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“Burger!”

“Burger!”

“One potato basket!”

“Fryin' up tatoes!”

As the orders were shouted,
Kyerna snatched up another patty with her trusty tongs and threw a
bun onto the griddle. The grill and the fryer sizzled, the sound
filling her with this strange and joyous energy. No wonder so many
humans did this for a living. This was the most fun Kyerna ever
had!

But don't forget the
potatoes.

The protrusions atop her
head protruded further. What had looked like horns with tiny
mittens on the end extended outward. One mitten snatched up a
plastic container with diced potato, and the other took hold of a
fryer basket. She dumped the potato pieces into the basket, then
sent them to their sizzling doom.

Kyerna did this all without
looking around. She was built for the job. Her horns – harnds, they
were called, in rough translation of her native mindspeak – were
the perfect tools for the demanding pace of a short order cook. How
did the humans keep up with this using only two appendages? Kyerna
considered this, and concluded that humans must be an incredible
species.

This was an unnaturally
busy day at Topplin' Burger, though not in Kyerna's experience. It
did not occur to Kyerna that the humans were coming from all over
to see her. She was only vaguely aware that humans had never met a
Resbelian before. To Kyerna, a good Topplin' Burger was undoubtedly
why the crowds had gathered.

So what's a Resbelian doing
working fast food with humans?

There had been the initial
mistake:

“Greetings, Earthlings! I
come to your planet in peace! And for a vacation!”

It was lame, but Earthlings
expected that kind of thing, according to the planetary
broadcasts.

There was a lot of fuss
over her arrival. After the initial shock, which Kyerna had not
expected from her fellow bipedal creatures (“You should see the
fifteen arms of the Xakeletianites!”), she finally learned the
truth, and both her cardiovascular systems ran cold. This was not
Earth.

“But my things are on the
sent path to Earth!”

Every scientist on Outpost
7 was appalled. To think, at this very moment, alien technology was
heading to Earth! It would be sifted and sorted by other
scientists, and Outpost 7 wouldn't learn a thing about any of it
for a decade! But everything was fine, because here they had an
actual being from an alien race that could divulge the great
secrets of an advanced civilization.

Right?

Sinking to her knees and
crying, wiping her bawling eyes with both harnds, it became
apparent that the desperate pleas from the colony's science
community for her interstellar knowledge were going unheard. In an
attempt to calm her down, one of the miners brushed the scientists
aside and took her by the arm, guiding her to Topplin's. At the
very least, a guest should be shown some hospitality.

Her slightly bulging eyes
had flickered red and blue with the first bite. Resbelia did not
have the animal from which these “hamburgers” were produced. She
mindscattered her appreciation, but none of the humans responded.
This made Kyerna sad, until she realized why.

Kyerna decided to tell her
brother about it as she cooked up a few more orders.

Rapid lovelove, my dearmost
Brother! I have met with the Earthlings. They are very nice to me
and did not cut me up or make me do tests like in the broadcasts.
They cannot mindspeak! Their language is entirely vocalized,
andforth that makes difficult the things of my interacting. That is
an Earthling phrase which maybe I am not so lovelove correct,
usewise. Imagine if we could not mindspeak! I would never leave
home if I could not mindspeak my brother. But! It would be
thrilling, which means a type of vibration in spinal tensions or
perhaps a ghost story. I am loving my part-time Earth job, though I
ended up on a colony. Yes, that is lovelove correct! I missed Earth
by a margin, casewise here being very wide. I am learning the way
of a hamburger and the hamburger friend. The hamburger friend is
called a “fry” and it is also a ground plant that is called
“potato” but is also fried. I cannot explain fried food very well,
but it is delicious and so unhealthy it will make large Earth
stomachs, but not like you think. I will send you vision memories
when I can concentrate better. There is so much work! But they give
me free hamburgers and their
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