never believed aliens abducted him when he was five, seven, eleven, and thirteen. Otherwise, they got along and tolerated each other as a threesome who were good at faking the happy family thing.

Standing in the central hall, Corey remembered his abductions not as prime numbers that interested his math conscious thinking, but fun playtime. He felt safe and sure about himself on the spaceship, playing with other children as if they had been friends for a long time. The aliens felt like a family to him and taking him back to his parents made him angry. After his seventeenth birthday passed with no abduction, Corey was even angrier. He planned to stay on the spaceship and leave Earth for good where he had no friends.

Looking through his packet, Corey was confident of finding an alien at GHOST as he looked for a speaking event to attend.





CHAPTER 2

ALICE IS LOST

The day before the GHOST convention, Alice stood behind four other bridesmaids in an Ohio church with too much white everywhere. I should have brought some black flowers to decorate the altar.

She tried to keep her feet still while waiting for the bride to walk up the aisle. Alice hated walking up that aisle a few minutes before with all the judgmental stares on her. She almost stomped pass the bridesmaid in front of her to reach the altar. She didn’t care if her escort kept up with her or not. She didn’t pay attention to his name.

Everyone in the wedding party, except for Alice, knew someone from the bride’s book club. This included the two pre-school grandkids stumbling down the aisle, making the wedding that much longer.

Clenching the assorted flowers she held, Alice hated her putrid green dress with the failed looking pink flowers across her shoulders. The dress colors clashed with her brownish look she inherited from her Punjab born dad. She wished she had worn a colorful scarf to help her feel more herself and offset all the clashing.

Alice tugged on a strand of her chestnut hair, a product of her mother’s English background. She tried to pull the strand closer to her square jaw, also coming from her mother’s ancestry while wishing she had her dad’s height.

At five and half feet, Alice’s painful high heels were not high enough to look over the tannish, flawless shoulders of the bridesmaids. She wanted to see what the groom was doing and if he was looking in her direction. She had been successful at avoiding him at the celebratory dinner the evening before.

At that dinner, Alice met the early twenty something bridesmaids for the first time. Being in the latter half of the twenties, Alice felt as if she was a generation older. She and the other bridesmaids had no problem agreeing they had nothing in common. Except for the bride, who now started coming up the aisle alone and who was Alice’s mother Anne.

Despite her mother’s claim that he died, Alice still believed her alien dad would return one day from his home planet.





CHAPTER 3

COREY IS HOPEFUL

Trying to decide what event to attend, Corey knew he would have been happy growing up with people who put on science fiction conventions like this one. Instead, he had childhood memories of frequent moves whenever his parents fell under suspicion of the police or after disagreements with the local drug culture. Corey picked up a cold bottle of water and tried to focus on the convention and not his parents.

Walking through the convention crowd, he was glad not to constantly step aside to avoid being scratched by someone’s overly dressed costume. At this sci-fi con, the costumes were not a gregarious, overfilled affair. They looked natural to the wearer.

His parents would have made kind remarks about the costumes. They enjoyed people being different. Corey sat on a bench and pulled out his pamphlet to look over the events again. But thinking about his parents not being with him made him think about them more and how they cured their drug addiction on the day of his high school graduation.
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“I want you two to be sober at my graduation,” Corey told his parents the day before. They all stood in the kitchen where they agreed was a safe place with no drugs.

“Are you going to make a speech about your fantasy abductions?” Corey’s father couldn’t keep from rubbing his hands and grinning, as he did when high.

“They’re not fantasies. They were real. And I was supposed to have been abducted last year and I wasn’t.” Corey gritted his teeth at his father.

“I’m your mother and I would have known you were abducted.”

“Neither of you know me. Both of you never believe anything I say. At my next abduction, I planned to stay on the spaceship and not be returned to this crap life of mine.”

“We gave you the best life we could.” Corey’s father stood, wobbling either from anger or the drugs.

“Never mind about any of that. For tomorrow, can you two be sober? You’ll embarrass me.” With no friends, Corey wondered why it mattered.

“I don’t like my son telling me what to do. I dropped out in tenth grade, like you should have done. Graduation is for snobs and you’re just trying to be better than me.”

“I am better than you, dad. I’m not doing drugs.”

Corey stomped out of the apartment before anymore could be said. Talks like this happened too often lately and he knew this one would go nowhere like the others. He wanted to hide in the dark and found a cinema playing a loud action movie, in case he wanted to scream.

It was late in the evening when he returned to the police emptying the apartment of drugs and paraphernalia. They had already torn through his bedroom to find nothing.

The police didn’t ask Corey many questions. The situation with his parents was known among the drug culture crowd. The police knew he had nothing to do with them overdosing on a park bench near the apartment building.

Corey lied and told the police he had family to stay with. If there were family around, he would not have stayed with them. He wanted nothing to do with relatives of his parents. Everyone left him alone, which is what he wanted the most.

He shut himself in his bedroom trying not to think it could have been his fault for his parents’ overdosing. No, I wanted to graduate and accomplish something in my life. It’s their fault for not believing in me.

In the morning, he picked up his diploma at the school office and arranged to cremate their bodies. To pay for their cremations, he took a job at the funeral home. They also let him rent an upstairs apartment. Being with the dead all the time was how he felt.

When his parents’ ashes arrived in two plastic baggies, Corey carried them to the busiest road in the area. He threw their ashes onto the pavement where speeding cars, SUVs, pickups, and semis ran over them until nothing was left.
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Finishing his water and looking up from his memories, Corey couldn’t help but smile. He had arrived at a convention where he felt positive about his future. GHOST was what he needed for a change. Even if I don’t find an alien, maybe I’ll find someone to go with me to other science fiction conventions and not be alone.





CHAPTER 4

ALICE DOESN’T LIKE THIS WEDDING

Alice’s mother had wanted everyone in the wedding party to meet the evening before at the celebratory dinner. After talking to the bridesmaids and not knowing anyone, Alice did not feel like celebrating. She left her uneaten steak dinner to follow her mother into the restaurant bathroom.

“I hate that man you’re marrying,” said Alice.

“You haven’t even talked to him. I tried to get you two together, but you always ran off somewhere. He’s sitting beside me and you haven’t even looked in his direction. I think if you talked to Jerry you’d like him. You’d also understand things lot better.” Her mother walked to the far end and banged the stall door closed.

“It’s only been a year since Dad left. What if he comes back?” Alice’s anxiety made her need to pee.

“Your father died of a coronary. I don’t know where you got the crazy idea that he was an alien who went back to his home planet. You were there at his memorial. You saw the urn.” She had no problem peeing.

Alice yanked open the stall door next to her mother’s. “I left my job and couldn’t find a flight. So, I drove across three state lines as fast as I could. But you cremated him before I got there. I never got to see him before you burned him up,” Alice struggled to pee.

“There’s a shortage of people doing that work and the funeral home had an opening. It would have been two weeks for the next one. I couldn’t wait that long knowing his body was sitting in some cold vault. You forget, I was the one who found your father Pranay in the basement sitting in his favorite chair where he liked to nap. He was surrounded by his alien spaceships hanging from the ceiling and alien figurines. It was horrible. I would have checked on him before, but I thought he was sleeping.” She stopped peeing as if remembering that moment.

“I don’t know what to say.” Alice wondered if her dad’s alien body was inside a human frame, which is what her mother found. She did not dare tell this crude fantasy to her mother. Alice was not sure she believed it.

“We can talk after the dinner. I’ll explain how I’ve moved on. You need to do the same.”

Alice sat on the toilet seat feeling as if she had no life to move on with. As her mother washed her hands, Alice shouted, “Why didn’t you tell me you sold the house and were moving to Seattle with Jerry after the wedding?”

“I wanted to tell you in person. You came home and ran down to the basement before I could say anything. I’ll keep working my projects in international human rights. It’ll be in a smaller house near the ocean.”

“What about dad’s origami projects and alien toy collection?”

“They’ll all be taken care of in a room just for his stuff.”

Alice gave up trying to pee and jerked her stall door open as her mother was leaving. “Why did you invite me to your wedding?”

“I invited you because you are my daughter and I love you. I want you to see how happy I am. I want you to be happy one day, too.”

“Did you tell your future husband about Dad and how he is probably alive on his home planet?”

“Your father was not an alien from outer space. I want this to be a normal wedding, so stop talking nonsense. I want you to be happy for me.”

“What about my happiness?”

Anne faced her daughter. “I think you’re upset because you want to be half alien and you’re not. You always had this fascination with outer space, just like your dad. You were always doing dress up in unusual clothing claiming to be an alien. You wanted to be different and special. You are special to me, yet you don’t accept that. Come out and meet Jerry. Believe me when I tell you that he can help with your fascination about aliens.”

“I don’t want to meet him. I want to find Dad.”

“Let Jerry and I explain things this evening. Tomorrow’s going to be too busy to talk.”

After her mother left, Alice was too nervous to meet her soon-to-be stepdad. She wished she had not come. But she needed a break from the Washington, D.C. politics and her consultant job. Now, she wanted to escape again after seeing her dad’s stuff boxed up in the basement.

Alice finished in the bathroom and ran out of the restaurant and down the sidewalk to her hotel room a block away. She was not ready to meet her dad’s replacement. Along the way, she stopped at an ice cream shop for a tall vanilla sundae.

Sitting outside on a wooden bench, she watched bugs circle carefully a streetlight. She remembered a year ago running back to her D.C. job after her dad’s memorial service and pointless arguing with her mother. If I went back this time, would that be moving on?

A dribble of the sundae slipped down her chin. She recalled the last time she saw her dad.
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It was the night before she left for her new political consultant job in D.C. with a culture very different from Akron, Ohio. They sat in the basement surrounded by his origami projects he sold online and his alien toys. The place was his sanctuary from being a mechanical engineer and working with people he tolerated in a field that paid him too much money to quit.

They watched a rerun of the final TV sitcom Mork and Mindy. At the end, Mork got his promotion from Orson and















ABOUT THE AUTHOR

[image: image]

Thank you for reading An Alien View of Science Fiction Conventions. I hope you enjoyed my story.

After a childhood on a Virginia dairy farm, I spent over three decades working in the Pentagon which qualified me to write science fiction. I have had almost thirty of my stories published in magazines and journals and I self-published several novels, all different. This guarantees me no author success as a brand name. Like Studs Terkel wrote, “Hope dies last.”

I live in eastern North Carolina where I belong to writing groups, teach a creative writing class at the library, and volunteer at nonprofits to include writing grants.

More about me can be found at stanleybtrice.com. Please visit and sign up for my newsletter! I try to be different.

As a disclaimer, I have never been to a science fiction convention. I hope to attend one, soon.

Please try out my other books. I like all of them. More are coming.

Peace begins with a smile.

—MOTHER THERESA
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